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Sung Seng Nim A tale of two faces 


Sung Seng Nim A tale of two faces 


Prelude 
Dishonour, corruption, conspiracy, theft, and violence. The cautionary tale of an English instructor’s experiences 
working and living in South Korea. A dramatic warning to anyone considering working in South Korea. 

The following events took place in Seoul, Dajon, and Kumi, South Korea, during my attempt to teach 
English at various private English language schools. The details of the players, their schools, and locations, follows 
this prelude. 

You have been invited to teach in South Korea. You have received a formal, written contract after several 
weeks of negotiation. Your employer ensures you he already has an apartment waiting for you. He agrees to pay for 
your airfares within one week of your arrival. He agrees to arrange and to pay for all working visas. Surely you can 
trust him. As everyone will tell you later, your employer ‘Is an honest man`. 

Surely if you have any problems the labor office will support you? And the recruiter is a real nice guy. An 
American. He understands your position. He will be there for you if you have any problems, as he has promised. He 
won 't end up breaking into your flat, threatening you with a steel bar to ‘leave Korea now, or else’. 

And surely the police would not stand by as your employer removes the massive steel security door from 
your apartment, steals your belongings, and leaves your homeless, without even your passport, to live on the streets 
of South Korea? And surely the police will investigate these actions, which they have agreed are criminal. 

Or? 

Ah, naive Sung Seng Nim, the world is a much more deceitful, nasty, ugly place than you imagined. 

At times you may find this story hard to believe, but it is a true story, written as it happened. 

If you are going to teach ESL overseas, you really have to read this, be warned, and hence prepared, rather 
than shocked, caught off-guard, disappointed, and exploited. 

And don’t forget that all this took place while the world’s media spotlight was focused keenly upon South 
Korea, which was hosting the World Cup at the time. What would have happened on any, normal, average, typical 
day I do not want to imagine. I won’t be going back there, so I don’t have to. 

But if you are considering going to South Korea, I think you should. 


Players and locations 


Oo Key One. Owner, Cambridge Language School, Kumi. 257 1929. 

Don nssssssss. Recruiter for Oo Key One, Cambridge Language School, Kumi. 

Mr Kim. Student. General Manager at LG-Phillips, Kumi (lives in Taegu) 

An, Ouk Souk, Assistant Director, Jungchul English School, Daejon. 042 274 0508 mobile 019 835 6023. 

Melissa and Julia. Korean English Teachers, Jungchul English School. Daejon. 

Mr Oo, Police Officer from Chung Nam District Police Agency in Daejon. 042 257 1929. 

Nam Suk Hyun Suk Hyun. Inspector, Chung-Nam Police Agency, Daejon. 

Mi Youn Shin.mobile 016 472 5456, young woman. Witness, Daejon. 

Charles Kang: RECRUITER for Human Resource Bank, Daejon. 042 361 1670 mobile 011 9403 1670 

Na In Ha. 042 480 6297. Labor Ministry Investigator, Daejon. 

Jung Soo Young. 042 480 6317. Lovely young woman at the Labor Ministry in Daejon who translated for 
Na In Ha. 

Hyonjoo Lee. Attorney at Law. Daejon. 042 472 3197. 

The Director of Immigration in Daejon. 

Korean Interpol 02 748 4114? 

Korean Tourism Interpreter Service 1330. 

Korean National Police Agency? 02 313 0842. 

Podori ‘new intelligent people’. Big ears to listen. Big eyes to see. Big head to think. Big heart to care. Symbol 
of kindness and fairness. Mascot of the Chung Nam Police Agency. Ironic. 

Police officers at Yong un Dong Police Box, including Park. 

112 Police Emergency number. 

Professor of Tourism at Kumi City University. 

Jae Soon Choi. Translator. Taejon Christian International School. 042 633 2633. Witness. Translator at 
Chung Nam District Police Agency the second time Nam Suk Hyun filed my complaint, or didn’t. 


From memory 


I remember lying on Coogee Beach, just south of Sydney, working out the final details of my contract over my 
mobile phone, with ‘Slim’, the Korean recruiter who had been arranging work for me in Korea. (Only later did I 
make the connection with Eminem a.k.a Slim shady. And shady he turned out to be indeed!) He had changed his 
story, and his offer, several times already, but he said “trust me”, that I could either forget about the whole thing, or 
just trust him. 

He was waiting for me at Seoul Airport, and drove me to the school, the ECC in Ya’tap . It was the first day 
of the Korean summer. The school, or “‘Hogwan’, was in Ya’Tap, on the outskirts of Seoul, what ‘Slim’ said was a 
very good suburb by Korean standards, and new. I had been promised share accommodation with a non-smoker, and 
that I would be teaching children in the morning, and adults in the afternoon-evening. When I got there, they had 
no accommodation arranged for me, so they put me up, or as it was, down, in a cheap motel room. The room had 
curtains, but no windows. It was in fact underground. 

After a few days I was moved into the apartment, with a smoker. The apartment was filthy, with a year’s 
supply of empty Pizza boxes, a broken washing machine, and all manner of other broken things filling up the 
balcony. It had a leaking toilet, and when you showered, at least half of the water flowed out of the sink taps, instead 
of out of the shower. The fly screens were broken, and either sitting on the balcony with all the other rubbish, or 
hanging uselessly from the windows. 

They got a woman in to clean, but we could see she wasn’t that genuine, as we had to point out everything 
that needed to be cleaned, when it was obvious that everything needed to be cleaned. We agreed to give her the 
money they had given us to give her, and I would do the job myself. I don’t like the idea of other people cleaning for 
me, it’s sort of slavery to me, and it was less work cleaning than having to constantly point out the obvious. 

I had also made a point to ‘Slim’ about the importance of my classrooms being air-conditioned. I made it 
clear that I couldn’t accept any offer otherwise. Slim promised that the working environment was air-conditioned. 
When I got there the air-conditioning didn’t work. When I turned the fans on, to get some minimal respite from the 
incredible heat and humidity, the children complained that their papers flew around. Some even claimed to be cold! 

On top of this, the children were extremely rude and few were interested at all in learning English. From 
some of the nicer ones I found out that the students were often at Hagwons and other schools until up to 12pm on 
weeknights. Of course some of the students were a pleasure to teach, but generally they were unwilling and 
disrespectful, if not downright rude. The director admitted that we were essentially babysitters. We were expected to 
be clowns and babysitters. It was exhausting work, for the most part. I had no adult classes. So either Slim had lied to 
me or the school had lied to him. 

I brought up these differences with the Director, and they initially called me a liar, but eventually had to 
admit that I was right, when Slim admitted to them that he had promised me everything I had told them. They were 
unwilling to change anything, even though they did finally remove some rubbish, and fix the tap, though after 
stuffing it up the first time, and insisting that we didn’t need a tap in the sink in the bathroom at all. They initially 
demanded that we pay for the repairs. I wondered about the previous teacher who had lived there, who claimed that 
he had not left any pizza boxes or other junk. 

They agreed that what I had been promised was not what they could offer. They agreed to free me from my 
contract, and let me use their phones and internet to find a new job. They paid me part of my airfare, but were damn 
rude to me, changing their mind constantly about when I should finish there, according to their own plans, and 
without interest in my inconvenience. 


Remember, I had been lied to about almost everything. I had been lucky in one thing, though. The Korean 
American with whom I shared the apartment was actually very nice and reasonable, and agreed to smoke outside. 
The fridge and freezer also contained a lot of different types of ground coffee. Ground coffee was really expensive in 
Korea. 

The ECC in Ya’tap would not provide us with copies of any of our texts. They expected us to waste an hour 
every day lining up and photocopying stuff. We were forced to write reports on each student every month. It was 
impossible to write anything meaningful, or to contradict the lovely praises of the previous teacher. Once I did 
comment honestly, and I was kept back until I would agree to write something more positive. The student had 
obvious problems and prevented the whole class from learning. 

The student was taken out in the end. Other parents had complained. Apparently they all got to hear about 
the comments I had written. But the owners of the schools don’t care about whether the kids really learn. In fact the 
children learn to disrespect foreigners. The teachers are treated as slaves. You are expected to be a combination 
clown and babysitter, always entertaining. I wonder how much headache medication the average English teacher 
goes through. 

I remember how I found my boss in Ya’tap smoking and watching TV in our apartment one day. He just sat 
there and watched TV and smoked as if it was his living room. He was well aware of how important it was for me to 
live in a smoke free home, we had discussed it many times, and had come to an agreement about it. Of course it was 
already in my contract, so I shouldn’t have had to mention it at all, it shouldn’t ever have become an issue. It was 
really uncomfortable to come home, wanting to relax and unwind, and have my boss sitting there smoking and 
watching my t.v. I didn’t say anything, I was lost for words. He didn’t seem to feel at all uncomfortable with the 
situation. 

In fact another teacher, a female teacher, had told me about how the boss of her Korean friend had the habit 
of turning up in her apartment just as she got out of the shower, or while she was only wearing her underwear. She 
was scared of losing her job, and so she hadn’t done anything about it. In fact Korean bosses always keep keys to the 
apartments they provide their workers, and seem to feel that the apartments are their homes too. I don’t think many 
westerners would be aware of this fact, or comfortable with it! 

Anyway 

After all this I accepted a job offer from an American, who called himself Don. He had made me the best 
final offer, and agreed to an up-front payment for airfares of around $1700 Australian, and to a monthly salary of 2 
million won. At the time that was a good offer. I agreed to teach mornings only in the school vacation period, and 
for no more than 3 months in all. He came and picked me up. We got lost first, and later his aggressive personality 
became apparent. He drove much too quickly and aggressively, and swore a lot, insulting the Korean drivers, and 
Korea in general. 

We got to Kumi, and I met Oo Key One for the first time. I gave him my hand, to shake, but he held onto it 
for many minutes as he showed me around his school. He kept smiling. He would not let go of my hand. It made me 
very uncomfortable. I met his receptionist too. They put me up in a cheap motel. Oo bought me a hot water kettle, 
so I could make coffee. This was a nice gesture. However that day we spent hours going over the contract, which 
Don had assured me Oo had already agreed to. I had negotiated that contract with Don over a number of days on 
the phone. 

We wrote up the contract, which Don had convinced me had already been drawn up, and signed it. Then 
that very evening Oo refused to pay me the upfront airfares, claiming that he couldn’t trust me. Only after speaking 
with Don, and a few hours of further stressful discussions, did he agree to pay me what he had just earlier agreed to 
in signing the contract. He had tried to fob me off with a a few dollars, but I insisted that if Oo was going to break 
his promises a few hours after signing the contract, that I would not be able to trust him, and would have to accept 
one of the other offers that I had been made. He paid me, and I decided to give them the benefit of the doubt. 


I had been promised an air-conditioned working environment. I had made it extremely clear to Don how 
important it was. He guaranteed me that my working environment would be air-conditioned. He had also told me 
that my apartment was being cleaned up. I discovered that they hadn’t in fact found an apartment for me yet. There 
was no window let alone air-conditioning in the teacher’s room, and they turned on the inadequate air-conditioning 
only after we arrived to teach. It took over half an hour for the air-conditioning to make any difference at all. 

With over 12 students in a very confined space, the heat and humidity were extreme. I asked Oo if the 
receptionist could turn on the Air-conditioning around 20 minutes before we arrived, so that the air conditioners 
had a chance to take the sting out of the heat and humidity. He agreed. He in fact agreed over 6 times, and 
guaranteed me that the receptionist had done so. She hadn’t, and didn’t. 

I had to work until 9pm, and then get up at 6am to teach a General Manager at LG Phillips. Oo drove me 
there, and picked me up. It was not vacation time, but I agreed to teach this student for at least 3 months, as my 
teaching schedule was not full. I suggested he buy me an old motor scooter for a few hundred dollars, and calculated 
that it would pay for itself in a few months in terms of saved petrol, and the hours he had to waste bringing me to 
and from the lesson. He agreed, but wanted me to pay for the scooter. I found that really rude, given that I was 
teaching a lesson that I had not agreed to in the contract, and that he was the one who stood to benefit so much 
from me riding a scooter to work. I would be taking a real risk riding in Korean traffic, which is incredibly 
dangerous. 

After trying any number of suggestions to get some improvements, and accepting the advice of Mr Kim, my 
student from LG Philips, the General Manager, and being extremely humble and accepting responsibility for 
problems that I had in fact had no responsibility for at all, Oo Key One told me that he agreed with me that I should 
look for somewhere else to work. Mr Kim had offered to take me golfing, to a Zen retreat, and had actually spent a 
whole Saturday afternoon showing me around town, helping me to find an electric guitar. He had sent his associate a 
long way to pick me up in a big black car, and drive me the few hours to his home town. He was apparently too sick 
to drive himself. Mr Kim talked to Oo Key One and told him that we should solve the problem, and assured me that 
Mr Oo would continue to work with me. I very humbly told Mr Oo that I wished to stay at his school, Cambridge. 

In fact I did not want to, because Mr Oo had insulted me, had broken his promises, and was a very mean 
spirited man, in spite of his show of going to church. But I agreed to stay there, for the sake of Mr Kim, who seemed 
to be a very nice man, and who ensured me that I would have trouble in Korea if I left Mr Oo and went to another 
school. 

I had been made an offer in Kumi, but they were just playing with me. They wanted me to leave Cambridge 
first, before signing contracts, saying that in Korea they couldn’t sign a contract with someone who was currently 
working for another school. But this was just a ploy. I told them that I accepted their offer. They assumed this meant 
that I had quit Cambridge. 

They then proceeded to take advantage of the situation as they saw it. They proceeded to downgrade their 
offer in every way, reducing all the conditions and payments. It was a good thing I had not quit. In any case, I was 
now determined to make things work at Cambridge. I insisted merely that they improve the air-conditioning 
situation, and be more professional. 

Mr Oo had written a play for the students to perform. He had made many serious grammatical and language 
errors. He asked me to check it for him, and so I corrected the errors and gave it back to him. He threw a childish 
tantrum, throwing the corrected papers onto the floor, and impudently exclaiming that we would do it his way. I 
taught it as he had written it, and tried at least to get the children’s expression, pronunciation, and enunciation right. 
He took over the class, and taught them his way, with his own Jacky Chan English. This was unbelievably 
unprofessional and childish. 

In the mean time I had begun proofreading things for him, which was not in my contract, but which I did 
out of fairness. My teaching schedule was not full. The last document he gave me needed to be totally rewritten. I 


told him that I needed access to a computer with the same word processing program with which the original had 
been written, if he wanted me to work on it. 

There was also the story of the fly screen door. It was the middle of summer, and the rooms were over 40 
degrees Celsius at night, with 100% humidity. I got him to put in a fly screen door so that I could leave the door 
open at night (there were lots of mosquitoes) (post script: one day I noticed a dense ‘fog’ rising up from the street. I 
barely had time to notice that several trucks were pumping out a thick dense mist of what I assumed was some sort of 
biological agent to kill mosquitoes, maybe even DDT, before hurrying to close the windows and door. I wonder if 
other people had been notified about the spraying, and whether it might be harmful to humans), and get some 
breeze. I really had to negotiate hard for this. I told Don that it was so serious, that I might have to leave if I didn’t 
get the fly screen. Eventually they did the worst possible job they could have, but I was satisfied that they had at least 
shown consideration for my situation, and for that of the next teacher who would inherit the apartment. Oo left my 
apartment pretty rudely. I remember when I had first moved in he had very rudely intimated that he was never going 
to do anything else for me, that the apartment exactly how it was, was all that he would do. It was a tiny apartment, 
but at least new, and close to the school. 

Anyway, one Friday night, while I was at work, Mr Oo Key One, the Director of Cambridge English School 
in Kumi, changed the locks on my apartment. 

Oo Key One and Don told me that I could pick my things up the next Monday, when they would pay me, 
on the condition that I leave Korea. They told me that I was blacklisted in Korea and had to leave. I had no release 
letter with which to get a new job. I didn’t even have any warm clothing on, only shorts and a short sleeved shirt. All 
of my possessions, including my passport and money, were in the apartment. I had no money, nothing. 

I could not see any justification for such extreme behaviour. They were obviously trying to intimidate me 
into leaving. They had obviously found a cheaper teacher to replace me, and rather than be fair, they had just hired 
them behind my back, and assumed they could just ‘dispose’ of me. I never met the new teacher, but a student 
informed me that they did in fact have a new teacher. 

I met a teacher from New Zealand, B J Whellens, and explained my situation to her. She agreed to come to 
the school as my witness. 

I went back to the school with Ms Whellens, to get the key to my apartment. Don was there. I told him that 
he was an arsehole. He aggressively came right up to my face, extremely angry, hoping to find some reason to attack 
me. I calmly told him that my comment was not an insult, merely a statement of fact. He had recruited me, and 
brought me here with false promises, and now he was, as a true traitor, helping Mr Oo screw me. 

Later, outside, I told Mr Oo and his son that they would have a different view of Don if they had ever heard 
the negative things he constantly says about Korea and Koreans. This is when he rushed up, so full of rage he could 
hardly contain himself. Ms Whellens stated in her own words that he definitely would have hit me if she had not 
been sitting next to me. 

I made Oo Key One an offer: that they pay me up to today, and allow me up to 14 days to find a new job, or 
leave. By law he could not lock me out of the apartment. By law I had a legal right of residence to an employer 
provided accommodation for up to one month. 

I remember Mr Oo had offered to take me to Church with him every Sunday, where he went himself. What 
a hypocrite. 

I called Mr Kim, the General Manager from LG Philips in Kumi, who had convinced me not to leave 
Cambridge, and who had promised to help me with Oo Key One. I explained what had happened. I asked him to 
help me to convince Oo Key One to agree to my reasonable offer. He replied with a fax which merely expressed that 
he was sorry that he would have to break his promise to me. 

I spent the rest of that Friday night and the following early Saturday morning going to various police 
stations until eventually some police at one station contacted Oo Key One and forced him to give me a key to my 
apartment. 
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That Saturday I went to the labor office, and was told they could not help me at all. Somehow I got in 
contact with a help line for foreigners, and the Professor of Tourism from Kumi City University helped me. We 
went together to the labor office, and suddenly the labor office officer, who had a few hours earlier told me he 
couldn’t help me, decided that he could in fact help me. 

This reinforces what everyone will tell you about Korea. Always bring a Korean with you when you go to any 
officials, otherwise they will do nothing. They got me to agree to what I had initially proposed to Oo after he had 
locked me out. I would be allowed to stay in my apartment for up to 2 weeks, time to find a new job, and Oo would 
pay me the outstanding salary he owed me for the last month, which was already many days overdue. 
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So I started looking for a new job again. 


That evening I heard footsteps approaching my door and I got to my security screen door just in time to see Don 
enter my open front door with a long black metal baton gripped in his hand. I barely had time to lock the fly screen 
door. He threatened that he would knock me unconscious with the metal bar if I didn’t leave Korea immediately. I 
don’t know what would have happened if he had caught me totally off-guard. 

I reported him to the police. I filed a complaint against Don. They wrote it up on the computer. They put 
the computer screens under the tables, so that the screen was flush with the table top. They took fingerprints, and 
folded the printed report and put my fingerprints on the folded edges. They said that the only way they could talk to 
Don and tell him to leave me alone was if I filed such a complaint. Don apparently was not registered with the police 
as he should have been. 

I remember how Don had once ‘done a runner’ on the traffic police. He had gone down a one way road the 
wrong way, on the day he drove me to Kumi, and was showing me around town. The police had stopped him, and 
had gone to their car to get something, and he had just driven off with the policeman shouting and waving behind 
us. Don had pretended that he didn’t understand what the officer wanted, when he clearly was asking for his driver’s 
license. Don had a Korean wife and child with her. He was going back to the U.S with them that year. He did not 
like Korea or the Koreans at all. 

The guy who interpreted for me, who helped me make my statement, seemed unbelievably arrogant. Any 
time I attempted to explain anything, he would tell me to stop beating around the bush. His school Director was the 
head of the English School’s Association in Kumi. His director had wasted a whole day of mine, pretending that they 
had a job for me. 

One of the teachers at his school made lots of comments about how dodgy Korean schools were, and he 
stated that they had once told potential teachers the truth about what they could expect in Korea, and not one of 
them came. He had to ask the Director directly what was going on, whether they were offering me a job or not. I got 
the impression that one teacher who was leaving had to fight hard to get his return airfare, which was in his contract, 
actually paid. 

The female Director of another school who seemed to be offering me work had had me picked up in her 
chauffeured limousine, and we had lunch at a restaurant with some other people. They pretended to be concerned 
about how Oo Key One had treated me, when in fact all they wanted was to make a good impression, and pretend 
Koreans were nice. 

I was very concerned about Don, and was careful to lock my door, and was careful when I went across to the 
internet café to look for a new job. Anyway, I was inundated with job offers from the internet, and my phone was 
constantly ringing. 

I had clearly stated on my internet listing what pay and conditions I would accept, but many ‘recruiters’ still 
called with lower offers. One recruiter wouldn’t accept that I wouldn’t accept his offer. I tried to politely break off 
our conversation, but he wouldn’t let me go. I politely hung up on him. He called back a few moments later just to 
swear “Fuck You” at me, and hang up. 

Many of the callers were sweet sounding young Korean women who didn’t really understand English. 

Some recruiters or teachers rang up and chatted for ages. Maybe they were just getting some free 
conversational English sessions? 
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A few notes about my stay in Kumi 


My next door neighbor just wandered into my apartment one afternoon to talk to me, and wouldn’t take the hint 
that I had things to do and wanted to be left alone. Why on earth he felt he had the right to just walk in is beyond 
me. At the time I was actually lying on my Korean mat in the furthest corner from the door of my tiny apartment. 
He just walked on in and started talking. I said I was busy but he didn’t want to take the hint at all. I felt really 
uncomfortable. He hadn’t knocked or anything. 

Koreans traditionally sleep on mats on the floors, which are heated in winter, and which are sort of padded a 
little from the floor covering. It was so hot that I often lay directly on the linoleum floor, to keep as much skin 
exposed to whatever breeze there was as possible. 

One night someone just walked into my apartment. I awoke and half asleep shouted something, and they ran 
off. 

It was impossible to sleep with the door closed. My skin burnt from the heat just sitting still, and I was 
soaked in sweat. The heat and humidity were unbearable. 

One night a girl wanted to use my phone, which I don’t have, and then came back to use the toilet. She 
wanted to be my friend, she said. I was paranoid that she may have been sent by Don. 

I remember listening, and seeing reflected in the window opposite my apartment, how a man was beating his 
wife. This was happening directly across from a family who were watching T.V. No one paid any attention, even 
though you could clearly hear the sound of his hands striking her, and everyone could see what was happening. I 
considered saying something but had no idea what to do or say, and considered that I could make things worse. I 
wondered whether perhaps this was normal behaviour in Korea. I don’t want to make any generalisations. What 
concerned me most of all was that the family opposite made absolutely no reaction, as if such behaviour was normal, 
that a husband was merely putting his wife in her right place. 

Mount Kuhmo was beautiful. I walked to the top of Mount Kuhmo, and visited the Buddhist shrines. The 
rock formations are really beautiful. It was high summer and I ended up totally exhausted and sick. I kept having to 
lie down on my way home. I was close to passing out. 

There were lots of lovely cool springs with cold flowing spring water, and bridges, and picnic areas. 

I remember how expensive food was, especially coffee. The range was very limited, and about 3 times as 
expensive as in the Western Suburbs of Sydney. 

I remember seeing 70 year old women, bent over at 90degrees, pushing carts and prams, collecting cardboard 
boxes to sell. 

I remember the car drivers had absolutely no respect for the traffic rules, for red lights, or for pedestrian 
crossings. 

I remember hearing how teachers had just left other schools, after only a few weeks, without saying anything. 

I remember old women holding my hand and smiling. Apparently they thought it was good luck. I found 
them amazing and beautiful. They were incredibly old, and so poor they collected paper to sell to the recycling 
centers. But they appeared to have their dignity, and they were busy. I’m sure many rich bored westerners would 
envy them. They had a reason to wake up every morning. 

I remember seeing the apartments below me reflected in the windows opposite my apartment. I remember a 
particular, absolutely gorgeous, young Korean woman. I shared a little of her life during my lonely stay there. She 
apparently had some trouble with her boyfriend, and I seemed to be able to see her sorrow even in the reflections. 
Sometimes she had a whole family visit, with a little girl, in her tiny apartment, maybe less than 20 square meters. I 
was too shy to ever say anything apart from “hallo”. She sort of laughed at me. 
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I remember spending a lot of time on the roof and stairs of the building, wondering if the red star I could see 
was mars, and trying to catch some relief from the oppressive heat and humidity. A lovely cool breeze often blew on 
this side of the building. Another attractive young woman across the road would sometimes come out of the shower 
naked. I saw how affectionate adults were with each other and children. This is in contrast to the man beating his 
wife. Inscrutable? 

The views offered by the buildings and the power lines, which seemed to grow on the streets like vines, were 
often surreal. 

In Kumi you could walk a few minutes up the steep sides of a hill and gain a marvelous view of the city, with 
its apartment blocks nestled in steep valleys. It was definitely fascinating and beautiful at times. 

I do have fond memories of some of my students too, of course. Many of them were so shy that they actually 
cried when I asked them questions. Many were extremely rude. Most of them were not there voluntarily. Most of 
them spent all their time in one form of school or another. I found that a little sad. Some of the students were 
absolutely adorable. 

Koreans do seem to be in general more affectionate to one another than any other people I have experienced. 
They don’t have much idea about education, though. They appear to focus all their energies on working and 
drinking. 

I remember asking everyone for months whether I could buy prepaid phone cards for my mobile. Of course I 
discovered that the Korean mobile phone network does not operate on the dual band digital system of Australia or 
Europe. Everyone told me that you couldn’t buy prepaid cards. I asked in the mobile phone stores and no-one could 
help. Getting a mobile phone contract is almost impossible for a foreigner, due to the possibility of running off and 
not paying your mobile phone bills. The funny thing is, you can easily buy second hand phones and prepaid cards. 
Only you have to speak Korean English. As the Professor of Tourism from Kumi City University told me, they call 
them a phone card-der. 

This is typical for Korean English. In Korean the final consonant of a word is soft, and not enunciated. 
Koreans are so unfamiliar with the notion of enunciation of the last syllables of words, that when they come across 
this practice in English, they appear to get carried away. Korean English teachers therefore tend to over pronounce 
the last consonants when they teach English, in an effort to get their students to pronounce the last consonants at 
all. The result is that they then over pronounce the last letter or consonant, such as in card. They are taught to say 
card-der. English teachers should take care about this, and be aware of the differences between Korean and English, 
and the possible pitfalls that can arise because of these differences. 

The Korean language is interesting. It is the only language I know of that was scientifically developed. A 
famous King adopted the dialects that the most educated people around Seoul spoke at the time as the official 
language. He then proceeded to develop a written equivalent of this spoken language. He described the positions of 
the tongue, mouth, and air movements, with a system of brush strokes, and combined this with oriental philosophy, 
to develop the Korean Script. 

Korean words are made up of syllables. Each syllable is described by brush strokes within a square. So Korean 
words are written as discrete syllables. I had made notes about the significance of the differences between Korean 
and English pronounciation for teaching Koreans English, but they were stolen along with all my other possessions 
associates of the Jungchul English School in Daejon. 

Of course you can’t drink the tap water in Seoul without boiling it. 

When you go shopping you will be overwhelmed by the number of staff working in the supermarkets and 
department stores. There appeared to be a uniformed member of staff about every two meters in Ya’Tap. In Kumi 
City at Flash, the cheaper of the supermarkets there, though exorbitant by Australian standards, there were pretty 
uniformed young women at every corner encouraging customers to try products, or just standing there waiting for 
something to do. In Korea you don’t get unemployment benefits, if I recall correctly. You are supposed to get one 
month’s salary when you are dismissed, and that’s it. So I expect that many staff are really redundant. I wonder if 
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that is why everything was so expensive in Korea. It explains why Korean products are more expensive in Korea than 
Australia. 

I remember that there were lots of lovely temples and palaces in Seoul. Entry cost only a few Australian 
Dollars. You can get on a bus for $10 and get on and off at all the attractions. Given the pollution, the dangerous 
traffic, and the heat, I would recommend this service. I walked around, which was exhausting. It was of course 
interesting. As in Daejon, in Seoul, all the little businesses conduct their business right on the pavement. I was 
surprised to find people welding, painting, turning metal, and taking machines apart, right in the middle of the 
footpath. In fact, then, there was no real footpath. You have to walk through their little factories on the sidewalk. 

Korean TV is interesting, and sometimes amusing. They like lots of activity game shows. They had an SBS 
type channel in Seoul, on which I saw German, French, and Australian films. This channel is a sort of education 
channel, and people watch it to improve their English. There are also irritating English teaching radio programs 
where they chant the same lines over and over. The Director of immigration from Daejon put it on while he was 
driving me to Taegu. 

Koreans can’t decide whether to transcribe Korean place Nam Suk Hyunes with T’s or D’s. Hence some 
signs and books will have Taejon, and others will have Daejon. Kumi City is alternatively signed as Gumi city. 
Apparently they are changing all their signs to Kumi, as some foreigners were calling it Gummi city. In some 
countries condoms are called gummis. Kumi city is a sort of Korean Silicon Valley. I noticed a lot of really rotting 
factory worker accommodation not far from the factories, when I was driven to work at the LG Philips plant. 

Another curious, even charming sight, was the group of women I saw hand washing clothing in the river 
right outside of downtown Kumi City. 

The Korean music that I saw on TV was very professionally produced and choreographed. I heard some 
pretty cool pop music, and a particular band called G.O.D was a sort of Death Metal boy group. Can you imagine 
Metallica dancing around like Back Street Boys? Some music was of course very derivative, but most of it was 
original. Unfortunately on the radio they play the same few top 20 songs over and over again. The few times I did get 
to see any sort of alternative music on TV I was impressed. Unfortunately the state appears to control the media, and 
prefers simple pop music. 

There are lots of brothels in Korea. Even our school building had one in the basement. They sometimes have 
vague signs, but usually just have two barber poles outside. I never went to one, but found it interesting that they 
were everywhere. The brothels leave little cards on car windows advertising their current staff. Apparently Korean 
men work, drink, smoke, and go to brothels. Oh, they like Karaoke too, when they are drunk. 

Of all the Korean food and drink that I tried, I can say that my favourite drink was Ginseng wine, which was 
sort of like Lambrusco with the taste of dirty roots (which sounds yuck, but grows on you), and Ginro wine, the 
same wine without the rooty flavour. They were both cheap as water, and very tasty. One of the Korean spirits tastes 
like liqueur Muscat with cherry. Most of the spirits are dirt cheap, in plastic bottles. They tasted like what 
turpentine smells like. 

Korean spaghetti was also interesting. It is a sort of translucent golden slime served cold. 

Korea was supposed to be a Buddhist country, but the ethics don’t seem to have had any impact. I told 
everyone that I was vegetarian, but they still offered me hamburgers, or only had seafood for the obligatory monthly 
school restaurant visit. All I had to eat was battered sweet potato. It’s interesting that you sit on the floor in front of 
low tables with gas stoves in the middle. All over the place you will see people preparing their meals on little portable 
gas stoves. I wonder how many blow up. I don’t imagine that Buddha would have been too keen on keeping fish and 
crabs and lobster alive in tanks, and then cooking them alive. 

Apparently men eat dog to improve their potency. I wonder at Asian culture in this respect. They see some 
plant that looks like a penis and ascribe it potency building qualities. Dogs are so horny they root in the street, so 
somehow men expect they will get all excited if they eat one. It is of course a huge shame that Tigers, the ultimate 
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symbol of power, are ground up into powder to be used as potency builders. I wonder if the term “specious 
correlation” comes up much in Eastern Philosophy. 

Korean bathrooms are unusual too. The bathroom won’t usually have a shower screen. You just get a shower 
head, and stand in the middle of the tiny bathroom. How anyone can manage to shower without getting everything 
else, including the toilet paper, wet, is beyond me. Koreans fill a bucket up with water and sort of pour it over their 
heads with a cup. I wonder how expensive the water rates are. In any case, it is so absolutely hot and humid in 
summer that it is impossible to stay dry for even a few minutes. I couldn’t use my electric shaver without drying my 
face every few seconds as I was shaving. 

The more established schools in Kumi had two air conditioners per small room with a maximum of around 
8 students. They even had large apartments with air-conditioning for their teachers. Cambridge, however, paid me a 
little more, and had promised that the air-conditioning would be adequate. Of course it wasn’t, and they didn’t even 
use it properly. Oo Key One was so cheap that he wouldn’t even provide me with a fan at first, until Don explained 
that it was normal for the boss to provide one for their teachers. 

If you teach in Korea they will expect you to teach at 7am, and then from 4 to 10pm, and then Saturday 
mornings. 

Don’t trust any recruiter claiming merely to be a teacher, or to be helping the school. Be especially wary of 
anyone who has known the Director for years. Hey, if I have worked for him for 5 years then he must be O.K? 
Right? Only when you realise that the recruiter is an absolute arsehole who is desperate for the two thousand 
American dollars recruiting fee, do you realise that this sort of recommendation says nothing about the Director. 
Such a statement merely reflects that the recruiter is as questionable a character as the Director. 

I remember the sort of typical teaching aids provided to the teacher. You either spent the lesson cutting out 
pictures and colouring in and sticking them, or handing out objects. One of my favourites was an empty cassette case 
with the word ‘watermelon’ stuck to it. 

Oh, and I don’t forget Oo Key One’s “Summar performance”. The guy was so arrogant he wouldn’t accept 
any corrections to anything he had written. He wouldn’t accept any corrections to his play, and he had a huge sign 
made up for the summar performance of this play. No that is not a typo. That is how this clever fellow insisted 
summer was spelt. It was not the first time, nor would it be the last time, that I found foreign trained English 
specialists insisting they knew better than a native, University educated, English teacher. 


16 


Back to the job hunting 


A Charles Kang had made the best offer, including a 6month bonus of 1million won. I accepted his offer and he 
came and picked me up, and got the release letter Oo had promised the Professor of Tourism. Oo made me sign a 
statement promising not to sue him in any criminal or civil court, or to take any other public action against him. He 
knew that locking me out of my apartment had been illegal, and that he had broken my contract. The first school 
YBM ECC in Ya’tap had lied to me, but they had not broken their contract. Charles said that he wanted to break 
Don’s leg for having threatened me. 

Charles had, on the phone, given me the impression that it was his own school that he was hiring me to 
teach at, that he was definitely not a recruiter. Recruiters have a terrible reputation amongst English teachers in 
Korea, one that they have earned. He said that the school was regularly audited by the Human Resource Bank, 
which I assumed was some kind of government authority. He seemed a positive and friendly person. He said that the 
Director had told him, that if I didn’t like the accommodation that they had arranged for me, that he would find me 
something better. 

I joked that the accommodation must be pretty bad if they were going to make such an offer up-front. He 
didn’t comment. He brought me to the school, and again we had to go over the contract, as if what he had promised 
me had not yet been agreed to. I told him that the contract referred to the payment of airfares, but that I had been 
very clear that I wanted an upfront payment of 500,000won instead of airfares, and that he had clearly promised this 
to me. He said that I would get my 500,000won, and not to worry what it was called in the contract. They did give 
me the 500,000won then and there, so I assumed everything was o.k. We drove to the accommodation that they had 
arranged for me. I had been promised that it was within 20 minutes’ walk of the school. 

We drove and drove and drove and drove. We came to a rice field, and a narrow side road. We came to a big 
house that looked like it had not been finished, with unsealed surfaces, rough concrete, missing tiles and bricks, and a 
general look of shabby work. Next to the big house was a little sort of granny flat. This was apparently my 
accommodation. We went in. I took my bags. Inside was a big bed. There was water dripping, no flowing, from the 
ceiling, and down the wall. Most of this part of the wall was covered with a green-white slime and various forms of 
mold and mildew. There was no shower head. 

There was no hot water tap. The toilet was filthy. There were no fly screens. There was one working light. 
There was no fridge. I tried for one moment to calm my thoughts and tell myself that I could stay here a few days, 
but I was kidding myself. I have stayed in the cheapest of backpacker accommodation in the world. I have never been 
spoilt. But this accommodation was totally unbearable, and I realised that I could not stay here even one night. I 
went to An ouk souk in the main house and asked to talk to Charles. We talked and I was offered either the best 
room in the main house (which was filthy and for me hardly a temptation), or a motel room. I said if it was O.K. I 
would sleep in a motel room. 

An Ouk souk insisted we go shopping first. So I went with them and ate some food with them. They bought 
the food I thought was good, and I assumed we would come back and cook a meal with it. But we didn’t. An ouk 
souk put the food in the fridge at work, and some of it I took with me. They picked me up the next day, and I went 
to work. They promised they would find me an apartment within 10 minutes’ walk of the school. They showed me 
an apartment which I didn’t like, and which was, in any case, 30 minutes’ walk from the school. 

The Director said that he was a builder, and that he was in fact building a block of apartments near the 
school. He promised me that I would get one of them when they were finished, in around 4 weeks. In the meantime 
they wanted me to stay in the Yong Un Go Chng apartment we had visited. They said that I could alternatively stay 
in a motel room until then. Charles said it would be good of me to stay in the apartment instead, so I agreed to stay 
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there. They promised a TV and fridge, but left me for 5 days in an empty apartment, with only a huge bed that was 
too big for my sheets, and an old filthy broken light fitting which hung down to chest height in the middle of the 
room. They disappeared over the long weekend without a word. They didn’t even show me where the supermarket 
was. Their behaviour really pissed me off. 

The next week they brought a really old TV, and promised to bring a new fridge and washing machine, 
although at first they tried to talk me into having them wash my things in their washing machine. Someone left a 
washing machine in my apartment while I was at work, but no-one explained how it worked. I couldn’t get it to 
work. Then they expected me to pay to have it repaired, and to pay to have the constantly dripping taps repaired. 
The bath tap dripped so much that it filled the bathtub within a few hours. They fixed this tap reluctantly, but not 
the kitchen taps. I took the dangerous light fitting down, and put it in the cupboard. I put the actual light itself back 
up. 

They brought a tiny bed into the apartment. I said that it was too small. It was really narrow. Eventually they 
explained how to operate the washing machine, but said I had to pay to have the taps repaired, and for fly screens for 
the bathroom window, which were missing. They had promised a new 

t.v, but apparently changed their minds. They also had decided that I was staying there for good. At the 
school, with Charles and his boss there, the Director stated that the apartment was only 10 minutes’ walk from the 
school. 

I suggested that he start walking to my apartment now, and call us when he got there. Later they talked 
about some mysterious shortcut to my apartment that they would show me. They always found some excuse to avoid 
having to admit that there was in fact no short cut. 

An ouk souk was hardly at the school. Julia and Melissa did everything, including pay the bus driver and lock 
up. There was often a waterfall in the toilet and stairwell, as the water stored on the roof overflowed and poured 
down. There was no light in the toilet, of course, or we would have been electrocuted. There was no heating. An ouk 
souk told me I was not allowed to sit down in class. I told her that sometimes I had to for my back. In any case as a 
teacher it was best to be at eye level with the students. 

They constantly tried to get me to accept the apartment itself, and to forget about the furnishings that had 
been promised me. I was constantly ordered out of class and driven by Charles to their other school. It was then that 
I discovered that The Human Resource Bank was merely a recruiting and franchising agent. After long and drawn 
out discussions I agreed to accept the apartment and to accept the lack of furnishings, and to apologise for any 
cultural misunderstandings that may have arisen. 

This was pure blackmail. Charles kept telling me that “it’s very bad for you”. His boss kept offering me other 
jobs. At one point his boss called An ouk souk, apparently, and had a very long and angry argument with her. He 
told me that he was disappointed with the school, and that I, in his opinion, had done nothing wrong. Charles 
actually said to me “God Bless You”, after wondering at how I could still want to work at the school after everything 
that had happened. I told him that I liked the students and Julia and Melissa, and that the contract in general was 
one of the best available in Korea that I was aware of. He himself had written it. 

I had walked with Julia and Melissa to their bus stops, and waited with them for their busses. It was after all 
after 10pm at night. They told me that they thought An Ouk Souk was mad, and didn’t like working for her. They 
both said that they had been looking for other jobs for a long time. Julia said she worked at the school because her 
boyfriend wanted her to. They had both apologized to me after lying to me. An Ouk Souk had forced them to lie to 
me, to tell me that there was no Ministry of labor, or labor office, in Daejon. 

Later I had given An ouk souk 2 weeks written notice of my intention to take one of my holidays. She gave 
my letter back to me with the word “NO” written on it. She took 500,.000won out of my first months’ pay. This was 
the sign on fee that they had promised me and had paid me when I had started. She said that Oo Key One had given 


me money for airfares, and Charles was really aggressive about this. 
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I didn’t see what business it was of theirs. However I explained to him that Oo Key One had given me no 
notice, and that the money he had given me barely covered the costs of the two weeks during which I was looking for 
work, and the first week after the first school broke their contract. I showed him the calculations. I had not been 
responsible for those breaks in my employment. Both employers had either been unwilling to agree to the conditions 
I had been promised, or had simply broken their contracts. In any case, I said, I had asked for a sign on fee, and not 
for airfares, and they had agreed. A contract is a contract is a contract. His boss had to accept that a business deal is a 
business deal, and that I came to his school because of what they had offered. They had no legitimate right to take 
back the sign on fee, and I said that I would go to the labor office to seek to compel them to honour my contract. Of 
course they wanted to settle everything informally. 

As no-one would tell me where the labor office was, I went to the local police box to get the phone number. 
They put me in touch, eventually, with a Mr Oo, the police officer from the District Police Agency responsible for 
foreign relations. Mr Oo will not give me the phone number, as he wants to settle the problem himself. He promises 
that if we can’t settle the problem, that he will personally arrange a meeting with the labor office, and take me there 
with him. 

I do not want to involve the police, but he insists, and I have no choice, as he will not give me the number of 
the labor office. He is in fact the only person up to now who has actually admitted there actually is a labor office. He 
is the only person I have found who seems to know the phone number. 

Later I get the call from Mr Oo telling me that An Ouk Souk was charging me with immoral behaviour, and 
that I was being deported. I had 7 minutes to get to the Yong Un Go Chng police box. When I arrive he denies he 
had called me. 

What follows are notes I took either directly as things were happening, or just after. Anything I have quoted 
is a direct verbatim quote of what people said. Sometimes I am writing as things are occurring. Sometimes I had no 
chance to take notes as things were occurring, but wrote notes directly after, or the next morning, while the events 
were still clear in my head. 

Before we enter into the world of collusion and conspiracy and intimidation, I want again to remind you 
that the mountain scenery and temples and shrines are often very beautiful and fascinating. It is easy to see how 
artists paint the misty mountain ranges as the stripes of a tigers head. The hills are steep and provide the 
opportunity for a bird’s eye view over the constellations of apartment blocks nestled into steep valleys, or spread over 
the open plains. 

It is interesting to note that all the apartments are built to the same design. It is hard to tell ifan apartment is 
1 or 20 years old, as they all look the same. Grey poured concrete. I observed one being built over a few months, 
which is apparently how long they take to build. I remember that the stairwells of my Yong Un Go Chng Apartment 
block were corrupted and rotting, the edges of the stairs totally broken off. 

Weather-wise, it is terribly uncomfortable in Korea for most of the year. I didn’t get to experience winter, 
but in the first days of autumn the air was super-cooled and virtually ‘refrigerated’. I remember I slept one night with 
a fan directly fanning me, and that when it moved, and the stream of air it had been fanning me with moved 
elsewhere, I suddenly felt like my skin was burning, actually on fire. It is ridiculous that Mr Oo insisted that I should 
wear trousers and a tie in summer. He said that the children could not respect a teacher in shorts. 

I remember that the first time I had been physically hit by students was in Korea. One particular class really 
hated having to have English lessons. 

You would not believe the things they said to me, or that a 12 year old girl would savagely hit me, and that 
they would attack me as a group, kicking and hitting me, and then running off. An Ouk souk did promise to talk to 
them, but it’s always the same story in Korean Hogwans. They are purely business ventures. The owners don’t care 
about anything more than making money. The teacher is seen as a clown-baby- sitter-slave. 


19 


If you do plan on going to Korea, then make sure that you have enough money to leave at short notice. Do 
not expect any justice if you are involved in a dispute with your school. Do not be fooled by any recruiter’s promises 
or good impressions. Do not bother fighting. 

In fact one teacher had told me that he had been totally pissed off with his Director, and had calculated how 
much the Director had ripped him off, and had planned to destroy the computers in their office to that value, if he 
wasn’t paid what he was owed. That is the only sort of justice you could get in Korea. I wouldn’t recommend it 
though, unless you had planned your escape well. 

Don’t be fooled by appearances in Korea. You are a foreigner and have no rights. The Koreans blame you for 
the International Monetary Fund, the IMF. They are arrogant and believe that they are being kept down by the 
IMF. The IMF forced them to cut their spending because the country had bankrupted itself with overconfident 
plans and investments. As Mr Oo, the corrupt and mad policeman responsible for foreigners in Daejon warned, 
Koreans can be very helpful and friendly, but if they feel slighted, be warned. 

My experience is that Korea unwillingly accepted the constitution and laws imposed on them by the 
Americans after the Korean War. The Koreans themselves have no respect for these laws or ideals. Apparently in 
Korea everything is negotiable, and Employers and employees have to solve things on their own, between themselves. 
If the number and quality of union disputes is anything to go by, then this is true. The unions have experienced what 
I have experienced. Employers feel they have the right to totally ignore contracts, and when the victim defends 
themselves, they can be confident that the police and other government authorities will collude with them to 
intimidate them, harass them, and deny them natural justice. 
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From my notes 
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Daejon 
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Some recollections of An Ouk Souk 


An and her husband, the Director, had promised that the new accommodation was 10 minutes’ walk from the 
school. It was well over 30 minutes fast walk from the school. The only time Ouk souk walked even part of the 
distance (from the police box to the school) she gave up after 15minutes and got a taxi. The Director, the beast, later 
claimed there was a short cut, but that somehow it had been built-over. 

She told Charles that I was “unkind” to the children, and that “most of them” don’t like me because I am 
rude. 

Often water cascaded down the stairs, and through the electric fitting for the light in the bathroom. There 
was no light in the Bathroom. There was no heating, but for one old small gasoline heater that looked too dangerous 
to trust, and some gas heaters, which she refused to refill, or allow me to use. 

She told Charles that I missed lessons and was late. The only time I missed lessons was when she herself 
insisted that I go with Charles to the Human Resource Bank, so that he could intimidate and blackmail me into 
accepting conditions I had not agreed to, conditions that contradicted my contract. 

She changed my teaching schedule so that I had over 2 hours with no break. 

She ‘fired’ me on several occasions, without anything in writing, and without any motive. On one occasion 
she had gotten a friend of hers who speaks English to call me, to tell me that a new teacher was arriving on the 16th 
and that I was fired. Even Charles pretended not to comprehend that my contract specified that I be given, and had 
to give, 2 months’ notice in writing in advance. 

She promise to bring a sofa, and to fix the taps, and then didn’t, and even stated in writing that I had to pay 
to fix the taps. 

She got Julia and Melissa to lie to me, that there was no labor office ministry in Daejon. They apologised 
later to me personally, saying that they hated the witch, and thought she was mad, but were scared of losing their 
jobs. 

She told Mr Oo, the policeman responsible for foreign relations that I had used the F word, and had behaved 
immorally in front of my students in class. 

She told police that I had criminally damaged her property in my apartment. She refused to lay charges. Mr 
Oo kept stating that my criminal damage had voided my contract. No-one would charge me. The light fitting in 
question was left by the previous tenant and as such, if it belonged to anyone, it belonged to me. And in any case I 
did not deliberately damage it. In fact I took it down because it was cracked and I didn’t want to risk being hurt by it. 
I took it apart and stored the undamaged glass parts in the cupboard. 
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Notes on my interactions with Hyon joo Lee, a Korean Attorney in Daejon 


I eventually found the Public Prosecutor’s Office, in the heart of Daejon. 

Eventually I was given a list of phone numbers and addresses of attorneys. 

I called the one that was the closest. In this way I came into contact with a Mr Hyon Joo Lee. I made an 
appointment and came to his office. He was very friendly and talkative. I was grateful that his English skills were 
excellent. 

Hyon Joo Lee initially told me that any contract can be broken if the period of notice in the contract is 
given. He said this is normally One month, and that the two months’ notice stated in my contract was unusually 
generous. He didn’t consider that this was in fact in the employer’s interests, to give the employer time to find a new 
replacement. He had said that as I had no release papers from the school, that I must leave Korea. 

He claimed I had only a 50 50 chance of winning any court case, as the judge might believe any employer’s 
claims of misconduct on my part, even without any proof at all. He told me that if I were to engage him as my 
lawyer, that I would have to pay him 3.3 Million Won up front, and 10% of my salary over the term of my contract. 
This amounted to around 7500 Australian Dollars. He said maybe it would take 4 to 5 months to get a trial. He said 
that if I win, I would only receive the wages lost up till the settlement of the trial, and my contract would be 
enforced. He said the court only might award some of my legal costs. As he had presented the situation, I would end 
up paying 3 months wages just to have the privilege of working at Jongchul English School. 

He said that a judge could grant a court order to evict me from the apartment in 2 to 3 months, and that 
after that, and up until the trial, I would have to live in a Pogwan, a cheap hotel, at over $200 a week. I calculated 
that the overall cost of merely having my contract enforced would be over $10,000. I had no reason to doubt the 
attorney. All of this, when not one charge had been laid against me, and not one iota of proof had been provided to 
support any specious claims of ‘improper conduct’. In spite of this, Hyon Joo had said that this was “not an easy 
case”. 

Hyon Joo told me that foreign workers, legally, have all the rights of native Korean workers. He promised to 
try to settle out of court for me, at no charge. I thank him for his generosity and insist he calculate a reasonable fee, as 
a gesture of thanks. He said he would call my boss, and then call me. He tried to contact her then, but she wouldn’t 
answer her phone. Hyon Joo seemed a very nice person. I said I would recommend him in my book, to anyone who 
should have legal trouble in Korea. He gave me his business card. We chatted a little about how his wife had studied 
Cello for 5 years in Germany, in Mannheim, and about the mountains in Korea. He had done the New York Bar 
exam. He had studied in the U.S. His English was very good. He appeared to be honest and helpful. 

The official complaint I filed at Chung Nam District Police Headquarters detailed what happened to me on 
the 29th at the school, and on the 30th at Daejon Immigration Office 
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October 30 


The police had taken me to some police station where I was questioned about my passport and visa. The police there 
tried to convince me that I was an illegal alien, and that my visa was not in order. I told them that this was not true. 
After their bluffing and intimidation had not worked, they told me once more that this was a matter for 
immigration. 

I told the officer that I had no idea where I was or what I was doing with him, as the police from Yong Un 
Dong police box had said they were taking me to Daejon Immigration Office. Some calls were made to immigration, 
and I was finally driven there in a police car. I had no idea where I was. The police car drove off and just left me 
there. This was the first time I ended up at the Immigration office. 

After I left immigration I found the local police station. Eventually some police officer or other drove me 
back to Chung Nam Suk Hyun Police agency where I found Nam Suk Hyun, and convinced him to file a report. 

That report documents what happened during the time I was at the office, and the day before, when I was 
back at Jungchul English School. 

Nam Suk Hyun wrote down the following statements. He told me that it was an official complaint that he 
was filing, and would investigate. 

Markus H Rehbach 016 92141383 Passport Number L9212321 Daejon-si Don gu October 20, 1968 Yong 
un go chng Apt 202 1002 300120 

Charles Kang. Human Resource Bank (042) 361 1670, mobile 011 9403 1670 Immigration Office Staff 
10:45 am, October 30. Approx. 5 persons Intimidation. No physical harm. 
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Charles Kang. October 29, approx. 4pm. 


“Tm physically gonna drag you out of the country. You’re leaving Korea tomorrow. You are illegal. If immigration 
charge me I will pay”. At the ELC, the Jungchul English School, my workplace. 
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Immigration Officers. At Daejon Immigration office, October 30, approx. 10:45am and after 
llam. 


Very aggressively and angrily pointing, touching, and jabbing me with his finger. “You have broken 3 contacts”. “If 
you go to a lawyer you will lose”. “You broke the light”. “I think that you are a bad person”. He kept putting his 
cigarette up to my face. A man in a suit violently and angrily grabbed the phone from me when I was talking to the 
police. Very angry, threatening body language. He pushed me aside violently and waved his arms menacingly. Later 
on the staircase he said “You are an illegal alien, we can detain you (gesturing to the detention room) lock you up, 
and deport you”. He would not tell me where the police station was. He said “You are a criminal”. 

I felt physically threatened by their body language. I am very worried that they will carry out their threats. I 
am under a lot of stress as a result and am not able to sleep, and have migraine headaches. I am worried about my 
personal safety. If the immigration Officers can hate me so violently after being lied to by my Director, and 
immediately judge me without any proof or interest in my story, then there can be no justice for me in Korea. 

I hereby formally request that Charles Kang and the Immigration Department Staff be charged and 
punished. 
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Official complaint. October 30, 2001 Markus Rehbach 


I had to ask for a copy of this complaint. It was all handwritten. I had to insist, as Nam Suk Hyun didn’t want to give 
me a copy. 

I had to request that they be charged, otherwise the police said that they couldn’t investigate. Of course all I 
wanted was for everyone to stop intimidating and harassing me so I could get a fair hearing at the labor ministry. 
Nam Suk Hyun appeared to be taking everything seriously, and was sober and focused. 

I was so relieved that at least one person appeared to be honest. 

Nam Suk Hyun and a friend had talked to me very professionally and friendly, and I believed they were 
genuine. They had bought me coffee and we had chatted about lots of different things. They wanted to buy me 
lunch but I had no time. 

My last day at work at Jungchul English School, Daejon October 31, 5:30 

Julia told me “The Director told me that you don’t work here anymore from today”. Then the Director, 
Charles and his boss, and Ouk Souk, force me to leave school. Ouk souk physically pushes-pulls me out of the 
classroom. 

I arrive home to find that the locks on my door have been changed. I go to the Yong un Dong Police box. 
They have a notice on their bulletin board, which I get another visitor at the box to copy down for me. The notice 
has my apartment number 202-1002, and the telephone number of my school 274 0508, and a mobile number, 019 
835 6023. Ouk Souk’s husband told police previously that he had no mobile phone. So the police know already, and 
went along with this illegal action. 

I call Hyonjoo Lee, the attorney, and tell him that I have been locked out of my apartment, and ask him to 
inform the police that this is illegal, as he himself had informed me previously. I had come into contact with 
Hyonjoo Lee through the labor ministry and then the public prosecutor’s office. The police officer talks to him. He 
is very cheerful and laughs a lot. He hangs up without allowing me to talk to him, so I am in the dark about what 
they said, and what will happen next. So I have been illegally evicted, and denied access to all my belongings, 
including my money and passports, with police knowledge and consent. No-one has a court order. 

I get the police to call the Chung Nam Police. An officer talks, laughs, and then hangs up. Again I don’t get 
to talk myself, to find out what’s going on. The police wouldn’t let me call the mobile number included in the 
bulletin board message about me. 

I get them to let me call the attorney again, ten minutes later. It’s before 6pm. I’m told that he has gone 
home, and to call back tomorrow after 10am. The police keep asking for my passport. I tell them it’s in my 
apartment. They won’t let me call the interpreter service. After persisting, they let me call 1330. A female answers 
and tells me that the English Assistance interpreter is on holiday today. She herself speaks English well, and 
understands me, although she claims to be the Chinese translator. She refuses to help me, or to tell me what the 
police officer said to her. The police officer speaks to her again and then hangs up. I’m suspicious. I haven’t heard of 
Koreans taking holidays during the week, and she spoke excellent English. What did they talk about? What did the 
police say to the attorney? 

The police constantly laugh at me as I insist to be allowed to call the number I have for the criminal 
investigations branch. An officer forcefully tries to stop me leaving the police station. He grabs my bag as I attempt 
to leave. I really have to pull very hard to get it out of his hands. 

Outside the air is freezing cold. I’m writing these notes under the light of what appears to be a used car yard. 
I'm hiding. I don’t know if it’s safe to go back to the police box. Maybe I should leave everything and get to the 
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Airport and just leave. I don’t trust anyone here at all. I don’t have any idea how far they will go. What the fuck is 
happening? What should I do? I don’t believe it’s going to end well. Are they all fucking lawless arseholes? 

I'm hiding off the street. It’s really cold, and all I have on are the summer clothes that I went to work in. The 
days are warm, but at night the air is like the freezer section of the supermarket, ice-chilled. 

I decide to stop strangers, to find one that can translate for me, and come with me back to the police box. I 
wouldn’t go back there alone without a witness. The third person I stop, who looks like a university student, speaks 
English, and agrees to come with me to the station, even though he is on his way somewhere. He is very polite, and 
talks with the police, but says nothing to me at all, even though I keep trying to interrupt and ask questions. He is 
actually totally ignoring me. What is he doing? What are the police telling him? It’s about 6:45pm now. 

I'm thinking how ironic everything is. I was planning on finding some way of helping Hyonjoo Lee for being 
so nice and offering to help me when I thought everything was lost and everyone had forsaken me. But he wasn’t 
genuine either. Like everyone here. Everyone here has two faces. They are all nice and helpful and friendly at first. As 
soon as there is a conflict between a foreigner and a Korean, then you see how fake and false and contrived they really 
are. 

No-one who hasn’t experienced this for themselves is going to believe me. This is why I will keep taking 
notes, to make sure I don’t misrepresent anything. Things are getting much more ‘interesting’ than I could have 
imagined. Maybe I should leave, but now that I have had this glimpse into the real Korean behaviour, I just have to 
see how far they will go to cover up for their fellow Koreans. Just how two faced are they? How far will they go? I 
have to give them a chance, in case it’s all a misunderstanding, to find out the truth. I don’t want to leave with a false 
impression, and spread misinformation about Korea. And if they really are as corrupt and conspiratorial as they 
appear, then I need to know just how corrupt, to inform others, so that this sort of thing doesn’t happen to anyone 
else. I am, after all, a Philosopher. 

The helpful (?) stranger tells me someone is coming, and to wait at the station. He has to go. I thank him for 
helping me. He is incredibly polite and calm, reserved. I felt a sort of Buddhist quality about him. Of course he has 
not actually helped me at all. He will not tell me anything. 

The husband of An Ouk Souk, my boss, arrives. It’s 7pm. So it was he who was coming. He’s yacking away 
with the police and laughing. He keeps trying to take photographs of me. He is an ugly laughing monster, full of 
absolute aggressive arrogance and self-satisfaction. I hold up a folder in front of my face, he aggressively tries to grab 
it. He wants me to go back to the Hogwan with him. He must be fucking mad, to think that I would go back with 
him. He’s fucking lost it. He is so self-satisfied, and must be deluded to even consider the possibility that I would go 
back with him after the mad and threatening way his is behaving. 

He is standing menacingly over me, trying to intimidate and frighten me, or to provoke me. The police are 
deliberately looking the opposite way, openly encouraging him to threaten me, and making it clear to me that they 
are not going to stop him, or even witness what he does. I try to reason with the police. This crazed, self-satisfied 
monster yells at me to “shut up”, twice. This sort of language is unacceptable in Korea, I have been told. You can be 
charged for such behaviour. I notice that we are on the video screen, that there is a camera in the police box. Have 
they been recording everything? Were they hoping I would be provoked into some action, for which they could then 
charge me? The beast says that the apartment is “my home”, his home, and he needs to live there himself, or some 
sort of nonsense, to justify kicking me out. The police officers insist, as interpreted, that this madman will solve my 
problem. This is insane. He is the problem. 

I find a book of Korean phrases, which every police box has, on the shelf: The police had told me they didn’t 
have one. They talk for ages, laughing at me. They tell me he will give me the key later, after I go with him. I ask why 
not now, then. I say I will go to the Korean Broadcasting Service. He angrily laughs and yells “go”. Of course I have 
no money, and the station is around 2 hours walk from here, and closed. I cannot sleep in this cold outdoors. I would 
catch pneumonia. 
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The police and the beast talk and talk, and he writes down something about Kumi, and the ECC. I ask why? 
And what? I wonder what ground could the police have for not letting me back into my legal home. They just ignore 
me. Is that the plan? I wait two and a half hours, and they do nothing. Now they keep going on about my E2 visa. 
What to do? 

I go outside and call 112, the emergency number, three times within half an hour, between 8:10 and 8:45. 
Finally they tell me, and how do they know?, that the ‘academy boss’ is coming with the key. They tell me to call the 
embassy. I wonder, how do the emergency operators know all about me, and who told them to tell me about the key? 
Is there some sort of conspiracy or collusion? 

I consider how unprofessional the police here in Daejon are, how they have absolutely no interest in the facts 
of my situation. They have lied to me, and conspired with the school to intimidate me and unlawfully lock me out of 
my apartment. 

Koreans talk a long time. It’s impossible to get a direct response. You ask one Korean to translate a simple 
question for you to another, and the two rave on for ages. It’s incredibly frustrating. 
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It’s 8:50pm 


The shift is changing. The incoming shift are informed about ‘Markus’. One officer directs me to go outside, 
so he can sit down, and so they can talk about me. It’s freezing cold outside and I have nowhere to go and no money. 
A cop comes from the direction of my apartment and gives me a note. I must come to the police box at 10am the 
next day. I write him a note stating that they need a court order to evict me, according to the labor laws and the 
Attorney. The beast comes in and wants to give me the key, I indicate to the police that I don’t trust him. No-one 
who had observed his recent behaviour could expect otherwise of a reasonable person. I indicate for him to put the 
key on the table. 

I go home, and get off on the 8th floor. I take the stairs up the last two flights, wary of any noise or 
indication that anyone is waiting for me. I am very wary of attack. 
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In my apartment, which I enter very cautiously 


I consider how I had to really insist that the labor office get my employer to give them a Korean version of 
my contract. The labor office investigator, Na In Ha, simply kept responding to my request by saying that the 
employer didn’t have a Korean version of the contract. He eventually said he would ask for one to be translated. I 
said he must insist, as no-one in the labor office could read the English one. It will be interesting to see if the copy is 
accurate! Further, they had tried to call the school and the attorney, and had claimed that no-one was answering. 

How could the police expect me to leave with that madman after seeing how aggressively he had threatened 
me, manically running around trying to get photos of me with his camera? Surely they could see the venom in his 
eyes, the pure hate and vile loathing in his whole demeanor? How did the 112 operators all know about the school 
and me? I consider that the advice I had received from everyone to be soft and polite was false, I had only finally 
gotten the key by being loud and angry and persistent, and forcing them to act at some level. Otherwise I would not 
have gotten anywhere with them. I wonder whether the “Chinese Translator” was lying. Could they all possibly be 
conspiring? I am optimistic that the labor office will finally clear everything up, and everything will be O.K. and I 
can get back to doing what I came here to do, to teach English. 

In Kumi this had worked. The police had been ultimately fair to some extent, and had eventually 
begrudgingly helped me. 
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November 1, 9:30am 


The beast is at my apartment 
He just tried to open the door, didn’t even knock. He keeps ringing the bell. He is trying the lock. He is 


ringing and ringing the bell. Luckily I had seen him coming and had put the inside lock on, so he can’t use his key to 
open the door from the outside, which he obviously intended to do. He can’t possibly have a court order already. 
What an arrogant arsehole. He has absolutely no right to come into my legal home. He had planned just to waltz in. 
He is totally off his head. What can I expect from him? Of course I am worried. He is so confident of his right to do 
anything he wants, with police collusion. He is talking on his mobile phone. Who is he talking to? 
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Illegal eviction-second time locked out, November 2, 7:06 am 


Charles Kang, An Ouk Souk, her husband, a locksmith, and the landlady, are at my door, with some police 
officers. They have banged the windows and banged the door. Charles tells me to let them in. I say I will talk to the 
police once the others have gone, that Charles can translate. He tells me his English, “is not very good”, and that he 
can’t translate for me. They proceed to smash the door locks. I call 112 twenty times. I demand they put me through 
to the National Police or Interpol, as the local police are behaving criminally. They won’t help. At first they waste 
my time asking for information, then just hang up every time I call. 

I shout for help from my balcony. A few passers-by do pay attention, but then the building security laugh at 
me and talk to them and they walk away, and others just ignore me. I am losing my voice. There is a police car 
downstairs, but they don’t get out of their car. I am on the 10th floor and have no way of escaping. They are literally 
smashing the metal door down, removing every lock and the hinges. The noise is terrible. I am frightened, but still 
expect the police will maintain order. The police appear corrupt, but not likely to actually hurt me, directly. I have 
no choice but to keep calling 112, and keep calling for help. Finally they actually entirely remove the door and come 
in. What will happen will happen? I am absolutely powerless to stop them from whatever plans they have. I didn’t 
anticipate they would behave so blatantly criminally. This is really crazy. 

The beast, Charles Kang, Charles’ boss from the Human Resource Bank, and two police, all enter my 
apartment. I show the police the criminal complaint I have lodged against Charles Kang, for intimidation. The 
police ask Charles to translate it for them, a really ridiculous situation. I insist to the police that Charles should be 
asked to leave the apartment for that reason. Of course Charles isn’t willing to translate this request. He tells me his 
English is too bad. They put the door back in the frame, locking us all in. They can’t open it now, and bang and kick 
on it. The police tell me I am illegal, and get Charles to translate for them. Charles menacingly challenges me with 
“What's the difference between you and me?” I respond, trying to hide my fear, with “you’re not that bright?”. He 
then says, evilly, “’'m Korean. You're not!” 

The police said I had to collect all my stuff and leave. I told them that their behaviour was illegal, in fact 
criminal. I requested that they all take their shoes off, as they were in my home, and it was rude. They obliged, even 
getting Charles to do so, after he resisted. He kept smoking, and I told the police again this was my home and it was 
rude of him to smoke. They got him to stop. I offered to make the police coffee, and started making it. The police 
told me to write a statement saying that I would go to the school the next day at 2:30pm, the time I started work 
according to my contract. 

They did this as I insisted that I was still employed by the school, and therefore the apartment was still 
legally my home. They accepted that I couldn’t therefore be evicted. Of course no-one did anything about putting 
the door back on its hinges, and replacing the locks. I was expected to live there, after all the public threats that had 
been made even in the presence of the police, without a door. 

The situation was unbelievable. Seeing the potential of defeat, Charles and the beast and co attempted to 
intimidate me into leaving the apartment. 

The beast violently grabbed me, and shoved me, pushing me very hard in the back, and Charles and his boss 
began threatening me, aggressively waving their arms about, and constantly standing menacingly right in my face. 
The police let them, and then consciously turned their backs on us and walked out of my apartment, clearly 
conveying to me that they were not going either to stop anything from happening, or to be witness to it. This is the 
same behaviour I experienced at the police station. 

Feeling threatened by the three intimidating men, I had no choice but to leave with the police, in shorts and 
t-shirt, with nothing. As I went to stay with the police, who were in the doorway, for protection and to avoid further 
escalation, the police and my antagonists pushed me along towards the lift. They all entered the lift with me in 
between them, effectively forcing me into the lift. I reached to push the door open button, and Charles’ boss 
physically pushed me with his body, in an attempt to stop me. I reached the button and got out. I ran back to the 
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apartment, where the locksmith was collecting his tools. I asked him to put a lock back on, that I would pay him. He 
refused. I left the building with him, after urgently grabbing my bag and some warmer clothing, even though he 
didn’t want me to walk with him. He wouldn’t take me anywhere. I asked him merely to take me a few streets. I 
cautiously came back to my apartment. The door had been put back on with a new lock 
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8:45 pm 


I went directly to the landlady’s’ office. She had witnessed the whole thing. She kept playing games. You 
need a key? She rang Ouk Souk, so I hung up. She left, and so I left. 

I walked in the direction of the Chung Nam District Police Agency. I stopped a police car. They took me 
back to Yong un Dong police station, to the same criminal police, even though I kept insisting to be taken to Chung 
Nam Police Agency. I wouldn’t get out of the police car. They talked on the car phone, laughing. I spoke on the 
phone. Those I spoke on the phone with appeared to speak really bad English. Either they didn’t understand me or 
they were conspiring against me. They kept trying to get me to leave the car. They were very aggressive and laughing 
loudly. At the Yong un dong police box after being forced out of the police car 

On the phone from the police car, Nam Suk Hyun promises that he has cleared up everything with the 
police at Yong Un dong, and that they will help me get back into my apartment tonight. I get out, and go in, and the 
angry police there immediately tell me to go. An older cop opens the door and lets in the cold night air. They had 
turned off the heating earlier. It was already cold in the box. 

They are claiming there is no Korean-English phrase book. They angrily tell me to go, or to sit. What’s 
happening? There is no English translator. Nam Suk Hyun has taken his phone off the hook. This is a criminal 
conspiracy. The police lied to me again, directly, they said they were Nam Suk Hyun, but they were police from just 
another police box like Yong un Dong. Why do they bother playing such games? 
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9:35 pm 


The police tell me there is no 1330 interpreter service. Another direct lie. I picked up the phone, he didn’t 
stop me. Is anyone doing anything legal here? Is anyone reliable? What a fucking shithole of a place. 
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9.45 pm 


The good cop, Nam Suk Hyun rang. He had been asked to call Yong un dong police box? I spoke to him. I 
asked him if I should leave Korea. I said that if all the police were the same, that if there were no honest ones, then I 
should go, before worse happens. He agreed that the eviction was “illegal”. He would call back in 5 minutes, at Yong 
un Dong. I told him the police had let the three men threaten me. He said there was only a case to investigate if they 
had hit me. No-one had. I told him that the whole story since the beginning was one of intimidation and harassment 
to get me to leave Korea. 

I asked a police officer how much they earn. Apparently 2 Million won a month. He says the hours are bad 
and the job is dangerous. He was 34 years old. I consider that maybe the police in the car did call Nam Suk Hyun, 
and he told them to take me back to Yong un dong police box. I want to believe the best. But???? It’s lucky that good 
cop, Nam Suk Hyun, is helping me, and that I was so persistent in filing a complaint and asking for his Name and so 
on. I have now called 112 more than 25 times, and they hang up every time. The good cop, Nam Suk Hyun, keeps 
trying to convince me that the police and Oo, the police officer responsible for foreigners, bear no malice towards 
me, that everything is just a misunderstanding. 

He dismisses the idea of a conspiracy, and wants me to too. I want to too, and put my trust in this police 
officer who seems genuine. I don’t lay a complaint against Oo. I am in fact under so much stress and so grateful to 
have found one honest person that I want to reward him by being generous with everyone else. The police in the box 
say they will check out the situation with the lock on my apartment, to see whether I have one or not. This is absurd, 
given they were the ones who stood by and watched while the others literally smashed every lock and catch on my 
door, and then removed it from its hinges. They couldn’t promise that I would have a secure door tonight. They 
would investigate Charles and Ouk souk tomorrow afternoon, and the whole affair concerning my apartment. Shit 
I’m persistent. I keep finding myself in apparently insoluble situations here, with total resistance from everyone, but 
I don’t give in. 

Is there really a chance for justice here? I remember Charles in my apartment the night they illegally evicted 
me taunting me with “Did you go to work today and yesterday?” “Why not?” What a total fucker hey. They still 
won't give me anything in writing. They force me to leave the school, and tell me I’m fired, and then in front of the 
police try to make out that I have quit my job, that I have broken my contract. I have not broken any of the three 
contracts I signed. The Directors have. In Bundang ECC, at Cambridge in Kumi city, and now here Jungchul in 
Daejon. Each time the recruiters, and Don and Charles, had sought me out and had made me the best offers I could 
find. Every time they had helped the Directors break the very same contracts they themselves had written, by 
intimidation, and illegal eviction, and non-payment of my salary. It’s 2:30am I wonder why the police think that 
they have the right to decide to evict me, illegally, without a court order or a warrant. It was unlawful entry. I have 
called 112 now 30 times, over a period of 5 hours. They respond with, “sorry, we can’t help you’, and lots of laughing 
and chatting. I had also flagged down a police car. They told me to get a taxi. Smug bastards, they know I have no 
money. I ran after them calling them fucking arseholes. They probably could have charged me for that. But I haven’t 
met a police officer yet in Daejon that is interested in the law. They were laughing at me. Why? And why did the 
good cop, Nam Suk Hyun, tell me to go back to yong un dong, that they were going to help me? Instead they call the 
Director. So they can fabricate some story to justify beating me up and then deporting me? The police keep playing 
games, telling me they are putting me through to someone on the phone and then not, or lying about who I am 
speaking to, or pretending that they are helping me, and telling me just to wait. I waited 16 hours in the same seat. 
They kept on telling me to sit and wait. They must have found this dead amusing. 
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4.20 am 


The police gesture that they couldn’t get through to the Director, to get the key to my apartment. They tell 
me to go to a motel. I have no money. I was asleep on the sofa. It’s bitter cold outside. They tell me to go to the 
apartment. What sort of absurd sense of humour they must have. They seem to love provoking me, saying such 
ridiculous things. How could they just smash down the door after being told by the attorney the last time that they 
were breaking the law? So how do they explain this time? What is their plan? I leave the apartment, they lock me 
out? This is what they did. 

Why did the good cop, Nam suk hyun, tell me they had the key, and would let me in? 4.35amPolice tell me 
to “go back to Australia”. 4.45amPolice keep going on about Kumi, and Bundang. I wonder what they are thinking 
or going on about. It is madness. Every time they mention Kumi and Bundang I try to tell them what happened 
there, but they are not at all interested. They just keeping ranting and raving like idiots, like Charles always saying 
“It’s very bad for you”, without explaining anything. Do they think I have something to hide? Do they think this sort 
of abysmal yammering is somehow intimidating? Some of the police really hate me. Why? Some of them appear to 
find the whole thing great entertainment. Don’t they have any sympathy at all for foreigners? Do they blame me for 
Korea’s problems, like they blame the IMF? 

The police sleep during their shifts, at their desks. One gets me to move off the couch so he can sleep. He is 
on duty and he is allowed to sleep there. The police have criminally made me homeless and without any of my 
possessions or money, but they see no reason to let me sleep there. What the fuck Is their problem? And why did the 
beast, the Director, keep trying to photograph me so deranged and insanely. It appears that legally they can’t compel 
me to leave Korea, so they are doing everything in their power, short of physically attacking me, to intimidate me 
into leaving Korea without getting to my labor ministry appointment, or to the lawyer. They are intent on denying 
me justice. 

So much for visit Korea year 2001. They invite me to come here to teach, and then again and again invite me 
to teach at their schools, and then totally ignore their contracts and promises. 

Police Box-‘Where?’ they keep saying. They all keep laughing and joking about how beautiful Korea is, and 
the World Cup 
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9:15 pm 


I spoke to the friendly criminal investigator, Nam Suk Hyun 0427 257 1929, who had ‘filed’ my official 
complaints, at the Chung Nam Police Agency District Headquarters. The Yong un Dong police box police officers 
took the phone off me, then talked, and then hung up. They apparently called the Australian Embassy, and then 
Nam Suk Hyun again. The next day 
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5:50 pm 

A stranger talked to 112 for me. They told me that they couldn’t help. The stranger got the number for the 
federal police 011 5848 6948, and paid for me to call. The call nearly ran out before they would agree to send the 
federal police. I wonder if they were genuine or not? Will anyone come or help? What will the result be? 

When I called Nam Suk Hyun he wouldn’t come to the police box. He said he can’t order them, the police, 
to obey the law. What a joke. I look at the written complaint Nam Suk Hyun had filed for me at the Chung Nam 
District Policing Agency, and find it a bit ‘pretend’. Now I realise in hindsight that he hadn’t entered anything into 
the computer, there were no stamps or fingerprints on the complaint. The complaint I had filed in Kumi was 
entered on a computer, and had stamps and fingerprints, including mine, on it. How naive of me. I want to believe 
in people. He was in the same building as Mr Oo. How can I be so stupid? 

And to think that I had not filed a complaint against Mr Oo after the false allegations and threats he had 
made to me on the phone. Nam had talked me out of that, and I had felt sorry for Mr Oo, and was willing to let it 
go, even though his behaviour was totally out of line. He had used his power to attempt to intimidate me. 

Immigration had either lied to Hyoon Joo, or the attorney is in on the conspiracy. Hyon Joo had told me 
that my visa was not in order, and that I had to leave Korea. What a bad dream, a nightmare. So looks like the labor 
ministry is my last chance. 

The beast had taken pictures. For the internet? 

I will put a new add on the internet and get picked up for a new job. 

Why was Nam Suk Hyun at first so hesitant about giving me his Name? I gave a guy who was here at the 
police box fixing their photocopier a note with my Name, asking for him to call KBS, the Korean Broadcasting 
service, to send a reporter. He understood me. If Nam Suk Hyun doesn’t come I will go to KBS tomorrow. Charlie 
had laughed when I had mentioned the attorney Hyoon Joo. Is he bluffing, or are they all colluding? I have now 
been illegally locked out of my apartment for 2 days. The train to Seoul takes around two hours. 

Nam Suk Hyun claimed he would be making a criminal investigation. He keeps saying that the police are 
not corrupt in the face of overwhelming evidence to the contrary. I decide to confront him tomorrow morning. 
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Friday 9:20 pm 


The police told me to use the phone outside. I said I had no money. They insisted I leave. I went outside to 
the phone box, and called 112 again, and again, and again. I saw a young Korean lady near the box, so I asked her if 
she spoke English. She spoke very good English. She was in fact on her way home from having given some private 
English tutoring nearby. Mi Youn Shin 016 472 5456 listened to me, then came back into the police box with me. 
She agreed to ask some questions for me and to tell me what the police answered, as a witness. I asked her to ask 
some simple questions. 

As was usual for a Korean, she talked with them on and on and I had to insist politely that she ask a few 
simple questions and tell me their answers. It was very frustrating, as they kept talking in Korean and getting 
nowhere, but eventually she did tell me that they had claimed that they had broken my door down because I had 
threatened to kill myself, and that my boss had offered to pay for a motel for me, which even she found inconsistent. 
Why pay for a motel when he was already paying for the apartment? Mi Youn shin agreed that the story sounded 
suspicious. The police had told her that I didn’t have a work agreement anymore. Park, one of the officers, was 
violently angry, and wouldn’t let the girl make a phone call. He stared at me angrily. 

I had great respect for the calm way in which this slightly built young woman stood in the middle of a room 
full of large angry men and did not let them intimidate her. This is another case of how I came to observe a real 
dignity and composure in some of the Koreans I met, like the University student who talked to the police for me. 
Outside the police box, she stated that it was very hard in Korea to lodge a complaint or get an investigation into 
public officials. She said she would look up an internet site for me. 

The police wouldn’t let me back into the apartment at all, not even to get some clothing. I have now worn 
the same clothing 5 days straight. I haven’t showered for 2 days. I wonder who is going to enforce the law. It is so 
irritating to be constantly told how helpful the police are to foreigners, especially given the level of promotion for 
this visit Korea year. I wonder how bad the police are normally, if this is a good year. 

So, the police have successfully wasted another day for me. I should have gone directly to the labor ministry, 
rather than listen to the police. They are such hypocrites. When I ask for the labor office number, they say wait until 
they, the police, have dealt with my problem. 

When I ask them to deal with my problem, they say it’s not police business. When the police behave 
criminally, the criminal investigation branch tell me they can’t force the police to obey the law, and lie that they are 
investigating. At least now I am certain about the police collusion, and have no delusions that the normal police are 
going to help. The angry Mr Park gave everyone a drink except me. It seems that people from the general public give 
the police box drinks as gestures of thanks or something. 

To think that I believed what the police on the phone had told me, that the National Police would in fact 
send a car from Seoul to pick me up. Should I break into my own apartment to get my stuff? Should I contact the 
embassy? All the police and officials are such good actors, listening so sincerely. I put my hope in them as a last 
resort. The information desk at the Chung Nam District Police Agency pretended to call Criminal Investigations. 
They’re all colluding against me. To think I really believed anyone was going to investigate. 

I am still at the yong un dong police box. Charles keeps trying to intimidate me or provoke me. He stands 
right up to my face, and keeps moving forward when I back away. I ask the police to stop him from harassing me. 
Charlie says in Korea this is not harassment, indicating that his hands are behind his back, and laughing menacingly 
with the police. But he is harassing and intimidating me with police collusion. I sit behind one of the desks, in the 
corner of the police box. Charlie stands over me. I cross my legs, and my foot brushes his suit jacket. “I won’t forget 
this!”, he menaces threateningly, pointing to the slight dust mark left on his jacket. I wonder who the fourth man 
they brought with them is. He is pretty big. He just sits there and says nothing, looking at me menacingly. 


42 


It’s 5:15pm 


They are trying to railroad me out of town before the labor ministry meeting. They’re all so happy and 
laughing. They won’t send a police car for me. I had arranged a meeting with the labor office for the 5th, for them to 
speak with my employers and me and decide on what to do about my contract. 

The police keep stopping me from contacting the labor ministry, and keep trying to get me to go back to the 
school. But when I ask for help they say it’s not police business. They tell me to call my embassy, then won’t give me 
the number or let me use the phone. I recall how they eventually took me in a police car to the labor ministry, where 
I made the appointment for the fifth, but only after they lied and took me to another police station where they kept 
implying I had to go to immigration, because I had visa problems, and talking to immigration, or pretending to, and 
then calling Mr Oo in Kumi, or pretending to, and intimating that I had some sort of problem with him. They keep 
trying to intimidate me. 

I want to go to the attorneys’ office, or to the Australian or German Embassy. Charlie says to me, or more 
for the police “Why didn’t you come to school today?” He’s such a smug bastard, such an arsehole. He knows that 
he, his boss from the HRB, and the Director, all threatened me, and forced me to leave the school. He knows that 
Ouk Souk physically dragged and pushed me out of the school. 

But I wonder, are they all fucking mad? Charles says the police asked “why are you here?, “this is not your 
restroom”. Fucking mad. The police criminally assisted my illegal eviction. They all know that all my possessions, 
money and clothing, everything, are locked in my apartment. They know these men have been threatening and 
intimidating me. The officer tells me to go to a hotel. He knows I have no money for a hotel. Iam homeless because 
of police collusion and criminality. He knows that. Are they trying to drive me mad? 

When I called the attorney last he said that they could deport me. But he also promised to talk to me before 
hanging up, and he didn’t. Is he colluding? Is the labor ministry genuine? It seems that the “good cop’, Nam suk 
hyun, who I have put my trust in, is colluding too, as he hasn’t investigated anything. Is he a liar too? Is he colluding 
in this conspiracy? No-one told me that I had to apply for a new E2 visa. The old one was still valid. Did the attorney 
actually tell the police the eviction was illegal, or not? The lawyer doesn’t know immigration law. I have three 
months after release from a contract before I have to leave Korea under my visa conditions. But let them deport me 
if they want to. Maybe I'll have to go without my possessions. This place seems more and more dangerous every day. 

They all pretend to be nice, but are just wasting my time as usual. Is it racism? They have pretended to be 
nice all day just to get me to waste my time waiting for nothing. What can I do? Can I risk waiting for the labor 
ministry meeting? How far will they go to stop me from attending? Is this their plan, to simply avoid having to pay 
me at all? Why? Because this is Korea, and they can. They are simply arseholes. I have to assume that 

Nam Suk Hyun, the detective, has lied too. There are no ‘good’ cops in Daegon. The attorney lied too. He 
said he tried to call me, but my mobile hasn’t rang at all. 

Either they are all stupid and insensitive to my position, or they are corrupt. But they are still determined to 
look good in spite of everything, to maintain the appearance of Podori police, especially helpful to foreigners in Visit 
Korea Year 2001. Seoul is 2 hours by train. Should I go to the embassy first? I have to photocopy these notes 
somewhere, in case they are taken from me. What are they willing to do to me? My heart pounds when they come 
near. They never let me talk, Charles and the rest. They keep asking me questions and provoking me and insulting 
me, but when I respond they tell me to shut up. 
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6.10 pm 


Again they are all going on about Bundang (the Ya’tap ECC Hogwan where I first worked, where my first 
contract was dishonored), and Kumi. What the hell are they going on about? What is it they are trying to imply? 
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6:30 pm 


They offer me a hamburger, I tell them I am vegetarian, like the Buddhists. They give me some aspirin. The 
guy repairing the photocopier is listening to us. Does he understand? I told him these police are corrupt, and that I 
need some real police. If they can deport me then why don’t they? Can people violently and menacingly threaten, 
grab, and push people in Korea? Would the media investigate my claims? Would the National Police in Seoul? 
Would they lose face if they had to admit I was right? Would they risk that? 

They leave the door open and let in the bitterly cold wind. Trying to make it even more uncomfortable for 
me? More bullshit phone calls to Kumi. They’re fucking mad. Most of my suspicions have proven well grounded. 
What to do? Wait till the 5th, for the labor ministry meeting? If I am illegal then they can detain and deport me, or 
they can pretend. How serious are they in their collusion?. I told Nam Suk Hyun he’s colluding with them, so what 
next? I should photocopy and mail these notes. But to who? 

If Pm right, then they won’t let me be here on the fifth. But are the labor ministry colluding too? Will any 
Korean show up another Korean to a foreigner? I will have to survive the weekend. Is it worth risking waiting just to 
see what they will do, to prove whether the conspiracy is total, for the sake of knowing the truth? Remember that 
when I call Nam Suk Hyun, the person who answers, Nam Suk Hyun I think, pretends not to understand English at 
all. Also, Nam Suk Hyun sent me back to Yong un Dong police box, promising that everything had been worked 
out, and that they would help me now. And as soon as I arrived they tried to kick me out, and were terribly angry 
with me, and aggressive towards me. 

Nam Suk Hyun is pretty senior. He has a lot to lose. And he knows that I’m right. He knows I know he is 
colluding (unless I am wrong about that, but it seems pretty clear). The attorney wouldn’t risk being involved. He 
wouldn’t come to the police box and he lied to me on the phone. He hasn’t checked the facts about my immigration 
status. He probably would have happily taken my $5000 and sat back and done nothing, but who knows for sure. So, 
I will risk waiting till the 5th , till Monday. Do they have collusion from the labor ministry, or a plan, or will they 
simply refuse to pay when the labor ministry order them to, assuming they can order them to? Is the 112 number 
always linked to the local police box? Will they help if I call 112 in Seoul? 

Are they deliberately trying to freeze me to death here? Are they going to leave the heating off to try to get 
rid of me? They’re taking me to a hotel? Yeh, and tell the thugs where they can come and get me. They have my 

Passport, all my possessions, and my money. Charles and his mates exchange looks which indicate that they 
have been through all my stuff. Charles and all the others leave. 

Ihave no choice but to leave the police box. It is too cold for me, I have to move or I will freeze. I need to get 
away while Charles and all his goons are gone, otherwise I might not get another chance. 

The air outside is deeply chilled. I only have very light clothing. I find a church where some workmen are 
working. The door is open, so I go inside the building. I go up some stairs and find a couch has been left on the stairs, 
lying down the staircase. I lie down on the sofa, exhausted. It’s very cold. I sort of sleep a little, from sheer exhaustion. 
I wake up from the cold, and realise I'd better start moving or I will really get pneumonia. I get up and head off 
towards town, to Chung Nam District Police Agency. I warm up a little from walking, and walk through the 
underground mall, where it is much warmer. It is really early in the morning. 
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At the Chung Nam District Police Agency, Really early in the morning 


I walked to the District police Agency. The civil police cadet at the gate asks me something about Yong un Dong. 
According to him there’s a “strange foreigner in town”. I tell them that I am there to see Nam Suk Hyun. The cadet 
tells me that Nam Suk Hyun doesn’t work on Saturdays. Typical, Nam Suk Hyun promised that he would be 
investigating my complaint today. He doesn’t work today, they inform me. The bastard! 

They let me take a shower in their barracks, and give me their own towels, a razor, and soap to use. They buy 
me coffee from the automat. It is warm in the control box. They seem really concerned about me, and let me sleep 
there in the control box. I hope they are not like all the rest. My eyes are really sore and it’s hard to see. I haven’t slept 
properly for days now. 

Have the Director and co-managed to convince immigration and the labor ministry that I really am an illegal 
alien? Would that invalidate my contract and make it void? Or is a contract a contract? Will they use force to 
prevent me from getting to the labor ministry meeting? 
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8:05 am 


I managed to sleep a few hours. They kept talking to me and asking questions. They had to be up all night, I 
think 24 hours, or at least 12 hours. They are doing their civil service as police cadets as an alternative to military 
duty. (Korea is still officially at war. Koreans are pretty pissed off at how much of their tax goes to supporting the 
U.S military that have a large presence, to ward off an attack from North Korea.) They have to do this for over 2 
years. 

They are all very affectionate, physically, to one another. I wonder if they are gay. In Thailand I saw the same 
sort of physical affection between soldiers. A fellow traveler insisted that they were gay, but I was not convinced. It’s 
possible that some cultures are more affectionate than others. The women here, for instance, touch and caress each 
other in ways that would be, in Australia or Germany, considered sexual, or at least too intimate for mere friends. 
However, the women I have talked to here insist that this behaviour is normal, and that homosexuality is really 
frowned upon in Korea. It is so common to see females holding hands, and males holding hands, not just children 
but adults. 

I find this sort of affection to be one of the few positive things about Korea. I stated this to a fellow teacher 
who had commented that it was hard to find something good about Korea to tell their friends and family. They had 
stated that they couldn’t find anything positive to say. A recruiter once told me that every time they had been honest 
with potential teachers, the teachers had rejected their offers. 

I consider that there are some beautiful places in the mountains, exceptionally low income taxes, and cheap 
and fast internet cafes. But when you consider the stinking hot humidity, and the dangerous traffic and pollution, 
the exorbitant prices for food, especially coffee, and the terribly low range of products, especially vegetables, the rude 
and spoilt students, and the unprofessional and dishonest managers, not to mention the terrible accommodation, 
and so on and so on, it is hard to be positive about Korea. And to think the Director of Immigration had asked me 
why I had come to Korea. To earn some money of course! Talk about living in denial. What other answer could he 
have expected from me? Was he like Oo, expecting me to say I was here to learn from the Koreans the lesson about 
how the whole world should be? 

When I write this book up I will describe the more positive things, especially scenery that I experienced in 
Korea. I still want the book to have a happy ending. 

The Captain of the civil police bought me breakfast and coffee. He is very nice to me. One of the cadets tells 
me “he’s a nice man, really”. How I hate hearing that now. The cadets often hug and caress one another. Are they 
gay? But some have pictures of their girlfriends. The especially helpful one asks me if I have a girlfriend. He asks why 
not, I am “handsome”. He asks me whether I have ever had a girlfriend! I write these notes in German, in case they 
can read them. Are they gay? Or some of them? Is that why they don’t have to do military service? Is he trying to find 
out if I am gay? He wants us to meet later that week. 

He is really keen. Too keen, from my way of being, just as a friend. He seems to be sad about the notion that 
I probably won’t come. I tell him I will if I can make it. He keeps reminding me about the time and place. But he has 
been so nice to me that I don’t want to hurt his feelings. I am uncomfortable about the fact that he might be gay, and 
might be trying to pick me up. But maybe he isn’t, and I am just paranoid. It would be a shame to hurt his feelings 
unnecessarily, but Pm not gay, and don’t want to lead him on at all. It’s interesting how, even in my desperate 
circumstances, something like this can become a concern for me. 
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It’s 8:50am 


Nam Suk Hyun’s boss is supposed to be here at 8:40am. The cadets have finished their shift and are tired (at 
the railway station and the various police boxes where I had been, they told me that they work 24 hour shifts), but 
they are still trying to help me. I wait at the information desk at the police agency. They won’t let me call the labor 
ministry. Nam Suk Hyun came but wouldn’t let me call the embassy. He claims “I want to help, but I have no 
power”. The police there all smile and laugh at me. They appear to be having a jolly good time at my expense. I asked 
the cadet whether Koreans have any ethics or morals. How far will they go. I will somehow make it to the labor 
ministry appointment, but if they play with me, what can I do? 
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10:05 am Saturday 


Hyoon Joo Lee, the attorney, said he would help. He stated that the eviction was a “criminal misdemeanor”, 
that the police had committed a criminal misdemeanor. I reflect on the translation in the phrase book that they have 
at every police station, which allows police officers to say to foreigners that “you need protection. I will come with 


you”. Hyoon Joo tells me that the public prosecutor has a duty to help people in danger, but that he himself doesn’t 
have to help me. 
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10:40 am 


The embassy reporter from Daejon is here? What embassy in Daejon? She goes on and on about Bundang 
and Kumi. She says immigration told her that I only have a “tourist visa”. I insist this is a lie. She wouldn’t give me 
her Name. Why? She handles media enquiries for the police. Had anyone enquired about me? I ask her who told her 
I only had a tourist visa. I show her my E2 visa. She spends 15 minutes on the phone with immigration clearing that 
up. 

Koreans don’t seem to be able to ask short questions and get simple answers. She won’t tell me anything, 
won’t answer my questions. I told her that she had come to write a story about ‘bad’ Markus, the illegal alien, but 
had discovered police corruption and collusion and conspiracies, and criminal misdemeanors. That is not the sort of 
story her bosses wanted, and so they won’t report on me at all now. She doesn’t respond to the fact that she has been 
lied to by immigration. She insists they had just made a mistake. I commented that if anyone in Korea should know 
what sort of visa I had, it was immigration! 

She admitted that I had no visa problem, then lost interest. I told her that she probably had photos of me 
from the Director. The look on her face suggested this was true. She told me to go to immigration about my 
problems. I showed her the fake investigation sheets, and she clearly recognised them. 

Finally, at least that little conundrum cleared up. NBC not embassy. The NBC are the National 
Broadcasting Commission. 

They’re mad, to keep going on and on about my visa. 

Why on earth don’t they just deport me if they can? Visas and Kumi and Bundang have nothing to do with 
what’s going on here, they are just trying to distract me and everyone from the real issues regarding my contract, my 
illegal eviction and denial of access to my belongings, police intimidation, collusion and conspiracy. They have even 
stolen the property of a foreign government. 
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11:30 am 


The attorney is now backtracking, telling me that I am an illegal alien now, so that my employment is illegal, 
and hence my contract is void, and I have no right to stay in the apartment. He’s not interested in the conspiracy. I 
said I hope they sue me in Korea so that I will finally get the truth out in court. He laughed. He said he had no time 
to talk to me. This is so typical in Korea. They will talk about you for ages amongst each other but have absolutely no 
interest in your side of the story. It is sheer arrogance. No matter what status they have, whether male or female, they 
just dismiss you as irrelevant. Only the Koreans present are considered of relevance. 
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11:45 am 


I got the lady at the reception to make a copy of my notes on her photocopier. I gave a copy of my diary to 
the police cadet that had been so nice to me. Just in case. I really am concerned for my well-being, I really don’t know 
how far they will go. 

Nam Suk Hyun and Mr Oo had promised to contact the Australian and German Embassy, but I have heard 
nothing from them. I’m getting nervous. What will happen? Who or what is at the phone number 470 300? I really 
want to speak to the embassy now. The police cadets think the police are against me, but can’t do anything. They are 
worried about me. The police will not let me call the public prosecutor’s office. 
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12:20 am 


Nam Suk Hyun has brought in a translator. Jae Soon Choi, from the Daejon Christian International School. 
042 633 3633. I won’t go unless I have a witness. I am scared to go off into some room of this building with these 
people who have been lying and intimidating me. I had a nervous breakdown, crying. I have had too much stress and 
too little sleep. I feel totally helpless. They keep playing with me. They can do whatever they want and no-one will 
stop them or care. I won’t go unless one of the civil police cadets, the only people I trust, can come along. They say 
they can’t, because they are on duty here. 

After 20 minutes Nam Suk Hyun agrees to let him come. He says the translator is there to make it official. 
How can Nam Suk Hyun possibly expect me to trust him after playing with me, and fraudulently pretending to file 
my first complaint, and failing to do anything about the illegal eviction? They really have no respect for foreigners. 
Somehow they arrogantly believe we are stupid. The Civil police cadet says he has to go. Well I’m going too then. 
There is no way I will stay alone in this police room with these corrupt bastards. They wouldn’t let me call the 
embassy, or the public prosecutor’s office. Why? They ask me what damage has been done. They win the prize when 
it comes to playing ignorant. They say they will ask questions for the judge. 
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3 pm 


The whole Immigration office arrives, and they look deadly serious. I have just filed charges (have I, or is it 
just a game again?), against immigration for collusion to intimidate me, and now apparently immigration are going 
to deport me because my employer didn’t apply for a visa for me in time. They actually say that I am being deported. 
I told the translator who was still here, that that proves my argument about them wanting to deport me to avoid me 
filing charges against them. I tell them that surely it must look at least suspicious. I say that it must be illegal to 
deport someone who has filed a complaint against immigration. 

I say they are welcome to deport me, but that I will come back and check to see if my complaints had been 
investigated. Nam Suk Hyun seems a bit disconcerted or caught off guard. I tell him that it will be easy to prove if he 
doesn’t investigate. It looks like every official from Daejon Immigration Office is here, about ten men in suits, and 
one with a camera with a big zoom and flash. They all look deadly serious, like workers in a gas chamber. They are 
really scary. I wonder why on earth they are all here, so many people for one little powerless illegal alien. 

The man who talks to me has a jaw set like a professional killer, and he looks at me and talks to me as if he 
was going to shoot me himself, or at least sign the firing squad orders. I still haven’t been paid my salary. I say that 
they will have to charge my boss An Ouk Souk for hiring me illegally, then. 

They say they’re charging An Ouk Souk and Oo Key One. Bullshit! They say that immigration don’t have to 
inform me of my obligations. I am supposed to know myself. I tell Nam Suk Hyun that he called immigration just 
before he agreed to let me finally file charges (supposedly for real this time). I tell Nam Suk Hyun that this is the 
only reason he agreed to let me file a complaint, because they were going to deport me. Nam Suk Hyun was smiling 
as he walked away. They say I can go to Taegu immigration and apply for legal alien status. 

Note: apparently you need to register as an alien within 90 days of changing your employer, without a new 
E2 visa. If you don’t, then you have to leave the country before applying for a new E2 visa. They say I have to go to 
Taegu to register for alien status, to solve my legal status. My status was illegal. He had handcuffs. He said he was not 
threatening me, it was a simple fact that I was illegal. 

The man sitting to my right, who hadn’t said anything, offers to take me to Taegu today, and let me stay 
with him, “I live in Taegu, you can stay with me, and I will bring you back on Monday in time for my Labor Ministry 
appointment”. I had a strong sense of deja vous. He seems genuine. They are going to help me solve my visa 
problems. I am genuinely grateful, and almost start crying again. I feel terrible to have thought such terrible things 
about these people. But remember I felt guilty earlier when I had accused Nam Suk Hyun of faking his report, and 
later found out my fears were true! 

I say goodbye to the civil police cadets and leave with all these Immigration people. Why does that guy have 
such a big camera? I get in the van with them. Then I suddenly am struck by fear and think how stupid I must be to 
get into a van with all these men who had previously threatened me, and against whom I have filed an official 
complaint. One of the men who had shown such hate for me when I was at immigration is now sitting opposite me. 

Is this all part of some plan? I can imagine what terrible things they have in mind for me. For some reason I 
get the horrific scenario of them cutting my hands off, so I can never play the new fender guitar I have been saving 
for, and so I can never write the book I tell them I have no choice but to write now. The man who invited me to stay 
with him tells me that I am “a very beautiful man”. He is newly married, apparently. As long as they only deport me, 
I will consider myself lucky. Of course I think I am stupid for always trusting these people, but what choice do I 
have? 
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At Daejon Immigration Office for the second time 


I am writing these notes in German. I am at the Immigration Office. The young guy who shows so much venomous 
hatred for me is standing over me, smiling, and cracking his knuckles. He seems really aggressive. The other guy who 
talked to me at the station now shows a totally different face. Now he has the face of a friendly, good natured uncle. 
His smile seems as genuine now as his sinister death-row-gas-chamber-operator face did at the police station. These 
people really do have two faces. If you had never seen both faces, you would never believe it possible for them to be so 
extremely two faced. The young man appears to be trying to scare me. I wonder what terrible problems I have gotten 
into now. But the other men seem really genuinely jovial and friendly and benevolent. The young man is laughing. 
“You are stoney broke?” 
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4:05 pm 


I am terrified. I am really scared. What do these men have planned for me. I feel terribly stupid for having 
left the police station with them. One of them looked at me with so much hate it burnt on his face. Or was that a 
cultural misunderstanding? 

All the immigration workers, including the Director, had all looked so hard and dangerous. Now many of 
them are smiling so warm and apparently genuinely friendly. 

In the car of the Director of Daejon Immigration, 9 pm 

It turns out that the man who offered to take me to Taegu is the Director of Immigration in Daejon. He has 
a new four wheel drive. We chat away very friendly like. I feel like an idiot for my previous ideas about these people. I 
almost cry apologizing. We talk about general stuff, really relaxed, like he wants to be my friend. 

His wife had studied Cello in Mannheim, in Germany, for four years. He has studied philosophy for six 
years. He had just married but had to live 200kms separated from his wife because of his job, and only got to see her 
on the weekends. She had just moved out of his family’s home into her own apartment. 

He had a master’s degree in Philosophy. He had studied Buddhism, Socrates, Plato, and Kant. He had done 
his Public Service Directors exams. He was very proud of being a Director. He was around my age. 

He promised to contact the Australian Embassy for me. 

I asked about the man with the camera and he explained that the man with the camera was a hobby 
photographer, and keeps his camera with him in case he can photograph something interesting. ( I had imagined 
that he was going to take photos of me, that they would somehow provoke me so they could charge me with 
something, and he would be there to take photos as proof.) 

We stop at a big roadside rest place, really big like in Germany. He buys me some potatoes, but says I already 
have some water to drink. A previously very famous comedian, who was now an old has been, has a show there. He 
used to be very popular, apparently. 

We get back in the car and drive off, chatting in a relaxed, positive, friendly tone. The trees on the hills were 
full of splashes of autumn color. I would rather have looked at the scenery, or slept, than talk, but I felt indebted to 
the Director for being so nice and helping me. I had been really moved. 

I had almost, or did, cry, from sheer exhaustion and relief that finally everything was coming to a reasonable 
conclusion. When I thanked him for helping me, he answered “I have no power, just law”. 

Then about half way through our trip, he suddenly becomes very dark and negative and threatening, 
extremely intimidating. He has loosened me up by being friendly. I am now so relaxed that now that he is so 
intimidating, it has an even greater impact on me. He begins, in a totally negative and aggressive tone, very loudly; 
“Frankly, you should go back to Australia. No one likes you in Korea. You make problems. Other teachers don’t 
need so much money. You are wrong. Where’s the 500,000won Oo Key One gave you? How much money do you 
have? Oh, in your apartment? You demanded a motorbike and a computer. No other teachers demand a computer 
or motorbike But I take you to Daejon because it’s my job”. 

I had tried to explain the ridiculous story about the motorbike and computer, but he just ignored my 
explanation. 

I was shaking with a combination of sheer exhaustion, and fear. I was so tired and this obviously magnified 
my emotions and physical response. 

He went on with questions including, “what will you do when you get paid? 

You go back to Australia? Everyone hates you in Korea. You like Australia? “You don’t like the people 
there?” All very aggressively and angrily and loudly, as if interrogating me and charging me with some sort of crime 
against nationalism or for being a traitor to my own country, Australia. He spat “Australian immigration are racist” 
out, as if trying to provoke me. 
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He was looking for a fight, for a reason to go ballistic. He promised (sinisterly and threateningly), to get me 
to Daegu in one piece. He keeps spitting angrily-aggressively out the car window. “Are you married? Do you have a 
girlfriend? You have friends in Korea?” I lie and tell him I have friends in Taegu and Kumi City, so that he might be 
a little more careful. If he thinks I have friends in Korea then it might positively influence whatever plans he is 
considering, has made, or might make regarding me. 

I consider that the car probably has central locking. I plan to jump out if it looks like we are heading for 
Kumi city, and my enemies Oo Key One and Don. I have terrific visions of what they plan for me. 

We seem to be driving into Kumi city, but I remember there is road work, so traffic has to go this way. I am 
determined that if we actually appear to be going into Kumi city, that I will jump out and run for it, and just get to 
the airport somehow and get out of here. I keep bluffing, and not answering his questions about whether I am scared 
to be meeting Oo Key One again. I don’t want him to know how scared I am, or that I am even thinking about Don 
and Oo, in case he takes advantage of that, in case he is undecided about whether to take me to Don or not. I can’t 
risk directly answering his questions, or giving him some excuse to go ballistic, so I pretend he is talking about 
something else, and so don’t answer the question he is trying to ask, and try to keep my voice calm. My legs and body 
are actually shaking with fear. I am terrified. We drive through, past the Kumi City turnoff, and I am greatly 
relieved. 

The cars in front suddenly stop. The Director hits the brakes hard. I can feel the brakes pumping on and off, 
and the car wobbles a bit left and right as the ABS stops the wheels from locking. We stop just in time. It was really 
close. The Director was obviously relieved. He appeared to think that we were going to hit the car. He tells me that I 
had ABS to thank that I would get to Taegu in one piece. 
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Taegu 
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Taegu 


We arrive in Taegu, and now it seems he is going to leave me at a motel opposite the Immigration office. He won’t 
give me any money for food. He says I should call my friends. He drives past the immigration office so I know where 
to go tomorrow. I have to be sure to be there at 9am. The motel is the worst one I have seen in Korea. We walk 
down the corridor to the room at the end. He gives me the key and leaves. I go inside and notice that the bathroom 
window can’t be closed, let alone locked, and there is a hall outside the window. It would be dead easy just to climb 
into the room any time. I check out the room next door, and see no-one is there, so I just change rooms. I wonder if 
the window was part of a plan. Did they plan on breaking into my apartment, or was it just a co-incidence. 

I wasn’t prepared to take the chance, and was nervous all day and night at any noise from the hallway. I 
consider how fatuous everything here is. Nam Suk Hyun said he couldn’t let me back into the apartment in case 
Ouk Souk did charge me with damaging something. If I had damaged school property, he explains, then my contract 
would be void and that would me I had no right to the apartment. The sheer stubborn stupidity of even considering 
to say such a stupid thing is exasperating. How do you deal with people who can say such things to you with a 
straight face? I had told the immigration men that I would be glad to be deported, as this town was dangerous for 
me. 

I had asked the immigration officer if it had been illegal for the Jungchul ELC to hire me. He said yes, that 
he would charge the ELC, Jungchul English School Director with up to 10, 000 won, and up to 3 years 
imprisonment. I promised that I would return if they deported me, to check that he had charged them. 

I recall that I signed a document which was supposed to be a Korean translation of the complaint that I had 
filed (?) with Nam Suk Hyun. What did it actually say? I recall that my handwritten document, which contained my 
complaints against the police, in particular against Mr Oo, were merely stuck to the back of the typed document, 
and could (would) be easily removed. Was it all a ploy, to get me out of town? 

Nam Suk Hyun had given the interpreter 10, 000won to buy me something to eat. The interpreter then 
offered to buy me something to eat. I declined, and he probably kept the money. Did the girl at immigration keep 
the 5000won taxi change? I consider that no-one would help me, and ask myself, whether I would risk becoming a 
target by helping a target. Why should anyone here risk getting into trouble themselves for a stranger? 
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Sunday, Monday 5th, 9 am, in the crappy motel 


I recall that Nam Suk Hyun had said they were too busy to investigate my case. They had caught a big drug 
dealer. He said it was in all the newspapers. He said that the Korean kidnapping was a fraud. Apparently some 
Koreans in the Philippines faked their own kidnapping to get the government to send money, and then had changed 
their minds, and given themselves up. 

I don’t leave the room at all. I have only a few Korean baked ginger snacks to eat. I watch TV, and wash my 
clothing by hand in the bath. I have sores on my butt from not washing, and a terrible rash from sweat and chaffing. 
I wonder why they are going to such great lengths to intimidate and harass me. Are An ouk souk, Charles, and the 
Director really in trouble? 
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Taegu immigration. November 5th, the day of my Labor office 
appointment. Arrived 8:55am 


Looked around. Asked questions. Found waiting room. No information. Asked at a few places until I found 
someone who seemed familiar with my situation. Told to sit and wait 10 minutes. Officer asked-stated something 
about Kumi and complaints. I will talk softly and stay calm. If this is bullshit then I will call the police and demand 
to be put through to the embassy. I am glad I got to wash myself. The wounds on my hands were growing scary after 
3 days without washing or sleeping properly. Now they are healing. 

Blisters and sores had started appearing on my butt from sweating, sitting, and walking 5 days without 
washing, and two days without sleeping. What game are they playing? Just wasting my time so that I can’t make my 
labor ministry meeting? I washed my clothes in the bathtub with just water. They are far from clean, but a little more 
comfortable than before. I’m cold. I spent the whole weekend in the cheap crappy motel room, with only a few old 
dry Korean snack things to eat, continually nervous to any noise, always on edge, with a headache. They are smoking 
in the office. 


61 


9:40 am 


The Director from Daegon is here. He says that Mr Oo, from Cambridge 

The English School in Taegu, had cancelled my E2 visa. When? On the 8th of September. So I have 14 days 
to leave Korea. The officials went into a cubicle to discuss something amongst themselves just after 10am. The 
Director from Daegon, who had promised to take me back with him so I would get back in time for my Labor 
Ministry appointment, leaves the office. 

I reflect on how Charles had sincerely said to me “god bless you” after I had been willing to go back to work 
for Ouk Souk after everything that had happened. Charles and his boss had both argued with Ouk Souk that she was 
wrong. Of course they sided with the school in the end out of pure unscrupulous greed for money, for the thousands 
of dollars they earn as recruiters, or as the franchisers of the schools. They avoided defining their relationship with 
the school, trying to give the impression they had no financial interest, and were only helping the school out. 
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11:10am 


Given a plum drink. The Koreans love these little glass bottles of various kinds of fruit drink, or herbal 
tonics. The Director from Daejon shakes everyone’s hands. Is he leaving? He has some photocopied stuff in his 
hands with my writing, including the complaint. There’s no chance of making that labor ministry appointment now. 
The Director has gone without saying a word to me. Liar. So much for his word. So much for being able to trust any 
Korean. What’s happening with me? Am I going to be deported? I ask what’s happening. Told that the Director of 
Cambridge is coming, I ask why I was told to be here at 9am, and Mr Oo can come at 12am. They ask me to wait, to 
sit, real friendly. He says he is a counsellor here. Who is going to interpret? 
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11:55 


Called 112. They said no-one spoke English. I told them I had no money. They gave me a free call 1330 
number. I couldn’t call it. They said they would send a car, but no English speaker. I asked to call from immigration. 
They wouldn’t let me. I had now gone around 40 hours with no food. Is the Director gone? How will I get back to 
Daejon now? I have no money. 
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12 am 


I'm hungry, tired, and dirty. I will miss the labor ministry appointment that I fought so hard to get. 
Everyone from the beginning has been conspiring against me to stop me from getting my case investigated. I insist 
they let me call the labor ministry and explain, and make a new appointment. The manager of the department called 
for me. He promised the labor ministry will call at lpm. They’re talking in Korean. I don’t have a copy of my 


contract. 
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1 pm 

Had nice big lunch, with coffee. The manager told me my problem is that I demand too much, that Korea is 
different from Australia. I asked him if a contract was a contract. He spoke of inconveniences in Korea for English 
teachers. I demand too much. Why was the Cambridge Oo here? It was all irrelevant. No Korean cares about what 
happened to me, or whether they have been lied to about me. No one is interested in allowing me to prove my case, 
to prove the others have lied. Suddenly, from nowhere, the question from the manager-or as he claims, counsellor. 
“What do you want?” So they’re not deporting me. 

They’re just trying to keep me from getting justice, just trying to get rid of me without honoring the 
contract, or admitting anything wrong was done to me. Was the meeting with Oo supposed to be intimidation? 
Was I supposed to be afraid of him? During our brief meeting we said virtually nothing. The manager tells me the 
Director, the beast, doesn’t want me. So I’m apparently just supposed to ignore the contract? The manager was 
smiling sincerely, but he asked me, with a straight face “Why didn’t you go to the labor ministry?” This is the height 
of absurdity. That they use threats to bring me over 200kms away from Daejon so that I miss the meeting everyone 
had tried so hard to prevent me from arranging in the first place, and then pose such a fatuous question. I wonder, 
however, whether it was language problem, or was he taking the piss. 

I felt like I was in Orwell’s 1984. He made a great effort not to smile when I calmly stated that this whole 
thing was a conspiracy. He claimed that we couldn’t solve the problem in Daejon, so they brought me here. He said 
it’s very complicated. I said it’s very simple, they just want to complicate it. They said they will make a new 
appointment for me for tomorrow morning at the labor ministry. He said my contract salary was too high. He 
mentioned complaints about me. Then why did the Human Resource Bank fight with the school about taking me 
back? I remember the manager of the HRB was really pissed off with the Director and his wife, really pissed off. 
More to the point, why did they offer me a better job, with a new apartment, though at lesser pay, if anyone had 
authentically made complaints? 

He said, quite clearly, “You’d better go back to your country”. I was told I had to solve the problem within 
15 days. They would not let me complete my alien registration. “What do you want from her now? “This is not a 
matter for the police”. I said do what you want, as long as you don’t hurt me, it’s O.K. It will make my book more 
interesting. I have no clothing, no money, nowhere to live, and the court cannot act within 15 days. I asked to have 
my actual legal status confirmed in writing. They are just trying to get rid of me without having to investigate my 
complaints. Then, almost angry, he states, in contradiction to his last comments, “You will solve this problem here!”. 
“This is not a problem for the court!” Then “You must leave Korea!” He couldn’t seem to make up his mind either 
to intimidate me into leaving, or to encourage me to make an offer. It was clear he would accept either responses 
from me, anything except actually letting me get natural justice. I asked if he was threatening me. “Are you going to 
hurt me, to deport me?” I asked. 
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1:40 pm, third floor immigration office, in Taegu 


The counsellor, as he claimed to be, or manager, as he appeared to be, threatened to deport me when I said I 
was going to the public prosecutor’s office. Then he said this was not a problem to be solved in Taegu. I would have 
to solve it tomorrow at 10am in Daejon, at the labor ministry. The constant changes in approach on his part made it 
clear to me that this whole exercise was aimed at intimidating me to leave Korea, or at blackmailing me to give up on 
gaining justice. He said he would give me some money for the train to get back. I asked him where I was supposed to 
sleep, and who was going to protect me from the many men who had threatened and physically attacked me. 

So the Director of immigration at Daejon had lied about everything. He had promised he would contact the 
labor ministry, and that he would bring me here, that we would stay with his family, and that he would solve my visa 
problems so I could stay in Korea, and bring me back in time for the labor ministry appointment. He had, instead, 
left me over the weekend in a terribly cheap motel room, with no money, and nothing to eat or drink, and had then 
just left without having the guts or honor to even tell me to my face. The Buddhism and Philosophy he had studied 
at University obviously had little impact on him. I asked for an application for an alien card as the Director in 
Daejon had promised. He spoke with his director, and in typical Korean intimidation-blackmail fashion told me 
that “it looks really bad for you”. He was very aggressive. 
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2pm 


“You have to leave Korea and then come back, to renew your visa”. He had previously said that I need a 
release letter from my current employer (a clever ploy, for then I would no longer have a right to the apartment, and 
no court case!), and now he insisted that I couldn’t change employers with this visa. He said he would give me one 
more chance. I asked whether he cared about all the children who have no English teachers, given the huge demand 
for teachers. He said I have to leave the country first. Of course, once out, they could easily stop me from getting a 
new visa, without stating any grounds. He said that if I came back again he wouldn’t help me. To be denied the help 
of Korean Officials. Whether that is a promise or a threat? “You have to solve this problem in Daejon” he said. If 
only they would let me, I thought. Hadn’t he just recently stated the exact opposite? 

Lucky I had decided to start taking notes. Otherwise they could drive you crazy with their games, lies, 
intimidation, threats, collusion and conspiracies. He said that it wasn’t his problem that I had nowhere to live, and 
no money, or clothing. I said it would represent a breach of human rights to deport me in the middle of a criminal 
investigation, that the immigration office would at very least appear very suspicious. He claimed that he had never 
threatened to deport me. My notes prove otherwise. 
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2:30 pm 


He ‘lent’ me 20,000 won, then a few moments later, took it back. He wouldn’t let me call the police or the 
embassy. “I’m very sorry” he said. I called 112 twice. The operator continued to deliberately misspell embassy, mbc? 
Australian Embassy? 
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2:55 pm 


Called 1330. They seemed to want to help. They asked for the phone number of the public phone I was 
using, so they could give it to the embassy to call me. Will she? Will they? 
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3:45 pm 


The 1330 operator said she had given the number to the embassy, but they had tried to call and couldn’t get 
through. Was this a lie too? Found a terminal in the waiting room with email access, and emailed everyone I could 
think of to call the embassy to help me. I was really getting worried. I had no idea how far they would go. I had 
already experienced how far they would go, and feared at how far further they might go. I now knew that 
immigration and the police and the school had been colluding to conspire against me, to get me to give up on my 
contract and complaints. I really just wanted to get my things and get out, or if I couldn’t get my things, just to get 
out before anything really bad happened. 

Chung Nam Police Agency, the police, immigration, and 112, have all told me that there are no Federal or 
National police. They give me dramatically quizzical looks. “What’s that?” “No, there are no National police in 
Korea!” But, the 112 operator had pretended to put me through to the National police, and some police had then 
pretended (?) to be National police. And the police tell me to call 112 and to ask immigration for help. Has it all 
been bluff and lies? Who will come and what will happen? 
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It’s Spm 


When does this office close? Will anyone come? The people on the phone who said they were the Federal 
Police said they would send a car to pick me up and investigate. It’s very cold outside. A stranger offered me 5000 
won to make phone calls with, but 112 appeared to help me this time. Normal people seem so helpful. But the 
officials are all corrupt. At one point I was sure the immigration officer was going to deport me. Was the meeting 
with Oo from Cambridge supposed to intimidate me? The official gave me 2 weeks to sort out my problems. They 
keep lieing, bluffing, and trying to intimidate me. And they keep judging me. He wouldn’t give me a copy of my 
contract. You don’t have a copy of your contract? He looked very devious, and I was sure he was about to follow up 
that comment with, well, then you have no case}, so I bluffed, and pretended I did. 

I hope the labor office is honest, or that the attorney still has the copy he made of my contract. 


T2 


6.30 pm 


No sign of anyone. Called 112 and they just hang up. The immigration officer told me to go to level 2, yeh 
right, and pretended he didn’t understand me. He told the woman who had been helping me to go. I told him I have 
emailed 10 people to contact the embassy for me. 112 would not give me the phone number of the embassy. The 
immigration officers wouldn’t let me call them. He won’t let me call the number 112 gave me. I tell him “It’s not the 
number of the Korean Federal police, is it?” What should I do? Everyone has gone, and they are closing the office. 

An officer angrily confronts me, telling me to go, and telling me I’m a grown up and it’s my problem. I tell 
him that I am not responsible for being illegally evicted, and for Immigration bringing me here and leaving me here, 
and for all the conspiracy and collusion. He is really pissed. I don’t take it from him, and tell him that if his officials 
weren’t so corrupt I wouldn’t have any problem at all. He told me “you're not Korean, the police won’t help you!” 
And this from an immigration official! He tells me “You're not a child, you are a grown up!” .He is either really 
dumb, or a total arsehole 

The original officer, or counsellor, as he claimed, comes down and tells him to leave me alone. He tells me 
that “he’s not my friend”, referring to the guy that has just aggressively insulted me, and tells me he will bring me to 
the train station. To think that the immigration guy originally gave me 20,000won, when I had no money at all 
because of the police and was there because of immigration, and he knew it was all collusion and conspiracy, but felt 
no shame or guilt or sympathy. He calls a taxi. In the taxi I ask him if I can speak with Mr Kim. Maybe he will be able 
to help me, or at least make the officials uncomfortable. He had pretended to be my friend, and he was after all a 
general manager. Maybe he has a conscience after all. 
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7:20 pm 


Called Mr Kim from the officer’s mobile, in the Taxi, but the immigration guy spoke most, and then hang 
up. At the Taegu train station, the immigration officer gives me his hand, and wants to make a positive public show, 
after all the lying and intimidation. He is a little concerned that I might attract attention in the train station. He 
wants everyone to think we are parting as friends. The immigration Officer tells me “You have done nothing wrong. 
I hope your stay in Korea is a long, pleasant, and successful one”. 

I confronted him about the Federal police, and he admitted that they were not coming, and that the 
telephone number 112 had given me was not the Korean National Police. He told me that my problem was a simple 
one, and only between me and An Ouk souk. How many times have officials intervened, unwelcomed, into my 
affairs, and then told me it was not their business? He told me I had a new appointment at 10am tomorrow 
morning, and that Ouk Souk would be there. He says he will buy me a ticket to Seoul or Daejon. I tell him I don’t 
know where to go. 

He eventually gives me an envelope with some money, 50,000won, and says it is an official loan. He said I 
had to promise to pay it back! A loan, I consider; they bring me over 200kms under false pretenses, leave me in a 
crappy motel, lie to me, intimidate me, threaten me, and then have the hide to ‘lend’ me money for the train back to 
nowhere, to homelessness and threats and intimidation. He told me my visa had been extended, but gave me no 
paperwork or stamp. He said that he had spoken to a Ms. Kim at the Embassy about me. Then why wouldn’t he let 
me speak to them? It’s infuriating. The Koreans talk amongst each other and never let me say anything. He also told 
me that the Korean Federal police can’t help. But they don’t even exist, do they? 
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7:50 pm 

I talk to a man at the mobile phone recharging station. There are chargers for every type of phone there. A 
good idea, and good for the phone companies! He won’t call 144 for me to get the number of the Korean National 
Police. It’s a real comedy as I try to explain that the police are playing games with me. He takes me instead to the 
station manager. There is a really loud fight at the station police box, so the station manager takes me to his office. 
He says he'll call 114 for me and get the number. But why not here from his phone on the desk there? My story 
sounds crazy but I think all the officials know it’s true and are just taking the piss. This is all maddening. They will 
probably say I am crazy. He puts me on the phone to someone he says is the National police. They pretend they 
don’t understand me, and put me back to someone else. 

Who is he talking to? 9830112. Is he taking the piss? He tells me that the Korean Federal Police in Seoul 
Closed at 6pm. Yeh, I’m that naive! Lucky I had that big lunch at immigration. I ate more than I wanted to, but I 
didn’t know when my next meal would be. If I had not taken notes I would never have been able to remember the 
twists and turns of this game they are playing with me. I have direct quotes to prove I am not crazy. 

The station asks me if I want to tell the Federal police about the police here. Has he been listening? Without 
a clear record of the facts I won’t be able to judge later which events were deliberate and which could have been 
misunderstandings. I don’t want to be unfair to anyone. I can compare their behaviour, their statements, and their 
actions. He told me to stop saying ‘bullshit’ (I’m way beyond merely being fed up and frustrated now), and should be 
nicer to him because he’s helping me. 

Yeh, now, after realising his lies and games won’t work! He wants me to walk out of the station to the local 
police box. Yeh, I'll walk alone in the night to a police station where they have already lied to me, and where they 
don’t even speak English. “You want the Korean Federal Police?” He tells me their office is around the corner. So 
the station manager is a liar too. “Do you want to solve your problem?” My problem is the police, and immigration. 
If they would only just stay out of my problems and let me solve them! “You have to come here to speak to the 
Federal police”. He says the police are coming here to take me to their station. I said “no”. “Are they going to charge 
me with something?”, I ask. They'll just waste my time or worse threaten and intimidate me further. I need some real 
police who speak English, and who can investigate the local state police. Do they really think I will drop my charges? 
They’re fucking mad. 760 0112 

Provincial police? This is supposed to be the number of the Korean Federal Police. 

He takes me to the station police box. I try to get them to call the number 112 gave me to prove that it’s not 
the real number, that the police and 112 have been lying to me. The station manager calls a number, and tells me it is 
the National police. The person who answers tells me that they are the Korean National police. They say to come 
over to their office, it’s just around the corner. I say I want to speak to the National Police in Seoul. The station 
manager tries to convince me that the police box around the corner is the National Police, but it doesn’t make sense 
and I insist I be allowed to talk to the National Police in Seoul. He gives me a small bottle of Korean Ginseng tonic. 
The more I drink these little bottles the less unappealing the taste. It actually tastes nice this time. It’s 9 p.m. 
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Korean National Police in Seoul? , (or 02 313 0842?), 9:35 pm 


The police in the railway station police box have given me these numbers. They call, and write down a fax number. I 
write a statement, and they go off to fax it. They return shortly and claim that the fax at the train station doesn’t 
work. 02 365 5797. I speak on 02 313 0842 and the person claiming to be from the Korean National Police tells me 
that they can’t help me. I should go to the Taegu Police agency, Mr Lee 02 313 0850. 

I speak to someone on the phone but can’t understand. He tells me “you betta go to Seoul, to your embassy. 
We can’t help you”. I argue that the embassy has no jurisdiction in this matter, that it is a police matter. Then he says 
“O.K.”. Mr Lee will begin tomorrow at 9am. “You stay in Motel there”, the man says. He mentioned “Interpol”. Did 
someone contact the police for me? I tell the civil police cadet to remember my face, in case I disappear. I’m getting 
really careful now, because I know for a fact they are out to get me. 

Mention of Interpol has given me courage. I feel that the cavalry are finally coming to the rescue. Interpol 
will investigate my case and everything will be o.k. I feel elated at the thought of Interpol. Who contacted them for 
me? The first guy on the phone had had the nerve to tell me to go to Taegu immigration, that they'd help me! And 
after everything immigration have done to me, all the games and lies and intimidation and threats. Had he read my 
fax in the meantime? Had someone from Interpol called him? 011 544 7871 Mr Kim. Again I wonder at my 
persistence, which seems finally to have paid off. Five minutes ago I was ready to give up and just head for the airport 
without any of my things, just to get out of here. It sure pays to be persistent! I hope! They keep referring to ‘my’ 
problem. I continued to insist that they are my problem, the corrupt officials. 

The civi police cadet, Ch Jang-rae, tflhsfuture@hanmail.net, gives me some interesting wheat drink, which 
tastes like a combination of cola and sausage, and an excellent chocolate cookie. He explains to me that the first time 
you take something offered by someone, such as a visiting card, or anything, that you take it with both hands. After 
that, you take anything they give you with two hands if they are older than you, as a sign of respect. I have noticed 
that people often take money from me with one hand, but still hold the other hand out, sort of on their wrist. I like 
this custom. It is polite and cultured. I try to remember to do the same. I reflect on how two faced the Koreans I have 
dealt with up to now have been. 

The station manager seemed to tell me that they work 24 hour shifts. The motel is actually the best I have 
seen. Very nice, with a porn channel. Korean porn movies are typically Korean, I think. They show lots of panty 
action-no actual penetration or pubic hair or actual explicit sex organs or sex. But the people in the video seem to be 
authentically enjoying themselves, and so it is very erotic. The couple are very attractive, the woman the sort of 
dream Korean woman, very slender, lovely brown skin, and white panties. Western porn could learn something from 
this. I sleep well. There are some small bottles of drink in the fridge, and instant coffee. The coffee is very welcome. I 
wash, and wash my filthy clothes again, and put them on the floor to dry. The floor is heated. It is too hot in some 
places to walk on! 

I consider that, as a philosopher, I will have to insist on charges being laid against those who have behaved 
corruptly and criminally, in order to get these people to have respect for their laws, and how they treat people. 
Markus as a person is too nice and seeks harmony. I personally don’t want anyone to get into trouble. I just want 
justice. But I have to go against my personal niceness in principle, to prevent these officials from treating other 
people the same way as they have treated me. And who knows how far things could have gone! I have a social 
obligation to report everything and seek justice. At least, now that Interpol are involved, I should be able to get my 
things and leave without being hurt. 

I am sure that Charles and co want to harm me now. Things have gone way too far. I wonder why on earth 
they bother going to such extremes. They are so fucking hypocritical these Koreans. They break their own laws, treat 
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people abysmally, use all their power and influence to deny them justice, threaten and intimidate them, leave them 
homeless and penniless with no concern for their wellbeing, but still want to maintain the impression, the image, 
and the reputation, of being nice to foreigners. They have absolutely no genuine concern for me. They have this 
insane belief that somehow they can do all this to me and then still look like nice guys. They must be mad. I 
remember I should call that girl to tell her I am O.K., and to thank her for talking to the police for me, so I could 
find out what lies they would tell. I reflect on how I sat 16hours in the same chair, as the police constantly assured 
me someone was coming with my key, and I was told to “sit”, and “wait”. 

I consider that if they could have deported me, that they would have. The last bluff seemed final. “He had 
clearly stated that I was being deported, and when I didn’t respond as he expected, he didn’t mention it ever again, 
after he came back from talking to some other officials there. When he shook my hand, he appeared resigned that 
their intimidation was not going to work. He had, just a few minutes previously, very gravely and sincerely stated 
that I was an illegal alien and they were going to deport me, they had no choice. My suspicions were right, it was all 
threats and intimidation. 

Are they really so insanely idiotically determined that they can get away with looking like nice guys? How 
mad are they? How stupid do they think foreigners are? Will I stay here if things work out? There is still a chance 
they will hurt me. The girl at the labor ministry who was helping translate for me had said that my situation could be 
dangerous. Maybe she was threatening me or warning me. But she was so pretty and seemed wounded when I had 
criticised her, really human. Probably just trying to manipulate me like all the others. 
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Tuesday 6th at Taegu train station police box: no cavalry 


I leave at 8:50am, though I was so exhausted I could have slept all day. I take the paper cup of instant coffee 
to drink on the way. The same police are at the police box as last night. They apparently work 24 hour shifts, from 
Jam to Yam. So, INTERPOL. Is this for real? What now? I am offered a cup of coffee, and the policeman buys me 
some fresh baked-fried little cakes with some liquid filling. They are nice. I think he bought them with his own 
money! So many apparent contradictions. They don’t want to hurt me, but they are determined to intimidate me 
into leaving Korea, and not getting paid. They want me to leave and believe that they are not corrupt. 
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9:07 


The Station manager tells me “Yow re very handsome”. I reflect on how often I am told by Korean Police 
things like “You look like an action movie hero”, or “You are very handsome man”. It reminds me of the ‘Southpark’ 
episode where the Japanese manage to manipulate the Americans by constantly telling them that they have big 
penises. Do Asians believe we are so vain? Or do they really think that I am handsome? Pity the beautiful Korean 


women don’t appear to think so! 
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9:45 am 


They have these interesting heaters which are a pedestal fan, but with a heating element with a metal bowl 
behind it to reflect the heat, instead of the fan. It moves from left to right like a normal pedestal fan. 
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9:50 am 


I ask them to call the labor ministry and tell them I am here and won't be able to make the 10am meeting 
apparently arranged for me. I reflect on how the labor ministry first told me they couldn’t help me, then didn’t 
demand a copy of my contract in Korean until I insisted, and how the translator they promised never turned up ever, 
and how simple my case was, and how they had done nothing at all. I don’t trust them. 

I remember how everyone insisted that there was no labor ministry in Daejon, from An ouk souk, to the two 
teachers, to all the police including Mr Oo who was responsible for foreigners. That Oo just talked idiotically 
without ever listening. I remember how he had called me on my mobile telling me to be at the police box within a 
few minutes as I was being charged with something and then deported. When I got to the station he had attempted 
to convince that it was a misunderstanding. Lucky I was keeping notes! 
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Labor Ministry Daejon (042) 480 6297, 10:20 am 


Ouk souk was at the labor ministry and wanted to talk to me. Yeh, right. So now they can all say Markus didn’t 
come. Fucking conspiracy. “Why weren’t you at the apartment-school?” The wind is so cold now. Could winter in 
Korea really be as bad as summer?. The other teacher told me that winter was worse. I didn’t comprehend that. I 
assumed that all buildings would have central heating, given the extremely low winter temperatures. But she was 
right. The school was even more unbearable when it was cold than when it was hot. 

How can they expect the children to learn English when they are literally freezing? Julia says that in winter it 
is really unbearably cold in the school. I believe her. How can they bring professional teachers out here and then 
expect them to live and work under such primitive conditions? If they were honest at least. But as one teacher- 
recruiter once said, every time they had told potential teachers anything even approaching the truth about Korea, 
they declined to come here. 

Why don’t they just get their act together and air-condition and central heat the classrooms, and honor their 
contracts? What do they hope to gain? So many teachers leave after a few months without saying anything. This is 
understandable. When you are lied to and treated so badly then you can hardly have any trust or confidence in your 
employer. I should have just left at the first signs of trouble, but liked the students so much that I stayed. I had even 
received a job offer from a proper elementary school with 2 months paid holidays, and refused because I felt it would 
be dishonorable and unfair. How naive of me to consider such notions in Korea! 

I ask myself, could I possibly still work at Jungchul after everything that has happened? The betrayal of my 
co-workers (in Korea foreigners apparently are not co-workers, merely teachers), the appalling treatment at the 
hands of my employer and recruitment agency. They all keep derisively laughing at me and spreading lies about me, 
and colluding in an absurdly overdone conspiracy. 
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10.40 am 


Is this just another game too? Why should it be true this time? My skin is burning from the chlorine in the 
water. I see an ad for skin whitener. 


83 


11:05 


Korean Interpol, on the phone. Kim. Laughing. “What were you doing in Daejon? “ He’s Korean. He’s not 
from Interpol. He’s not serious. “If you like, we will look into it”. “Why don’t you call the Australian Embassy?” 
She'll give me the number. Yeh, I’m fucking stupid. She says she’ll inform the Embassy for me. Laughing at me. 
Fucking laughing. “Which police station” she mockingly asks. The whole fucking system! They’re not investigating 
anything. 
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11.15 am 


They’re fucking mad. The book will not have a happy ending! I imagine the cavalry coming to rescue me and 
get this dumb, patronising, derisive bullshit. 
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11:23 am 


She hangs up. Did they call the embassy? Some older police come in, laughing. At me? “What are you doing 
in Daejon”. Again the same provocatively infuriating games. I say that Kim, at Korean Interpol (?), has my fax, and 
can verify everything I wrote. They’re all laughing. I ask for the embassy number and they write it down. Ho ju. Dae 
sak wan. 02 2003 0100. I call the embassy. I finally get to talk to an Australian from the Embassy. She tells me that 
they have no legal rights to intervene. She agrees that my situation sounds scary. She, says that my experience is not 
uncommon in Korea, it is in fact “very common”. She will share some stories with me later for my book if I contact 
her. 

She tells me that sometimes it helps if the embassy intervenes, but that sometimes it makes things worse. I 
am determined now to publish my story, and collect other stories, to prevent such things happening again to others 
who travel to, work in, or have to deal with, Korea. So, as predicted, they can’t help. So it happens a lot! So much for 
the cavalry. The police wanted me to hang up, after they themselves have wasted so much time talking to Koreans at 
the embassy. The police here apologise for the behaviour of the other Koreans. This is typical. Somehow they hope 
that I will believe that my bad experience is not representative of Korea, even while they themselves are conspiring 
and colluding. Are they mad? How stupid do they think I am? According to someone interpreting for me, Interpol 
said they cannot help me. They offer me a ticket to Seoul-standing. After all they have done to me they have the 
nerve to force me to stand for over 3.5 hours on a train to Seoul. I insist that ‘Interpol’ fax me, and put in writing 
that they won’t help me. 

So now this theatre of the absurd goes on, only now I know Godot’s not coming, I know I can’t win. This 
system is totally corrupt. I want proof in writing so they cannot pretend it never happened. So it had all been futile. I 
never stood a chance. 
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12:20 am 


Interpol have gone to lunch. He wants to take me to the regional police station. He'll call after 1pm? 
“Koreans are honest people”. “My boss is a very honest man, you can trust him”. How often do I have to hear such 
bullshit? Do they think that just by constantly repeating such phrases they can brainwash me? 011 584 8694. Federal 
police? Staying in box until 1pm. I'll go to Daejon if INERPOL won’t investigate, and formally file charges. 

The fermented wheat sauce we had with lunch yesterday was very nice. They have to ferment it at least one 
year. I am obviously just wasting time now. I won’t get anywhere. How arrogant of the Director. “We can’t work in 
Australia”. Of course he doesn’t listen to anything at all. I had been invited to come and teach here. Three times! 
The world really is a dangerous place. People do really suck badly. The world and people and everything sucks. It 
may be interesting, but, it’s an ugly, vicious, treacherous, and fucking bizarre end game. I know I should try to keep a 
low profile and stay out of trouble but people are so provocative. How can you stay human and let people lie to you, 
about you, and intimidate you. It’s not my nature. I wonder how others manage. But then of course they get drunk, 
take other drugs, beat their wives and girlfriends, and lie to themselves. 

It’s not my nature to not respond, to not try to improve things, to not try to be human. Is evolution heading 
anywhere ‘better’, or just blind. But I’m the product of evolution and I try to make the universe more moral. Such 
intentions may be the only morality in the universe. But would such intentions ultimately lead to Armageddon? Is 
that the only solution? Are we trapped by egos, ambition, fear and hope? I’m finally getting a cold, after being 
around so many people with such strong coughs, and being so stressed out, cold, filthy, and hungry. 
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1:25 pm 


The police call the number and say it’s Interpol, but when they give me the phone there is no-one there, 
nothing. 02 313 0850. He’s smoking. What’s going on? I’m getting a terrible cluster headache over my eye. I’ve had 
so many different headaches lately. 
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1:30 pm 


What’s happening? I was calling the labor ministry when two suits arrive, give us cough lollies. He hangs up 
the phone. Mr Kim, a police officer, agreed that this sort of thing happens all the time. He laughs, especially at the 
part about me calling 112 over 40 times. He tells me to go to Taegu police. Now he’s talking about Kumi and 
Cambridge. I still want this story to have a happy ending, but how? 
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2:30 pm 


He says that the Director in Daejon has paid money into my Hanna account-only I don’t have one anymore! 
She has had a change of mind? 

According to him. Bullshit, it’s all lies as usual. Have the authorities once told me the truth since I have been 
here? Has any employer or recruiter? He talks about a motorbike and a computer. I can’t help but laugh every time I 
hear about that. They keep saying I demanded a motorbike and a computer at Cambridge. I had merely offered to 
ride a motor scooter to my Philips lesson, to save Oo the time and petrol, and therefore lots of money. And the 
computer. Oo had kept giving me proof reading to do, even though it was not in my contract, and I kept doing it, 
because my teaching schedule was not full, and so I thought it only fair. 

The last document he gave me needed to be totally re-written, and I told him that if he wanted me to re- 
write it I would need access to a computer with the same word processing program as the original he gave me was 
written in. Whether Oo had exaggerated, or whether the police and immigration merely exaggerated for their own 
purpose, I can’t say. The two suits want to smile and shake my hand. “Nice meeting you’, they say. “We tried to help 
you. We have to go back to work” He admitted the police in Korea were corrupt, adding, “You’re Australian police 
are corrupt too, aren’t they?” 

Now the Labor ministry investigator will meet me. And now I can sit down on the train to Daejon. They 
said they will tell the police there to help me, to be nicer to me. Again I am asked a fatuous, not possibly genuous, 
question, “why didn’t I go to the 10am meeting?” This is pure farce. There’s lots of smoke here. I asked where I was 
supposed to sleep in Daejon. They’re apparently trying to arrange a meeting for today, but it’s already 3pm. They 
give me some coffee. They want me to give up trying to get justice. But I’ve lost. 

I had lost even before I had started, without realising it. I didn’t want to think bad things about people. The 
policeman buys me some Korean snack cake things. He gave me the number of the girl from the Labor ministry. I 
can call here from the police box in Daejon. I arrive at Spm. What now? I hope my things are o.k. The police are 
unlikely to help if they’re not. The police are corrupt through and through, but still nice and polite. Why did they 


bother going to such lengths? There is no justice here for foreigners, only Koreans count. 
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The 6 th, At the Labor office in Daejon, 5:40 pm 


I called from the tourist desk at the station. The girl from the labor office talked with the tourist desk 
woman, and then told me the woman would give me money to pay for a taxi to the labor office. I am told to get in 
the cab and give the driver the money the lady at the counter will give me. The taxi drivers are the only honest people 
Ihave met in Korea. They wouldn’t even take a tip. I find the girl. She says, with a straight face “Why are you here?” 
Are they trying to drive me mad? What sort of fucking game are they playing with me? Na In Ha is there, the guy 
supposed to be investigating my case. She tells me I have a new appointment for the 8th. Very funny. Daegu police 
sent me here. The girl herself paid my cab fare. (I even gave her the change, even though I have no money). She’s 
laughing. What’s so funny? 

Daegu Interpol had told me that the Director had had a change of mind. He wants to speak to me on the 
8th? Na In Ha leaves. Just goes home to his comfortable apartment with absolutely no comment to me, or concern. 
What a prick. The people here are fucking mad. I have been hijacked by immigration, left in Taegu to miss my 
original appointment. This is a fucking conspiracy. Is the labor Ministry involved? This is fucking crazy. This is 
deliberate. They are trying to wear me down. I need a statement from both? They hope I'll snap. I will. Should I 
break into my apartment? Jung Soo Young. 042 480 6317. She’s looking at a Dictionary. “We can’t solve your 
problem now”. 

So this is a set up. How can I deal with it? The labor ministry was my only hope the whole time, and it seems 
that they had never intended to help me at all. I remember they originally told me there was no Labor ministry, even 
as I was standing in the actual building where they are, and then they said they couldn’t help me, and only let me fill 
out an investigation form when I persisted. “Your Director wants to talk to you on the 8th” So fucking what, I 
think, Pm the complainant, the victim. Why should the Director determine when our meetings take place? I 
consider that I never got the original notice from the labor ministry about the original meeting. Did they send one? 
The guy doesn’t even have my complaint on file. That was a clever trick from ‘INTERPOL’, to put me up in a motel 
and give me false confidence. The situation is a total farce. Neither Na In Ha nor Jung Soo Young understand 
English. Na In Ha had promised a translator would be present at our meeting, but I have never seen one here. It’s as 
if they think it’s high impudence for a foreigner to dare seek justice in Korea. 
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6:05 pm 


It’s dark and cold and I’m sitting alone at the desk. The girl and Na Hin have left. I hear her laughing in 
another part of the building. How can they continue to laugh at me? Don’t they have any sympathy or guilt at all? 
She says “go”. Yeh, where. They all smile and laugh. It’s a complete conspiracy. She says “You want to go to Police?” 
Yeh, right, I think, fucking funny, ha ha, you Koreans just crack me up. They’re playing outside, sort of a 
combination of tennis and soccer. 
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6:10 pm 


She’s just walked off. What to do? On the 8th I will know for sure. Where can I sleep tonight? 


93 


6:30 pm 


I go up to Na In’s office. 
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6:45 pm 


Called 016472 5456. Mi Youn Shin. Told her a little. She said a Newspaper friend of hers called the police 


for me. I told her where I was. 
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7:10 pm 


I said I was “serious, remember my face, something might happen”. She agreed! 
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7:25 pm 


Go home and come back. The interpreter, Jung Soo, left. Where to go? Same police place? What if they say 
no? They are definitely conspiring together. Will Youn Shin and the Newspaper help? I remember Jung Soo Young 
told me “it’s not your apartment now”. So it looks clear that I will never get back into my apartment. They are trying 
to break my spirit. They invite me here and then just leave. This is fucking madness. I called Mi Youn Shin again. I 
told her what had been going on. She said that I’m crazy if I think that. The truth is often the hardest thing to get 
anyone to believe. Good that I took notes, or I might not believe it myself! 
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7:50 pm 


Jung Soo is back again, laughing. The guy on the phone is talking to someone about me. 
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8 pm 


Jung Soo is back again, only to stop me using the phone, and to tell others to stop me, who otherwise would 
have paid me no attention. So she is a bitch. Beautiful, but a bitch. “Why are you here?”. Again! Cos you invited me, 
I reply, totally appalled. She argues with me. Why? I said that either you are stupid or your English is bad. She is 
upset, seems really wounded. It makes her even more attractive. But she persists to tell me to go, when she herself 
should be home already. So she is going out of her way to make things even more difficult for me. She is conspiring 
against me in collusion with all the others. Or she just doesn’t comprehend what’s happening. Hard to say which. 
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8:15 pm 


I called the interpreters number on the card he gave me, but the person who answers keeps claiming not to 
speak English and hangs up three times. Have they been told to? Or did he just come to the conclusion alone, that 
he’d better not get involved? 
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8:20 pm 


They asked me to go, and then turned off the lights and left. Now they are back. Three men. If they call the 
Director or Charles Kang, then I’ve had it. They say they can’t let me stay. It’s terribly cold. I have the Embassy 
number for Canberra. 
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9 pm 

I decide to go outside, in case the men call Charles or any of the other goons. It would be too dangerous to 
risk. They lock the doors behind me. They wouldn’t let me use the phones inside and directed me to the ones just 
outside the door, just so they could lock me out. Jung Soo is laughing inside the building. They work 24 hour shifts, 
so there would have been people in the office all night. They didn’t have to lock me out. They know how cold it is 
outside, and that I have nowhere to go. How can they be so cold and nasty? And why go to such extremes just over a 
lousy contract. 

I call the embassy from the pay phone, and they put me through to my mother in Australia. There is no 
answer. Maybe no-one can help, so I will have to leave everything here. The Labor office is obviously colluding with 
the conspiracy. I went to where the attorney’s office was, but ended up in some sort of post office. The guy there was 
nice and let me use the phone. I asked him where the lawyer’s office was and he directed me to the 6th floor. The lift 
wouldn’t open on the 6th floor, so I get off at the Sth and walk. At the attorney’s office a young lawyer let me use the 
email. He calls Youn Shin, and they’re talking in Korean. He laughed a bit. I only asked him to leave his number 
with her, but it’s impossible for Koreans to just ask simple questions without raving on for ages. I wonder what they 
were saying all those times. They talk for ages. I don’t think he believes her either. I will probably have to leave Korea 
without any of my possessions. Canberra said they can’t do anything until tomorrow morning. 

I wanted to call 112 so the young lawyer could witness how they respond to me, but he wouldn’t. No Korean 
will say anything bad about another Korean for a foreigner. He hung up without letting me speak to Youn Shin. 
They always do that, they never let me speak, so I have no idea what they have said, or if they have said what I asked 
them to. Will either of them help? Does she believe me? We talk but he doesn’t tell me what they talked about. He 
says he has to go. He wants to lend me some money, but he won’t help me. He runs off, saying he will come back. He 
says she explained my situation, and still no-one will help. I remember how I have used bad language, and how I was 
told earlier that you can be charged for swearing in Korea. The police can break the law and your boss and recruiter 
can threaten you, and Immigration Directors can intimidate and threaten you, but you shouldn’t swear. I decide not 
to swear again. 

I recall that I don’t have my German Passport or Personalausweiss, so that I can’t actually use my ticket to fly 
to Germany, even if I can get one reissued. They have my ticket with all my stuff. I consider here how everyone wants 
to shake my hand and for me to pretend to everyone else that they are nice guys, while stabbing me in the back. They 
are trying to drive me insane with all their games and laughing, or to provoke me. But I consider how boring and 
mundane everyday life will be after all this distraction. I will have to face the music. I will have to finally work on my 
music and find out once and for all (that I don’t have any talent?) whether I can do anything with it or not. 
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Public Prosecutor’s office, 11 pm 


The young lawyer was happy to see me go. At the prosecutotr’s office they ask me if I am drunk. Two police arrive. 
They want to take me away. Apparently withholding my passport from me is serious, so I will call the German 
Embassy. A guy at the public prosecutor’s office pretends to offer me a drink, but he is taking the piss. I tried to get 
my Australian passport back from them but they won’t give it to me. A young civil police cadet explains to me that 
asking about whether I was drunk was normal, as they get lots of drunks there, that the police weren’t taking the piss. 

They let me call the German Embassy. I talk to the man in German, and then the Koreans talk to him in 
English. Why didn’t I? The police are taking the piss. They want me to go with them. They will find me a place to 
sleep. Yeh, after I came here to escape the police and have them investigated. The man at the Prosecutot’s office tells 
me to come back tomorrow. Yeh, and where do I sleep tonight? 
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11:30 pm 


I called the number in Canberra, and told them that I was in real danger, and the silly cow said that I 
shouldn’t wake my mother up at 1:30am. I asked what would happen if they didn’t give me back my passport, and 
only then did she show any interest in taking down my details. 7th, at a police station in town. 
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7:25 am 


They seemed nice again. They promised tomorrow I will get the keys to my apartment, then spoke of a paper 
(court order). Then the translator continued to translate, that it would take 7 months-fucking bastards-no-one 
could sit and smile and pretend to be helping with such an offer. I had spent the night here. I slept a few hours on the 
couch. I had told them everything, and they had gained my trust, and I believed they were really going to help me, 
that everything would be o.k. So, looks like I will just have to sleep in police stations for 7 months. No problem. 
Everything is cool bananas, hey! The policeman even got me to write some statements out, about what I wanted 
from the police and the Director. 

I wrote some stuff about 112, and they all laughed, because they all knew about me, and about 112, and it 
was all a big joke. Last night I had almost passed out. They had given me coffee, but I was totally exhausted, 
physically and mentally. I had gone back to the police car after they brought me to the station and showed me where 
I could sleep on the floor upstairs. They came to the car and promised to stop smoking, that smoking was bad, if I 
came back inside. That impressed me, I thought it was a sincerely nice gesture, and so uncommon for smokers to 
make any accommodation for non-smokers, so I came back inside, and sat down on the couch. 

The young trees lining the streets of Daejon look like jets of crimson gorgeous-pink-orange-red-green flame 
rushing to the sky. 

What will happen this time at the labor ministry? They haven’t done anything. They are either stupid- 
incompetent, or conspiring, or both. They invited me to eat lunch with them, they have chicken, but I tell them I am 
vegetarian. Why do people think that fish is not meat? I remember how they told me last night that I looked like an 
action movie star. This is an odd occurrence here in Korea. Why do they say such things? 

The air outside is freezing. I have to go along with anyone who may be helping me because otherwise no-one 
is helping me. The young lawyer had let me photocopy my notes, and kept an envelope with the copies, and gave me 
his number, in case my notes are taken from me. 

He let me start entering my notes onto a PC, but then I realised how long this would take and gave up. I 
think that the girl who was helping me thinks I’m crazy. Of course my story sounds crazy. Only other English 
teachers with experience would believe me. That’s why it’s so important that I keep these detailed notes, and don’t 
just make general comments about what happened. 

I remember how aggressive the Director of Immigration from Daejon had gotten in his car, and his 
comment “you like noodles?”, really aggressive and antagonistic, and derisive. “You’re a loner?” This sounded like 
the worst accusation that he could think of, the worst crime someone could be charged with. I remember also that 
the young lawyer had given me a little bottle of ginseng tonic, and smoked outside, a nice gesture. These little bottles 
of ginseng tonic and fruit juice keep turning up. If I find a new job, will they issue me a new visa? Or were they lying? 
My ears are starting to become a problem again. If they get infected I won’t be able to fly. 
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8:45 am 


They won’t let me sleep. What is so totally absurd, is that after everything they have done to me, unless I 
state that I want to continue working at the school, then I have no legal right to my apartment, as it is provided as a 
condition of employment. That they can demand I state that, with a straight face, is high absurdity. I have to 
remember that, however absurd it sounds, I have to maintain that I wish to work for those evil bastards, otherwise 
they will twist this whole fucking madness around to claim that I have no right to the apartment as I don’t want to 
work for those evil arseholes. Charles and the others have consistently asked such inane questions as “Why weren’t 
you at work?”. That they could ask such questions shows how cunning and treacherous they are. 


106 


9 am 


They move me to an uncomfortable seat. The sky outside is blue. It will be warm in the sun. I consider where 
I could lie down somewhere in the sun. I am really cold and weak. 
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9:35 am 


The police put me on the phone. The man speaks German, so I talk in German, assuming it is the German 
Embassy, but it’s the Austrian Embassy, which I find really ironic, given that I am by pure chance actually German 
and can talk to him in German. This is the oldest sort of joke, confusing Austria with Australia. 
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10:30 am 


Was at Public prosecutor’s office and National Security office with the police. Everyone had laughed and 
joked about me, and some gave me really dirty looks. Given a drink. Offered food. Contradictions! The police will 
break the law and evict you and never investigate anything, and play games with you, but then they act real nice. This 
is real mind game stuff. Their tactics are of soft-gentle coercion and intimidation. They are wearing me down. It is 
working. I accept any help as the alternative is none. Even if they did lie about finding me a motel room, the coffee 
that they did give me was better than nothing. Better here than cold and hungry nowhere. Maybe something will 
happen. Maybe at least I will get to leave in one piece. Once again I am told that Iam “handsome”. 
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12:15 am 


They brought in a tour guide to translate, but she’s stressed out, and finding it too hard. But I think they 
have said that I’m getting the keys to my apartment. They’re getting a more capable translator, and lunch. She was 
nervous, and left without saying goodbye to me. But is this real? It seems that they will get me the keys to my 
apartment if I don’t (can’t anyway) charge the police or file a complaint (which no-one will anyway). They give me a 
little bottle of ‘pine needle drink’. They said I have to wait. They’re bringing the keys. I will believe it when I see it. I 
have to go along with their game, I have no alternative. 
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12:45 am 


Lunch was O.K. They brush their teeth at work. They work 24 hour shifts. 
They get me to brush my teeth too. They give me some toothpaste. Soon there'll be a glitch, and I won’t get 
my apartment keys. Some excuse...” We can’t force them”, or something. 


111 


1:25 pm 


What a load of rubbish. Now they can’t help. What the fuck were they doing all the time? Now they will 
only let me get my things. They said “go to immigration”. They said it was Korean law-custom. Bullshit. It was 
criminal and still is. Pve been talking for hours. I have lost my voice. They said that in Korea the police can break in 
with the owner. They won’t call the attorney for me. They are just wasting my time as always. They always act as if 
they are going to help, promising everything is O.K., get me to talk forever, they write something, and then they do 
nothing. 

The Director apparently told him that he’d given me the key. Well then why am I homeless, if I have a nice 
warm apartment to sleep in? Why on earth would he give me the key if he won’t let me live there? Why on earth 
doesn’t anyone consider how insane all the comments people here make are? 

Why won’t anyone simply listen to me for a moment, translate a few questions, and then see how absurdly 
ludicrous the answers they get are? Ms Min. 016 451 8947, tells me that in Korea the Employee and Employer settle 
problems between themselves. Absolute bullshit. Everyone is ignoring the facts. They pretend they can’t help. They 
just won’t help. Just wasting my time. I asked where I could go. They tell me Yong un dong are investigating. 
Fucking joke. The criminals investigating themselves? She walks off like all Koreans do, without listening or 
reasoning at all. They are so fucking arrogant and smug. She wouldn’t tell me where I could go to charge the police. 
She works for an English school. 
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2 pm 
This whole set up is one bad fucking joke. Bullshit. 
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2:40 pm 


Na In Ha won’t give me a copy of my complaint. Now he doesn’t understand “court order”.etc. Na In Ha is 
the investigating officer, with power to prosecute employers. I am at Dong gu police station. Apparently some 
Koreans have been kidnapped in the Phillipines, so Nam Suk Hyun is too busy to investigate my case. 
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Back at Chung Nam District Police Agency, in Daejon, 6 pm 


I am speaking with Nam Suk Hyun on the phone, and call him a fucking arsehole, after some stupid and provocative 
comments from him. I tell him he should be careful, that they might just push me too far. He asks if I just called him 
a “fucking arsehole”. I remember that that could be a crime here, so I bluff, and ask him “did you just call me a 
fucking arsehole,?” adding “isn’t that a crime?”. Yeh, but fraud, corruption, intimidation, collusion, and threatening 
foreigners is fine. I’m getting a nasty cough. It’s seriously cold outside. The civil police cadet who had been helping 
me is too friendly. I write notes about this in German so he can’t read them. He keeps repeating that I have promised 
to meet him on Saturday, at 9:50am, near the traffic lights. 

My clothes are sticking to me. Nam Suk Hyun was a real prick to me. For seven days I have been wearing the 
same clothing. Nam Suk Hyun admitted that the eviction was illegal. He’s just a fucking arsehole. 

So it looks like I will go to the Labor office tomorrow, then get my stuff and leave. I hope I can get a flight 
easily. But then it’s Korean Air, hardly likely to be booked out after the U.S government downgraded their rating 
and made it illegal for U.S officials to travel on official business using them. There is no point being angry, it could 
just get me into further trouble. I have done absolutely nothing wrong and look what they can get away with. My 
skin itches form not having washed since Monday night. Should I bother looking for another job here? The train is 
emptier on weekdays, so I should leave on Friday. Don’t get tied up anymore trying to get these people to help. 
Don’t forget that these people are pure evil, and enjoy it. I am a fun game for them. Torture the foreigner, watch his 
discomfort. Remember they keep live fish and lobster and crayfish in tanks, and then cook them alive. They enjoy 
cruelty. I’m told that I am handsome again. They’re calling the Director. 

After Nam Suk Hyun had said on phone to go back to Yong un Go Chng police box, as they were going to 
give me my key and help me. 
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September 2nd 


I will demand that the landlady, the neighbours, and security, and all the police in the area be told that my 
eviction was unlawful. Did the attorney inform the police that such an act was unlawful? What justification did the 
police have then? 
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7:10 am 


I’ve been told 3 times now to “go”. They won’t call the Director. My eyes ache, my head hurts, I’m totally 
exhausted. What now? The police didn’t do what the good cop said they would. What will he do? 
Misunderstanding? He promised they would take me back to my apartment. Instead they abuse me and kick me out. 
I’ve been homeless over 9 hours now. The cop Nam Suk Hyuned Park said “fuck” to me, and then wouldn’t let me 
see his Nam Suk Hyune badge. Who talked to the good cop then, and promised to help me? 
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7:30 am 


No-one is trying to call the Director. They give me a little bottle of some juice or tonic. It tastes nice. But 


what’s happening? 
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8:45 am 


They keep calling out my Name. I’m sitting quietly in a corner trying to rest. 

I have had no sleep for over 24 hours. They tell me to go to the Hagwon. 

Who the fuck talked to the good cop and said they were going to help me? 

They just keep fucking me around, and now and again tell me to leave. Where am I supposed to go? One cop 
really got on my nerves. I pointed at him and shouted at him to stop laughing at me. What the fuck is their problem? 
The police smoke a lot. They are changing shift, and laughing at me. They’re fucking mad. “Go to Hagwon”. They 
don’t listen to me, the attorney, or the detective. I haven’t had anything to eat for over 17 hours. The ‘good’ cop 
claims that there is no problem, that it’s just a matter of “cultural differences”. 

I ask the officer on duty for some Kopi, coffee, and he offered to get me some. He goes out and returns with 
some milk and a hamburger. I tell him I don’t eat meat. He goes and comes back with a sandwich. A girl comes with 
a thermos of hot water and instant coffee, wrapped in a cloth. The cups are tiny and taste crap, but it is an interesting 
experience. The cop pays her about $3. That’s the worst value coffee I’ve ever had. But it was better than nothing, in 
my condition, and it was nice of him, and interesting. He looked shocked when he saw me on the phone talking to 
the good cop, who tells me that they will try “other means” to contact the Director, whose phone, according to him, 
has been off the hook. He told me to wait at the box. 

(Post script: I was informed years later by a Korean that at least in the past, the ‘coffee girls’ were actually 
prostitutes. Apparently it was common practice for prostitutes to be called on the ruse of calling for coffee. I don’t 
think this was the case, but as I said, I was surprised by how attractive the young lady was, and how sexily she was 
dressed.) (Post script: something about the weather and humidity or who knows what means that you perspire, but 
don’t smell. I had brought a large supply of deodorant with me after having been warned by ‘slim’ the first recruiter 
that it was really expensive in Korea because Korean’s didn’t use it. I jokingly speculated then that either something 
about the weather or food meant people didn’t smell, or that they simply did smell but didn’t bother about it! I 
never used it as I found that I actually didn’t smell the whole time I was in Korea. Interesting. Anyone have an 
explanation?. Slim and his mates stole my large supply of deodorant along with all the other stuff they stole from 
me.) 
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10:15 am 


They find a copy of the English-Korean police phrase book, which they had denied had existed. The Yung 
un dong police box officer called the good cop, (Nam Suk Hyun). At first he looked at me normally, and then he 
became quiet, and looked at me differently, nicer, and almost concerned. It seems the good cop has explained my 
situation to him. I look up the Korean symbols for conspiracy and intimidation, and write them in my notes. I insist 
that 112 be directed to respond to me if I call. I promise I will only call to avert another unlawful entry or assault. 
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ll am 


The policeman is friendly, but what’s happening? I have a terrible migraine, and my nose is burning, my eyes 
are dried out. Last night they tell me to go, and this morning they invite me to lunch and get coffee, apparently 
sincerely nice. 

I consider how gutless it is of Charles and his mates to gang up on me in a foreign country where no-one will 
help me. If I respond to their provocations and defend myself, they can just claim I attacked them, and I'll end up 
beaten up and in jail. How tough to hit you when you are down. How did I become big bad Markus? Why did Oo 
say “you're wrong”. What have they been saying about me? Melissa and Julia won’t help! The good cop is only 
helping me because I am doggedly persistent. Are Charles and co still trying to get me deported somehow? How can 
I go back to work after Melissa and Julia have betrayed me, and Charles and An Ouk souk, and her husband, and 
Charles’ manager have all been such cowardly and treacherous backstabbing arseholes? 
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12:25 am 


There is still no word about my key. What’s going on? I take my last codeine tablet. I am invited to eat 
lunch. Nice. 
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4:55 pm 


The goons arrive. The police want me to go with them to immigration. Are they insane? So they have just 
been pretending to help me. The same old story. 
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5:10 pm 


The good cop, Nam Suk Hyun, is playing games. He is colluding with the others against me. He won’t give 
me the number of the embassy. He said he is investigating tomorrow afternoon. They want to take me to 
immigration. They should give me the key to my apartment. Are my things still in there? The police have told me to 
“go back to Australia”. 
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6:20 pm when? 


It’s really cold. My skin is crawling and itching, and my clothes stick to me. Nam Suk Hyun doesn’t give a 
shit. He’s the one I kept thinking of as the ‘good’ cop. But he’s an arsehole. He’s a smug bastard and a lying prick. I 
asked him just to have a few days to pack my stuff and go. The labor Ministry can’t be sincere. They actually told me 
I had a key to my apartment already. So! 
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The 8th,, 7:05 am 


I walked back from Yong un dong police box to Chung Nam District Police Headquarters, which I keep 
calling Chung Nam District Police Agency. The Civil police cadet friend is really concerned about me. It is late and 
very cold. He takes me across the road to another police box. He talks to the police there, to try to find somewhere 
for me to sleep. He says they have arranged something, and we go outside to wait. The air outside is chilled as if from 
a freezer. Oo drives up in a nice new car. He says that I can stay at his home. Was this a ploy too? I don’t trust him at 
all, of course I know he is a lying bastard, but I have no choice, I have nowhere else to go, and this may be interesting. 

In the car I thank him. He begins to interrogate me. “Do you really love Korea?”. He keeps asking questions 
which are absurd, to which I am expected to continually answer in the positive, to prove I am infatuated with Korea, 
and that Korea is, as he quotes someone from the past “The light of the world”. I have no choice but to talk with 
him, even though I am absolutely totally beyond even exhaustion. I have to convince him that the whole world has 
everything to learn from Korea. I can honestly say that Koreans are very affectionate and warm to one another, 
which is something lacking in the places I have lived previously. But he is a madman. To him Korea is the most 
perfect culture in the world. 

It must have been obvious to him how painful it was for me to talk. I had almost totally lost my voice. My 
voice came out as a squeak, and I kept coughing and swallowing in pain. But he kept forcing me to answer his 
interrogations. I was expected to prove to him for some unknown reason that I was as mad about Korea as he was. 
What do Koreans expect from foreigners who come to work here? Of course we come here to earn money. No-one 
would come here for more than a short visit for any other reason. 

What is it Oo expected of me? How unfair of him to force me to answer his interrogations in my condition, 
and to make his assistance conditional upon being in love with a country whose people and officials had done so 
many bad things to me. And above all, he himself was responsible for it having gone so far. If he had stayed out of my 
affairs in the first place, and just given me the number for the labor office, and made an appointment for me as he 
had promised, then probably most of this drama and damage to me could have been avoided. I knew he was a liar, 
but had thought he was just genuinely misguided and well intentioned, if not too clever, and an appalling listener. I 
had been willing to forgive and forget, and be grateful that the police had anyone who could translate English at all. 
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11:30 pm 


He still doesn’t get my story, even though he makes out that he is trying to understand me. He keeps 
blaming me. He says that 3 employers don’t want me. (Not true, they want me, but don’t want to honor their 
contract conditions). He expects me to wear long pants and a tie in these stinking humid conditions. He’s a ‘god 
botherer’. We get to his apartment. It’s messy but nice, and large, not just by Korean standards, but by any standard. 
He has some framed statements outside his son’s room, urging his son to love god, and stating that god loves him. 
Apparently his son is not as keen on religion as Oo himself claims to be. 

I am totally ill and exhausted, and can hardly talk, but Oo insists on showing me his life’s work. He has been 
trying to contact Noam Chomsky about it. He has developed a new alphabet which is made up of lines in a circle. 
He has all these graphs showing the relationship between god and man and culture and language. The strange thing 
is that I know and like Noam Chomsky, and can sort of comprehend what Oo has done, without being able to see 
why he’d bother. I am so sick I just want to sleep, but Oo has no sensitivity to other people. He is just over the moon 
to have an audience to tell his life’s vision to. 

Ironic, this treacherous liar, who is to a great extent responsible for my predicament, including that I am so 
sick, is now telling me about his dream for the world, to bring it a common alphabet, one that can be used for every 
language, to bring love to the world. What a fucking hypocrite. Eventually I get to shower, and sleep. 


127 


At Oo’s apartment, Thursday November 9 First thing in the morning, 


My eyes, my throat, and my head all ache, and my nose and ears are blocked. I am desperate for a cup of coffee and 
codeine, but what does Oo do? First thing in the morning and Oo wants to continue talking. I think about these old 
men with no wives. Their wives left them because they were so self-centered, and they love nothing more than a 
captive audience to rave at. It’s hot in the apartment. Oo is cheerful and sits next to me, continuing to chat, oblivious 
to my pain and discomfort, and his own guilt for my predicament. I asked him what purpose it had served locking 
me out of my apartment, which no one else could use? He gave me one cup of coffee, then said he had none left, and 
would have to go to the shop to buy more. He kept raving on about ‘povir’, some word he claims he’d heard. 

I’ve got a high fever and can hardly talk. I consider how insensitive people can be. I told him that the 11th of 
September and the Anthrax attacks were a wake-up call to all those people in positions of power who think they can 
ignore justice and fairness because they have conventional power. From now on people can’t be so smug and 
complacent. There are more and more alternatives for people to strike back and get revenge. I asked for aspirin, but 
he didn’t respond. “What is wrong with people? I’m sick you fucker, get me an aspirin’, I thought. 
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7:30 am 


Last night he said they left for school and work at Gam. He had asked me if 

I hadn’t had the same problems with the police in Australia or Germany. Of course fucking not! I recall his 
comments in the car from last night. Of course I couldn’t take notes at the time. He had gone on about how Koreans 
love the world, but if they feel even a minor slight, they are deeply insulted. This would include not wearing a tie and 
trousers to work, even in 40 degree heat with 100% humidity. He has no aspirin. He tells me to eat. He has a big 
apartment in the center of town, so he must be doing well. He kept blaming me and spreading the lies he was told, 
without listening to me at all. He wasn’t interested. 

Anything I had to say was insignificant compared to what other Koreans had said. He himself had lied to me 
and knows that my boss lied to him, from the very beginning. He had rung me up on my mobile, before the first time 
I was locked out, and told me that I was being charged with using the F word and behaving immorally in front of my 
students, and could be deported for that. He told me that I had to present myself to the police station within a few 
minutes. The police box was right near my apartment. 

He had raved on and on during the phone call, and I had actually given my mobile to some small school 
children to talk to him because he just damn well wouldn’t listen to me at all. When they gave the phone back to me 
after a few minutes he was still raving on and on. When I got to the police box An ouk souk arrived and wanted to 
take me back to the school. Oo then denied what he had told me, and ouk souk said nothing I could make out (she 
ran the school but spoke little English). The whole scam had been aimed at getting me to accept the loss of my sign 
on fee, and to accept the loss of the other conditions regarding accommodation specified in my contract. 

Later I found that this included the loss of all my paid holidays, and furnishings, and airfares. He never 
listens. I am sick and can’t eat. “Why don’t you have” something to eat. I have to be supplicant the whole time he 
raves on, as I have nowhere else to go, and want to see what he will do. He’s an old crazy desperate for an audience. 

So I played the part demanded of me. He just wanted to talk. He didn’t stop to really explain, he just had the 
need to rave on and show someone his stuff. 
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8 am 


We are close to the labor ministry, assuming I can find it. What if they stall? Do I have anything to prove 
now? If they do nothing now then it’s reasonable to assume that they are all corrupt, every last one of the officials, 
police, employers, recruiters, NBC reporters, everyone here. Oo said he had talked to the German Embassy, and they 
had asked me if I wanted someone to come to help me. I said that if the police and labor ministry are not fair and 
won't help me then that of course I do. He said that the German embassy had asked him to help me. Please guys, 
anyone out there, if a foreigner is having a problem in Korea, then demand to speak with that person. 

No sane person would trust a Korean to care about the interests of a foreigner. If you don’t demand to speak 
with the person directly then you are not doing your duty. Never trust what a Korean, especially a Korean official, 
tells you. Oo wants me to go now, which will mean I will have to wait at the labor ministry. Let’s Go. “I have to go!” 
We left at 8:20am. I had stalled. My socks are still wet. I had washed them the night before and left them on the 
warm patches on the floor to dry. 
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At the Labor Ministry Offices in Daejon, The 8th, , 8:30 am 


Oo says I can get my “packages” any time? So they have touched my things. No-one could use the apartment still, so 
what did they achieve? I asked who pays for me if I get deported. Oo smiled. The arsehole who locked me out is here. 
Oo says that the police want to help but don’t understand. Last night Oo told me that he is beginning to understand 
that I am not wrong, and will help me find a job in Daejon. He says that I can live with him if the new school doesn’t 
have an apartment, in his other sons’ room. He seems genuine, although the last thing I would want to do is live with 
this madman. 

He says the police just don’t understand. I think, what don’t they understand? Their own lawyers? Their 
own legal system? Basic human rights? Oo says that the case Nam Suk Hyun was investigating turned out to be 
fraud, that there was no kidnapping. Some Koreans had pretended to be kidnapped to get the ransom money for 
themselves. 

I remember that Oo had expected me to have a cold shower. I asked him how to turn on the hot water, and 
Then I'll have to turn on the boiler!” I was as sick as a dog, and he had for 


» 


he says, “oh, do you want a hot shower? 
some reason expected me to have a cold shower. Remember it was freezing cold outside. He said there was no more 
of that coffee at the store. 

Don’t waste time with people pretending to understand or trying to help. What bullshit. I am constantly 
promised help and get none. Don’t bother getting angry. It’s wasted on them. They are smug complacent pricks. Did 
the attorney really want to help? It was interesting at the police station to see people expressing an obvious hatred for 
cigarette smoke, opening the doors wide open and waving their arms to get the smoke out of their faces, but not 
saying anything, or complaining. No-one would dare say “please don’t smoke”. 
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8:55 am 


Na In Ha is there. The bastard who just disappeared the last time. He directs me-takes me, to a freezing cold, 
smoke stinking, waiting room. Nice, hey. I come back into the main office. It’s warmer and there’s no smoke. Now 
he’s looking at my contract, probably for the first time. After 2 weeks he hasn’t done anything. He doesn’t even 
understand English. There’s a box on the wall marked “descending lifeline”. He is looking at my untouched file. Oo 
said that the traditional culture in Korea is to settle employment problems between the employer and the employee. 
In other words the boss dictates. Would Oo help me again? To sleep, change my ticket, and to pack? 

There is no translator. Na Hin is on the phone. Ouk souk is probably not coming, I recall how Oo had asked 
me in the car about why I don’t work in Australia. Its past 9am. From where I stand, I either have no contract 
because I broke it myself, which I didn’t, and therefore I do, or I do have a contract and they have to enforce it. 
Which I do, so they do. What’s left to discuss? Do I need to have any doubts any more about how bad people are? 
Why do I bother giving people the chance only to prove the worst? It’s just a waste of time. It is of course a 
distraction and engagement, with some possible benefit, but. It’s cold in the office but they don’t open the blinds to 
let in the warm sunshine. 
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9:20 am 


Na In is apparently ringing, trying to contact the Director. I gave him the Directors mobile. I got it off the 
whiteboard the first time I was at the Yong un go chng police box. He’s calling it now. Will they act if they don’t 
come, don’t answer? Other workers in the office smile conspiratorially at Na In. I’m treated as a joke. He’s calling 
from a different phone. 
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9:25 am 


He has a file in Korean. There is no translator here. How can they proceed? The bitch that locked me out 
last night is here again. She looks pleased with herself. They have no compassion or sympathy for me at all. Do they 
think all foreigners are rich or something? She’s laughing and smiling and translating my notes concerning Korean 
Employment law. 

By pure chance I saw a book on Employment Law in English, and read it over the 10 or so hours they had 
left me waiting. The only problem is, as I only found out after being so excited and happy to have found out Korean 
employment law, is that it only applies to people who work for an employer with at least five employees. This is the 
written law, but it actually contradicts the constitution on which the labor laws are based. 

In this sense the labor laws explicitly contradict the spirit of the constitution. 

Of course the constitution and the laws were imposed on Korea by the American-United nations who had 
freed South Korea from the communist North. 

This is something a westerner should understand before they go to Korea. The Koreans have wonderful 
western democratic laws, but a Korean mentality which has not regard for them. So in practice, your contracts and 
rights, are valueless. I wonder what sort of experiences business people have had here. They are looking at my 
contract as if (who am I kidding) for the first time. They are still laughing and joking. They call the ELC number 
and I tell them that no-one will be there until after 1pm. I tell the Korean girl she is beautiful. A few minutes later 
she asks me if I have had breakfast. I ask for, and get, a cup of coffee. 

She doesn’t appreciate my situation. I ask her if the Labor Ministry have any power. Apparently the Director 
is in the shower. Nice. I have been waiting 90 minutes and they are just getting out of bed. They drink little paper 
cups only half full with very strong coffee. I fill the rest of the cup up with hot water. They ask me to wait in the 
waiting room, but I say it’s too cold there and full of smoke. She asks if I am allowed-I am apparently-to wait at the 
conference table at the side of the office. 

She is lovely. She seemed genuinely hurt when I implied she must be dumb, or not understand English. 
Maybe she is not laughing at me, but at the situation, which for me is bad, but for an outsider could seem comic. 
Some of her behaviours could be explained by misunderstanding or non-comprehension of my situation, and the 
belief of lies that may have been told about me. Unfortunately it is also typical of humans to not look at the available 
facts and interrogate them. 

There’s always the illusion that things might be o.k. Is this a lesson? Life will never be o.k. I’m just kidding 
myself? I can appreciate that. She even pulled out a chair for me, and explained some Korean terms from my 
contract. They had translated my complaint. 

I consider that Oo might be a little mad. He might even possibly be a genius. I would like to see actual 
sentences and phrases, using his alphabet, but Oo never actually explained anything. Maybe he knows it’s a failure, 
but can’t face letting go, so avoids confronting the final analysis. 


134 


9.30 am 


I have been wearing the same clothing and have not been allowed to get my money or things from my 
apartment for 8 days. I worked from the 18th to the 31st, which is 13 days for which I have not been paid. On top of 
that they took out 500,000Won from my last salary, so in effect I am owed at least 1.5 Million Won, not to mention 
two months’ pay for the 2months advance notice in writing they have to give me, according to my contract. 

They have not shown any grounds at all for their behaviour. I assume they merely found a cheaper teacher. I 
gave Ouk Souk two weeks written notice of my intention to take one day’s holiday, and she merely wrote “no”. They 
managed to get me to miss the labor office appointment by leaving me in Taegu, and not letting me go until it was 
too late to get back in time. I write this down for the ‘investigator’. He shows no interest at all. I have be homeless 


now since October 31. 
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10:35 am 


There’s no sign of anyone here. I am all alone in the office. 
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10:35 am 


So the Director can turn up as and when he pleases. If he doesn’t, then what? 
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10:40 am 


I think the guy on the phone is talking about my apartment and eviction. Maybe. 
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ll am 


I stink of cigarettes. Or is it just this room? The Director’s 2 hours late now. What is their plan? Oo said that 
Korean civil law is still behind the west. I tell him I know more about Korean law than about Australian law, which 
is true. The Korean laws are fine, only the police and immigration, and every government official I have dealt with, 
and every employer and recruiter, are corrupt. 
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11:20 am 


I think he was talking to someone about my visa and October. 12 a.m. They’re 3 hours late. They knew the 
date and time. They have a car and phone and money. How dare they wait until the ELC opens, after keeping me 
here waiting since 9 a.m. But anyway, it’s probably a game. They’re just trying to wear me out. Or I’m simply 
irrelevant and they don’t care either way. I’m here, they pretend to be nice, and they leave me waiting all day and 
night. They will go home, and leave me? How dare people use the word investigation when they do nothing. I am 
always expected to wait forever with not action. 
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12:25 am 


I hear laughing again. 3.5 hours and nothing. Will they say Oh, she’s busy, and couldn’t come? I should have 
listened the first time and believed them that they wouldn’t help. They’re playing sport outside, a cross between 
soccer and volleyball. There’s only one guy here, on the PC. Soon he'll go. 
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12:40 am 


I'm taken downstairs to lunch in the cafeteria. Nice. Offered coffee. They'll say, sorry, but we can’t help you, 
or we're investigating, or waiting to speak to the Director, we'll make a new meeting for, whatever. Oo had admitted 
that some Korean Directors do take advantage of their teachers. They are playing in business shoes and suits. It’s 
good to watch. I found a book titled labor in Korea, in the bookshelf. I open the cabinet and take it out. Found some 
important constitutional rights. Let’s see if I can get ‘legal relief? I go over to the window to find some warmth from 
the sun. After lunch they didn’t seem to be malicious anymore, so I risked walking across the office to get some more 
sun. It’s 1:35pm now, and still no sign of the Director or any decision from In Ha. 
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2:05 pm 


I gave Na In Ha my formal request stating the exact articles and acts which cover my situation. He sort of 
read it before photocopying it. 

When I gave him the copy he snatched it from my hand with a sort of rude look on his face. According to 
the labor laws I will have to get a minimum of 70% of my wages until I am formally discharged, and then a month’s 
severance pay, in my case 2million won. Bummer! The school has less than 5 workers, so the Labor Standards Act 
doesn’t apply. (in 1993) Oh, well, it was at least a distraction. 

This is typical of my experience. All hope is false. Is the bus driver an employee? Is An ouk souk, the assistant 
director? Then there’s Melissa and Julia, and me. Oh well, it looks like m done for. They can’t be genuine if they 
leave me waiting 4.5 hours. So never work for a school in Korea with less than 5 employees. Cambridge only had 
four too. But this means that the Labor Standards Act breaches the intention of the Constitution. I go over to the 
sunshine again, and get more than just sunshine. The Director is waiting in the car park, apparently going upstairs. 
He’s 4.5 hours late. 
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2:37 pm 


The goons are here, Charles, the Director-beast, and the Human Resource Bank manager. The beast has a 
camera again. He just took another photo. He’s fucking stark raving mad. I’m scared and nervous. I feel the reaction 
in my stomach, arms, and my heart rate. I am scared of them, physically. They’re so confident. The police and 
immigration have emboldened them. They’re talking really fast as if they are happy, prepared, and confident. I want 
to go to the toilet but won’t risk having them follow me. They sound cheerful. 

Where is the interpreter Na In Ha keeps promising? Have to stop my hands from trembling. If they know 
that I am scared they would be even more emboldened. I want to see if the Korean version of my contract is accurate. 
An ouk souk is not here. She is my boss. She signed the contract. I have a contractual agreement with her, and no- 
one else. Charles makes the smart comment “hey, there’s the big guy”. The Director always makes sounds like Er er 
er er er er oer oer oer oer over and over again. He has a triple chin, and his chin is drawn in and quivering. Theyre 
laughing, joking, jovial. This is good fun for them. Why is the Director allowed to bring his mates? Why is my actual 
employer not here? 
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3:05 pm 


I went to the toilet, sitting in the cubicle. Someone knocked on the door, then put their foot under it. They 
banged hard on the toilet door. Markus, Markus, Markus. I was lucky it was only Na In Ha. But why was he banging 
on the door so aggressively? The look on his face and his whole attitude and behaviour indicate that he is not 
independent, as he is supposed to be. The person against whom I filed a complaint, and whom he is supposed to be 
investigating, is not here. Charles came over and spoke very rudely in Korean to me. He seemed very pleased with 
himself. I didn’t even look at him. 
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3:10 pm 


I ask Oo if he can bring me to the apartment to get my stuff, and if I can stay with him for a few days. I can’t 
see anything good coming from the labor ministry. Now the Director is talking about Ya’tap again. Aren’t they 
going to do anything? They’re just playing. Well, that’s how it is here. I have to accept the facts. But I am interested 
what possible connection other schools could possibly have with my contract with this one. I haven’t broken any 
contract, and have done absolutely nothing I wouldn’t happily tell anyone about. 

Now they’re on about Cambridge, in Kumi. I wait 5 hours, 3 weeks, and on an on, just to experience another 
farce. But now I know for sure that there is no natural justice, probably anywhere. Charles and his boss must have 
left just after me. I will stay here until Oo picks me up. There is no-one here to interpret. Why am I here? Surely they 
can’t expect me to let Charles interpret. The people here are either stupid, incompetent, and-or colluding in spirit 


and-or deed. 
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3:20 pm 


Why did Na In Ha care if Pd left, in that he came looking for me in the toilets, and was angry? Why am I 
here? My employer, who I filed the complaint against, is not here. There is no interpreter. The law is clear. I have the 
contracts. Why are they bothering with this masquerade? Do they think I am stupid? Are they doing this to claim 
that they have officially done their job? They were nice to me, but no-one spoke English, so why was I here? Three 
talking at once. How dare Charles approach me after I have lodged a formal complaint against him with the police, 
and while he is supposedly being investigated! But he knows that they won’t investigate him, he’s Korean. 
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3:25 pm 


Another guy from the Human Resource Bank in Daejon has turned up. How dare the Human Resource 
Bank manager have the hide to talk to me. He tells me that we have another appointment for tomorrow, at 3pm. 

What the fuck is going on? I wait 5 hours. They come and stay 30minutes then tell me to come back again 
tomorrow. Charles, his boss, and the other guy from the Human Resource Bank, circle me menacingly, even though 
I moved over here to this chair to avoid their intimidations and threats. They shouldn’t be allowed to intimidate me 
like this. I moved, and Na In Ha got them to leave me alone. I get mean looks because I sat in one of the chairs in the 
office. I say that I didn’t send my wife to solve my problems, so what is An ouk souk’s husband doing here solving 
hers? I said that under Korean law, the Director of Cambridge in Kumi city, Oo Key One, owes me a month’s 
severance pay. 

The Human Resource Bank manager decides to change his mask again, from angry to friendly, and comes 
over. He asks me what I want. I tell him I what justice. I want the labor laws to be enforced. I showed him the book. 

He said he knew the labor law. Bullshit. He was clueless. I tell him that, he is an arsehole, using the word in 
the technical sense. I ask him if he would like someone to treat his own children the way they have been treating me. 
Task him what is the point of all this. Why all this drama over a simple contract dispute? 
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4:55 pm 


I ask the girl to translate for me, to tell the inspector that if my Boss sends her husband today, then I will 
send my mother tomorrow. 
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4:20 pm 


The Director went apeshit, frothing at the mouth, stamping his fists, waving his arms, abusing me, violently 
jabbing me. He is out of his head. They were laughing at him. I asked for 50, 000 won for a motel. I said that’s 
10,000won for each picture he took of me. He thought I had asked for airfare. Now I find out the appointment is 
for 10am. The other goon had said 3pm. Was he trying to trick me? Na in Ha said he would make a decision. The 
Director had totally lost it. The girl and Na In Ha told me to sit down. They actually looked worried. They weren’t 
laughing anymore. 

The Director, and ouk souk, always make dry retching sounds before they start to talk. He told them that I 
smash everything. He is a great actor. Maybe they'll smash up my apartment and say it was me. The girl sweetly asked 
me “please, come back tomorrow”. I ask about tonight. They don’t seem to care about me being homeless, or about 
my problems, or the danger I am in. She wouldn’t ask him a question for me. They don’t want him to lose it again! 
Why won’t he pay me 50, 000 won. I won’t leave this building tonight unless Oo helps me. I asked them to visit the 
school, the apartment, and check my claims. Ouk Souk “absent”. This is ridiculous. They told me to sit down. I said 
that I had been here almost 8 hours, and Na In Ha has not talked to me at all. 
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4:45 pm 


She’s translating one of my notes. 
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5 pm 

Na In Ha won’t listen to me. Why the fuck did I come? 8 hours, and I have done nothing. I showed him the 
labor law book. He won’t look at anything I give him to read. The girl says he will decide tomorrow. Decide what, 
and how? She just walked away from me. He had seen how aggressive they are to me. He doesn’t give a damn. I 
realise now that giving me lunch is just a cultural ritual. They do not care at all about me. He had never once 
approached me to talk, to ask questions, or to clarify anything. 

The ministry should be open all night, so I will just stay here. If no-one helps me now, then they will have 
proven that they are all conspiring together. The bastards don’t want to do their jobs, or do the right thing. No-on 
will be here tomorrow and nothing will happen. They tell me to come, to go, and lock me out. 8 hours and they’ve 
done nothing. They won’t go the school or anything, so they can’t comment on anything, and have to assume that I 
am innocent. 

But what will Na In Ha do? Someone tried to come in the side door here, where I am sitting at the 
conference table, so I lock it to prevent a sneak attack, in case they steal these notes. If Oo won’t help then I will have 
to stay here, or downstairs, but I certainly won’t leave this building. It’s too cold and I have nowhere to go. I don’t 
want to have to walk back here in the morning. 
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5:10 pm 


Call Oo? He’s fucking mad, talking to Na In Ha now, who’s laughing. Oo says another of these famous 
Korean Fatuities “Why don’t you go back to your apartment?” Is he mad? He’s fucking mad. “Don’t you have any 
packages in your apartment?” “Why don’t you call your Director?” I had told him everything. He knows everything. 
Hours of talking. Pm put back on the phone to Oo. First he says to go to his home and wait. He says he’ll be home 
late, so his son can let me in. He wouldn’t give me his home phone number. 

First he says I should just wait for his son, and then he says “You should go to your apartment”. “I don’t have 
the key”, I say. Of course he fucking knows everything, he has been in on it from the very beginning, and has more 
responsibility for what has happened than anyone, in that he conspired with An ouk souk and emboldened them all. 
“You don’t have the key?” “Why don’t you get the key from your Director?”. I ponder how they manage to say such 
fatuous things to me, how they can act so naive and innocent. 

They are maddening. Are they specially trained? This is really Pythonesque. “He won’t give it to me”, I 
answer. I can’t say anything else, he is my only possible help at the moment. It’s no point getting excited at his game 
playing and inane stupidity and pretense. “Won't he give it to you?” What can I say, he is either stark raving mad or 
trying to provoke me, or as arrogant as he is, to drive me crazy. Nam Suk Hyun asks me for my passport. Then Oo 
says “tomorrow you'd better meet with your embassy”. Like I haven’t been demanding that for days now! They're all 
stark raving. I have Oo’s phone number. I won’t leave until someone answers, otherwise I could be waiting for ages 
outside, and maybe Oo has told the goons where I will be. 486 3270. 101 308. 

Then Oo asks “Why don’t you use your cell phone?” Because it’s fucking locked up in my apartment, like I 
have told you so many times and like you don’t know, I think, but don’t dare say!. I simply calmly respond that I 
don’t have it, and don’t let myself get excited. “Why don’t you have it?”, he asks. I simply respond calmly that it’s in 
my apartment, though of course I could scream! 

Task Na In Ha why no interpreter is here today. Na In Ha claims that he can only deal with the money side 
of things, that he has no say about accommodation. Bullshit. The accommodation is as much a condition of 
employment, a form or compensation, as wages are. I tell the girl how strange her behaviour is. She admitted by 
default, it seems, even smiling conspiratorially, when I say that they are playing with me. 

I told her and Na In Ha that no interpreter has ever been here, that he talks to others for hours, but never to 
me. I appear totally irrelevant to them. In 9 hours he didn’t even read my brief notes. He kept saying that I have to 
sue for damages. Bullshit. I said he has to charge the employer for their employment violations, their violation of the 
labor law, which it is his job to enforce. The girl says that it his duty to protect employees. What a fucking joke. 
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9:31 pm 

Oo’s son has gone off with his girlfriend. I washed my clothes in the machine first, and then again by hand. I 
hope they somehow dry. I have had only these clothes for the past 2 weeks. Last night Oo had asked me why I hadn’t 
paid to fix the taps and plumbing in my apartment, which were broken before I moved in. He asks lots of other really 
unreasonably stupid questions, especially given that I had been so sick, and anyone could hear how much effort and 
pain it took for me to talk at all, and would have recognised how exhausted I was. I have so many aches and pains and 
rashes. It’s really chill outside, like super chilled air in a freezer. 

Is this what people mean when they say that Asians are inscrutable? Oo conspires against me, but lets me 
actually sleep in his house? I think it is simple, like with the confusing practice of denying me justice but feeding me. 
It is extremely important for them to make a good impression, to pretend that Koreans are nice people. This is, after 
all, 2001, Visit Korea Year. How would they normally respond, I wonder. They are not at all really concerned about 
me, only about impressions. 
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Thursday November 9, 11:23 am 


Last night-morning, Oo had tried to convince me not to take any actions against the Director or the school. 
I am coughing and sneezing. The son and his girlfriend had bought me a little Tigger doll, which is really cool. Oo 
offered to find me a job, yeh, and cash in on the situation he helped engineer, a cool thousand US dollars 
recruitment fee. My clothing is dry. I had put it on the floor, over the hot spots. Korean apartments have the heating 
in the floor. I check the internet, and see that two friends have responded, and called the embassy for me. 

I check an internet site. One of the ads says that they started their agency in response to all the horror stories 
they have heard from English teachers working in Korea. A friend in Australia tells me that the Federal police there 
and the media have no interest in my story. Oo wants me to apply for a job at the Mormon school. He even says that 
if they don’t have any accommodation for me, that I can live with him and his son. Oo says “God will punish the 
ELC”. He says it is not for us to. God will punish them! That sort of takes a load of responsibility from the police 
and labor ministry! 

He asks me how much money I got paid, and how long I had worked for the ELC. 

I wonder why Na In Ha had banged on the toilet door, worrying about whether I had gone, when the whole 
day he did nothing, and then simply told me to go. Why did they want to keep me there all day? Did Charles and his 
goons run after me after I had left? Was Na In Ha worried that they were going to attack me? 

Oo speaks in monologues. I learned that anything I add to his speeches is irrelevant. I remember the first 
time he spoke at me on the mobile, and I had given the phone to some children on the street to talk to him for a few 
minutes, and when I got the phone back he had still been raving on. Oo tells me that ”the ELC and the Director, are 
bad people”. I asked him what will happen if my stuff has been damaged or stolen. He doesn’t respond. He merely 
continues his monologue. 
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12:10 am 


I am watching a really entertaining movie on Oos big-wide screen cable TV. The labor Ministry call and ask 
me why I am not there. I didn’t bother going on time, given that every time I have been there they have done 
nothing but waste my time, and the film was really good. I figure they will call me if and when An Ouk Souk turns 
up. They call. I ask whether the Director is there. Pm not going to wait all day again for them to arrive. I say I will be 
there in 10 minutes. I am really nervous and scared. Will the goons be waiting for me? What will happen? They have 
kept me waiting weeks, and totally fucked me around. How dare they act so sanctimonious and self-righteous, 
calling me and asking why I was not there? I got to watch ‘Futurama’ this morning on cable. Cool. 
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12:15 am 


O.K. Lets go. I decide to leave my notes in the drawer in the room I had slept in, for safe keeping. 
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Back at the Ministry of Labor 


I realise now that my things were never in the apartment. Where will they be, and how will they be packed? 
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12:30 am 


I arrive at the Labor Ministry. Na In Ha is at “lunchy”. Today it’s warm in here, or am I just healthier? I will 
wait until 1pm. and then go. I am not waiting all day again, and again, and again. An ouk souk was apparently here, 
but left after waiting 30minutes. I have waited whole days for her, but she can go after 30minutes. She’s not here. 
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12:35 am 


Na In Ha is back. He walks off, smiling, obviously amused and happy with himself, or is it a conspiratorial 
smile? I will wait no more than 90 minutes. My case is so simple. Was An ouk souk actually here? They apparently 
went to lunch, and will be back at 1:30pm. They could have told me to come until 1:30 pm on the phone. They are 
playing with me. They have absolutely no respect. 
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12:50 pm 


Out of the wind the sun is strong and warm. 
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1:20 pm 


The men play soccer-volleyball during ‘lunchy’, and the females play shuttle cock. They do not play together. 
When the wind dies down and the sun is out, it is actually hot again. I sit in the park. I consider that there is lots of 
vacant space in Korea, and that townhouses cover much more land than the 25 story apartment blocks do. They 
could therefore keep doubling their population. But whether that land is suitably stable for apartment blocks? 

Oo told me that his apartment was standard for Korea, but I doubt it. It was very big, and in the center of all 
the nice new modern government complexes. Oo says I can cook noodles or make coffee whenever I want to. His 
English is terrible, and he may be really thick, but maybe his heart is good. He has lied to me at least twice, and I have 
forgiven him twice. I originally tried to file charges against him, but didn’t, after Nam Suk Hyun told me that Oo 
had just made a mistake, and felt bad now. I didn’t want to do anything to hurt anyone. I just wanted the truth. Oo 
had admitted to Nam Suk Hyun that he had lied to me. Maybe Oo now understands my situation, and believes me. 
Maybe he realises that An Ouk Souk had lied to him, or tried to use him. Maybe he just wants to cash in on a 
headhunters fee for recruiting me for another school. Maybe he wants to improve his English. Maybe he will kick me 
out. 

The trees, from above, are incredibly beautiful crimson sunbursts, like fire burning from green to crimson. 
The trees are all young, and have been planted along all the streets in town. The other, older, oaks, are yellow, and 
not so beautiful. But together, the trees create a lovely perspective when you look down the street. 

I email one guy on the internet about a possible job. Mr Oo says I can use the internet to look for a new job, 
so I do. The guy is Australian, and eloquently describes how he managed to find a teacher for his school, and the 
owners were very happy, until they asked for a picture and discovered that he was black, and then refused. Sort of 
ironic, Asians being racist against black skinned people! Typical hypocrisy I suppose. 

Another agency reflected my views on Korea, stating clearly that teachers must demand very specific and 
detailed contracts, because School Directors are Bastards in Korea, and treat their teachers horrifically. I wonder 
why, after spending thousands of dollars on recruiters, and having so much trouble finding teachers, they don’t just 
treat them fairly and reasonably. What is it about Hagwon Directors? 
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In the Labor Ministry building in Daejon, 1:15 pm 


Oo and the Director-beast are upstairs. There are loud demonstrations going on somewhere near here, but I 
can’t see any people, just hear them. The sun is lovely. It is just a little too warm. At least it is good for my cough and 
congestion. Oo is not friendly to me. I showed him the Tigger his son had bought me. So it’s a plot? Oo had been 
helping them to get me to accept being blackmailed, and not to insist on anything being investigated. His promises 
of help were probably also lies. Na In Ha motions for me to sit next to the beast-director. He must be fucking mad. I 
heard the word ‘Interpol’. Will Nam Suk Hyun harass me? Na In Ha is looking at the screen. The beast always 
makes the same guttural sounds before he says anything. 

Charles’s Boss, from the Human Resource Bank, is here. Why? No-one has asked me anything yet. Why are 
we all here? This is a simple dispute. Anything that is not hard proof should be irrelevant. Na In Ha has investigated 
nothing. He has not asked Julia or Melissa anything. I can’t defend myself. What is Oo doing here? Trying to save 
face? Charles and his boss are laughing. Oo says that I lied to him. “Why didn’t you give the director your passport?” 

This is high idiocy. He tells me that the police in Taegu gave me 100,000won. That’s not true. Oo wouldn’t 
give me back the card with the schools phone number. He only has to ask Julia and Melissa and they would tell him I 
did give them my passport twice, and the Director did nothing with it. It is against Australian law to let someone 
have your passport. Oo tells me that I am lying. 

Oo is playing his idiot game. Somehow now by asserting something about me he knows is not true he feels 
he can absolve himself of responsibility. If he really thinks he can reconcile his behaviour with his religious beliefs, 
which he constantly emphasizes, then he is a fucking deluded lunatic. Which he is. Na In Ha says he won’t 
investigate. Oo says he “can’t help me any longer”. 

I have been set up. They are all laughing. I feel stupid that I left my notes at Oo’s, for ‘safe keeping’. Charles 
and the goons threaten me again. No-one does anything. Charles grabbed me, pushed me, and ripped my jacket 
trying to force me away from behind the desk where I had sought refuge from the threats of the beast, Charles, and 
his boss. I young guy luckily stopped Charles from attacking me further. Na In Ha is trying to push me out too. No- 
one would call the police. 

Charles swears “you motherfucker” at me. The beast keeps shadow boxing saying “one on one”. He wants to 
fight me. Fucking lunatic. Just me against him, the police, immigration, the labor ministry, Charles, His Boss, and all 
of fucking South Korea. Anyway, he is too ugly, you never fight someone so ugly. They have nothing to lose! None 
of the office staff sitting around will help. They’re all laughing. Oo fucking set me up, the prick. One of the workers 
here angrily tells me to “go”. How can I get help? How do I manage to get out of here without being injured? They 
won't let me call the police, or anyone. They are apparently planning something nasty for me. Every-one is in on it. 
It’s 1:45pm. I don’t have my plane ticket or my German Passport or Personalausweiss. How can I fly to Germany? 
Na In Ha is talking on the phone. 

This is really dangerous. Maybe he is calling security to evict me. What then? This is becoming a real 
nightmare. How can I escape? How could these people be so fucking mad as to expect me to go back to the school 
with them? It is ineffable to me, that they could even think to say such a fatuous thing to me after everything. They 
are totally fucked in the head. 
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2:30 pm 


I pick up the phone and call. The Australian I get on the phone is talking to the mayor of Ipswich? He 
believes me that I am in serious trouble, and he is trying to get someone to respond. Did someone actually say “sorry, 
we can’t help now”? A guy comes over and violently rips the phone out. An older woman in the office is shouting at 
me. Why won’t anyone help? The guy tries to grab me and pull me out. Why? On the phone they said that they will 
call back. Will they? They are all still laughing. If no-one comes I am really in trouble. What is their motivation? 
Hate? We saved them from the communists! 

I put the phone back together again, and call everyone whose number I have, including the Bank manager, 
and Mi Youn Shin. They say they can’t help me now. Bullshit. They could simply call a taxi for me to pick me up. Mi 
Youn Shin put some other people on the phone, some Koreans. Why didn’t she help? 

This is such a bad dream. The worst possible scenario is coming true. I have to stay here. This is the only 
contact point I have, if anyone does try to help me. If anyone comes! Why does the middle aged office worker here 
hate me? I need to contact Oo’s son, to get him to bring my notes to me here. It was a bad choice, to leave them with 
Oo, for safe-keeping. But then I could never have expected Oo to be such a backstabbing prick. It seems unbelievable 
that he could be so two faced. His son will be home at 3pm. I hope he is home, and does help me. 

Na In Ha lies on the phone about me again. What a lying prick. The police will probably come and make 
everything even worse. People here are smiling and laughing. 

What is it that they believe about me here? Na In Ha has done nothing at all. Did he call the police? They 
must all be in this together. But why? There is a loud demonstration outside, some union demonstrating about their 
conditions. As long as the young women are still in the office I should be 

o.k. I told Jung Soo Young that they are evil, and that Korea is the most evil place I have ever been. She does 
know. This is a full scale conspiracy. If no-one comes to help? Will I survive to write up these notes? The last person 
I was talking to on the phone must have heard how they pulled the handset out of the phone. Will they realise that it 
is serious? 

The demonstrators are right outside the building now. I need to get to somewhere safe, but how? Will the 
goons be waiting at the train station for me? Will a taxi come if I call? What number? Someone is trying the side 
door again. Some smiling guy arrives, and they all shake hands with one another. Julia and Melissa suck. 

They wouldn’t let me use the phone. Lucky I found this one in the corner, and at least got a chance to call 
anybody that could or might help me. How long would I have to wait for a taxi? Are the goons waiting outside? 
Anyone else? Of course the Korean on the phone wouldn’t help. Koreans are evil. 

Has anyone called here about me? If Na In Ha lies and tells them that I have left, will they believe him? No- 
one up to now has asked to speak to me, they have merely talked to the Koreans involved. This is not how I want to 
die! It’s not even worth being injured for. The Guy who had stopped Charles from attacking me further won’t help. 
Oo is mad! Someone will call this phone, and someone here will just lie. They’re evil. This is how wars, terrorism, 
and hate grow. Again they tell me to go home. They know I have no home. 

The Director is mad. He expects me to go to the school with him to pick up my things. Charles got really 
aggressive, grabbing me so forcefully that he ripped my nylon jacket. Lucky it is slippery nylon so he couldn’t really 
get a good grip. If no-one comes then I will have to escape through the kitchen window downstairs, and hope no-one 
realises and follows me. I will try to stop a taxi, if I am lucky. 
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3:25 pm 


Soon the young female workers will leave. They will call, and Charles and his goons will come back. Not one 
Korean, outside of the Professor of Tourism at Kumi City, has really helped me, or will help. The embassy had asked 
for so many details. They didn’t seem to be interested in me as a person, just protocol. 

At any moment someone could have grabbed the phone from my hand and I would not have had a chance to 
tell them where I was. It was really frustrating knowing any minute the line would go dead, and the Embassy officials 
were wasting the precious opportunity asking for irrelevant details. 

How dare they leave me in the end with a Korean on the phone? Will the Australian Guy I spoke to help? 
He seemed genuine, and seemed to comprehend the danger I am in. He is the only one who had any sense of the 
urgency of the matter, of the potential danger I was in. But he had been replaced on the phone by a Korean woman, 
who displayed the typical Korean response. The phone I have been using rang, but someone else picked it up before I 
could. If it was for me, then they are being lied to. 

All my notes for my other book and music are in the apartment. I’m sure the phone call was for me. If 
anyone who calls does not insist on speaking to me, then they are either stupid, naive, or not genuine. I can’t risk 
running over and speaking. Lucky I was organised, or I would have had no chance. Lucky I had that list of phone 
numbers. I still don’t know, and I’m not confident, whether anyone will actually help. If I do get out, will anyone 
publish my story? 

Will Koreans in other countries attack or threaten me? The Embassy had asked me for my next of kin! Shit! 
Who to send the body to! Pm running out of water, but I can’t risk moving from her to the water cooler. I have 
absolutely no idea what to do. Charles had attacked me and only one person had stopped him. I couldn’t do 
anything, as anything I did would backfire on me. It’s not worth going to jail for, and they'd love an excuse to beat 
me up. 

I can’t risk going to the toilet. The Koreans here would lock me out, and no one would help me, and the 
three men here, though hardly what one could call men, rather thugs and liars, would be able to get away with 
anything. They know it. The Australian had mentioned the mayor of Ipswich! 

Why wouldn’t Mi Youn Shin help me? She had witnessed the police lying to her. Is she worried about her 
own safety? I couldn’t blame her. I have experienced myself how totally corrupt the officials and police here are. Oo 
had said that he would speak to the embassy. Why wouldn’t they let me call the embassy from here? The Director 
wanted to fight me, “one on one” he said. Yeh, me one, against the Director-beast, Charles, his boss, the beast- 
director himself, and the whole of Korea. What brave little thugs they are. Charlie said “I never lose”. Of course not. 
He knows how corrupt his police and immigration and Labor Ministry are. So it has obviously happened before, 
that is why he was always so confident. 

I offered to leave 3 days ago, but they wouldn’t give me my things. Why not? What do they have planned for 
me? The embassy will be closed tomorrow. I wonder what international agreements are in place. Was it worth being 
assertive and trying to get some justice? First I have to see the outcome. “This is not your home”, they tell me. How 
true. It’s almost 4pm. I called at 2pm. They are laughing again. Try to be calm. If I fight it will be worse. I can’t 
possibly win. 

I feel totally helpless. I am crouching on the floor, behind one of the office desks, pretending to be thinking, 
to be making notes and plans, when I am totally at a loss as to what I can possibly do. I can’t let them see that. It 
would embolden them. I will only fight trying to escape. The embassy know about me already. Soon it will become 
even more dangerous, as the office workers are leaving. I couldn’t risk going to the toilet, so I piss in one of the water 
bottles I have in my bag, as I crouch behind the table. 

Do I have any chance of getting my notes back? They told Oo that I wouldn’t give them my passport, so that 
they couldn’t get a visa for me. Oo asks me “Why wouldn’t you give them your passport?”. I tell him that Julia and 
Melissa both witnessed me giving An Ouk Souk my passport. 
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I had made a point of drawing their attention to the fact that I was giving her my passport, in case I didn’t 
get it back, and because she had claimed before that I wouldn’t give it to her, when in fact she had it for over a week 
with all my other documents, and I had asked for them back, as she had no right to keep them. Oo was not the 
slightest bit interested. I got the business card from the school out, so he could call Melissa and Julia now, to verify 
what I had told him. He grabbed the card out of my hand, and gave it to An Ouk Souk. 

Now it was 100% clear that he was colluding with them all along. He just used any pretense to pretend that 
he had believed me, but now An Ouk Souk had ‘proved’ I was lying to him. His little act was so transparent, like all 
of their games, that I wonder how arrogant they are to think I am so stupid, that anyone could be so stupid. He’s evil. 
The little mad Christian hypocrite. Like Oo Key One in Kumi. Why do they bother going to church, and talking 
about god, and love. I called the attorney’s number, and swear that it was Hyun Joon Lee, though he pretended to be 
someone else, and told me that Mr Lee was not there. 

I called the bank manager, whose card I happen to have. He was nice when I had talked to him at the bank. 
He agreed that my situation sounded dangerous, but wouldn’t help me. He has called back. They’re talking and 
laughing. He told me that he may finish work at 7pm, but didn’t know for sure when he would be free. I tell him 
that I am in real danger, and he agreed. But he wouldn’t send a taxi to pick me up. So not one Korean will help. I 
remember how Oo had referred to Ghandi, and that Ghandi had gotten his ideas from another guy, the guy who had 
supposedly described Korea as “the light of the world”. 

Charles called me a “motherfucker”. He says something to someone about a “visa”. Why do Koreans waste 
so much time talking about me, and never to me? Of course I am not referring to the ones who don’t understand 
English, but all those who do, and have been involved in my story. Na In Ha won’t let me use the phone. What does 
‘Honju’ mean? I have run out of paper. Na In Ha is talking to someone again about “Visa”, and laughing. Why are 
people just talking to other people here, and not coming to help me? 
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6 pm 

Thank Godot the Australian Embassy are sending a car to pick me up. I hope this is true! They let me make 
coffee. The angry young man comes over to see what I am doing. I am writing. I hope they don’t steal my notes from 
me. Luckily Oos son answered the phone when I called, and brought the notes over to me. Lucky at least one Korean 
I have met here is honest and genuine. He told me that he didn’t like or trust the officials in Daejon either. I give 
him my email address. On the phone the embassy had asked me why I had not done what they had told me the first 
time I spoke with them, which I remember was to just leave. 

I didn’t have my ticket, any clothing, or any of my possessions. The police had promised to help me, and I 
had had no reason to doubt that the labor ministry would investigate my claims. I had no idea how corrupt Korean 
officials are, or how criminal their police are. The embassy should have warned me. In fact, the embassy should warn 
all Australians not to go to Korea to work, and to warn them of the corruption they would experience if they ever 
got into a conflict with a Korean. 

The embassy had also told me that they couldn’t help. I ask Na In Ha for an official investigation report and 
judgment, and for a copy of my original complaint. He did nothing. Further, he had nothing from the school in 
writing at all. I have never been given a formal notice of termination. They will just claim that ‘officially’, I broke the 
contract, and just left. 

I really hope that the embassy car is really coming, and this is not some trick. Not one Korean has actually 
helped me, and no-one here I have called takes me seriously or will help me. If the Embassy car does not come then I 
am done for. I will make sure to check the driver’s credentials, and stay calm. 

I remember the first time the police took me to some sort of police headquarters and left me there, telling me 
that the police there would sort out my problem. After lots of waiting and confusion I was driven in a police car to 
the Labor office in Daejon. The police just left me there. I had had no idea of where I was or how I would get back to 
my apartment. Initially no one from the Labor office would help me at all. I insisted, and eventually they got 
someone to translate for me. 
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7:45 pm 


They pulled the phone line out of the phone while I was talking to my mother, through Canberra. They 
were really angry at me. I told them the phone call cost them nothing. But that is not what they are worried about. 

My brother in Sydney told me that the Australian Federal Police had been convinced by the Korean Police 
that I needed psychiatric treatment. He says that they asked for my mother to send them 100 dollars a day to pay to 
have me locked up in a psychiatric hospital. My brother says to be careful that they take me to a hotel, and not to a 
hospital. If they can claim that I am crazy, then no-one will have to investigate my claims of conspiracy, collusion, 
and criminal behaviour. If the car doesn’t come, then I will have to somehow get to the train, and to the airport, and 
get a new ticket issued. Was Oo coming? Hopefully he brings all my stuff. 

One of the office workers had tried to grab my list of telephone numbers out of my hand. It’s lucky I had all 
the phone numbers written down. I just have to pray that the embassy car does come, and that my mother and 
brother were overexcited and had exaggerated the story about the psychiatric hospital. 
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8 Pm 


The water in the water cooler tastes strange. I hope it’s not just tap water. If my brother is right, then who 
knows what they may have put in the water. I go to the toilet, and Na In Ha tells me to leave my bag. Why? 
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In the YMCA hotel in Seoul, November 10, 2001, 9 pm 


This is the crappiest room I have ever had in Korea, and the most expensive, although apparently the cheapest in the 
city. If ever you come to Seoul, get on a train for a few dollars and travel out of the city. The motels are heaps cheaper 
and much better. They have no toothbrush even. Not even a water bubbler. The drinks in the bar fridge are covered 
in dust. The heater didn’t work in the night. During the day I couldn’t turn it off, it had no control, and the room 
was stinking hot. 

At night I froze. I hope they don’t charge for the drinks in the fridge. In the morning I found a bubbler 
outside in the hall. The water pressure was so low it was almost impossible to use. I write a list of all the things they 
stole from me. 

They stole my Alesis SR16 16bit Drum computer, my Braun shaver, my guitar tuner, my brand new Nokia 
Mobile phone (which will be useless to them as it operates on a different system to that in Korea), my battery 
charger and batteries, and the notes I had been writing for various projects. They have stolen lots of things of value 
to me, like a silver ring of great sentimental value, and my favourite spoon, all my pens and materials, and all my 
toiletries. 

I recall the night before, when the car had picked me up. Earlier someone had delivered some of my things, 
and I had to pack them. The embassy had told me that the driver would take me to the school to pick my things up. 
They had stated clearly that I was to stay in the car, which the driver would pick my things up from the school. 
When the car got here, Na In Ha came with us to show the driver the way. The Director was there, and the driver 
told me I had to go into the school to identify my things. I told him that the embassy had explicitly told me to stay in 
the car. The driver would not give in. He and Na In Ha told me I was safe with them, and that I had to go into the 
school to identify and collect my things. This made little sense, but I had no choice, as usual. Either go along with 
their stupid ideas and hope for the best, or give up hope. So I went up the stairs to the school. 

They are stark raving bonkers totally fucking mad. They take me to my work desk, and the fucking mad-man 
Director indicates for me to take my things. The table is absolutely vacant of anything. There is absolutely nothing 
on the absolutely empty desk. 

He is fucking mad. What the fuck did they bring me here for? To look at an empty table? I recall that Na In 
Ha and the driver had been talking. I had asked the driver to refrain from talking to Na In Ha, as he was here to pick 
me up, to help me, and that it was rude to talk about me in Korean. I reminded him that he worked for my 
government, and that his employer had asked him to come a long way to get me, and that there must be a reason for 
this. The driver, in that totally unbelievable fatuous manner these Koreans have, this total arrogant lack of any 
respect for foreigners, told me that I “should trust Na In Ha”. 

I wonder what was going on in this man’s head. He had been sent over 2 hours’ drive to pick me up. What 
did he think the reason for that might be? And after we come back from the school, after viewing the empty desk, I 
ask him whether it didn’t seem a little absurd to him, to drag us over one hour’s drive across the city to look at an 
empty desk? But of course he didn’t respond. I just don’t get it. Why get us to drive all that way? Why not just say 
that there is nothing to pick up? Why on earth do they bother with such games? The look on the Directors face was 
unbearably stupid. Does showing someone an empty desk demonstrate anything except how wildly insane he is? 
And the fact that no-one else here appeared to see how insane the whole thing was! So Charles and co are not just 
liars, they are simple petty thieves. 

At least this puts the seal on the whole thing. They are simply thieves. Nothing complicated to consider. 
They simply steal from their employees, don’t pay them their wages, and intimidate them to leave. They are nothing 
more than cheap con men and thieves. And the corrupt officials are criminals to. 
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The police I speak to later in Germany joke that the police and labor ministry and immigration probably 
took a share of my unpaid wages and stolen property. Based on my experiences in Korea, I see no reason to doubt 
this opinion. 

I would recommend that no-one go to Korea for any reason. My experience is that when any conflict arises 
between a foreigner and a Korean, that every Korean will do whatever is in their power to deny the foreigner justice. 
Worse than that, they will try to make you think everyone is really nice, and totally fuck you around for as long as 
you keep seeking any justice. 

I can imagine what would happen if a tourist was run over at a pedestrian crossing by a car running a red 
light. Car drivers in Korea have no respect for pedestrians. I once attempted to cross at a pedestrian crossing. The 
oncoming car had a lot of time to see me, and to see that I was crossing the road. It was a woman even. She did not 
make the slightest effort to slow down at all. If I had not jumped back, she would have simply run over me. I saw her 
again in the car park, and she just laughed at me. It is impossible to catch your breath on the street. 

If you take the risk of walking anywhere, which Koreans themselves rarely do, you will have to endure the 
constant fragrant attacks of pollution, sewerage, and rotting garbage. 

I wonder how many pedestrians are run over every year. 

I wonder how many foreigners have ever gotten justice in Korea. 
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My last morning in Korea, November 11, 2001 


The official from the Embassy arrives, and pays the hotel bill, and about four Australian dollars for every tiny little 
dirty can I drank. (My mother later repays this money to the embassy official). This is a total rip-off. I give her my 
Korean mobile phone, as it will be of no use to me, and maybe someone else can use it. We go downstairs to the bus 
stop, and she gives me enough money to pay for the Bus. She gives me her business card. I am finally on my way to 
the airport, and out of Korea. 

As I am finally leaving on the bus to the airport, I look out across the tidal flats, at the bright crimson weed 
that covers large areas of it. 

At the airport, as we are boarding, the stewardess says “GO”. So the conspiracy is total, I joke to myself. 

List of stolen items 

Brand New Nokia mobile phone with charger 

Silver Mag lite with rechargeable batteries and charger 

Braun electric shaver 

Alesis SR16 16bit Electronic Drum Computer 

All my personal toiletries 

All my personal cooking items, cups, spoon 

My food and drink 

My collection of pens 

A silver ring 

My notes for a book and some songs 

Any possible hope of justice in South Korea 

Electronic guitar tuner 

My pillows etc 

Travel alarm clock 
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A message for the Korean Government. 


Don’t you ever consider the damage done to Korea’s reputation by the sort of people I came into contact with? How 
many foreigners leave Korea thinking the country is abysmally and hopelessly corrupt and criminal? 

I would recommend that an independent agency be set up. All Directors would have to lodge bonds covering 
airfares and a few months’ salary, to be paid to teachers when their Directors break their contracts. 

It is clear to me now why Charles never admitted to being a Recruiter. Recruiters have such a bad reputation 
in Korea that no-one trusts them. So be wary of any one claiming to be merely helping a school, or who says they are 
a friend or teacher there. Charles claimed that the Human Resource Bank was an independent consulting agency 
that would audit the school and solve any problems that arose. This is bullshit. They are merely in it for the money 
and will screw over anyone any way they can, and they can. 

I did not find one government official in Korea who was not corrupt. You can decide for yourself. The 
document you have just read is mostly a transcription of notes that I kept over the last two weeks of my ‘Korean 
Experience’. I started keeping them as a record. I wanted to be sure that there was no misunderstanding. I didn’t 
believe what was happening myself. 

I stayed because I was too damn curious as to what they would do. I recommend to you, that if you do decide 
to go to Korea, and you are unlucky enough to discover the two faces of Koreans, that you cut your losses and get 
out. You have absolutely no chance of winning in a dispute with a Korean. Get out, and tell as many people as you 
can about your experiences. 

This will eventually put pressure on the Koreans to change. 

At all times I wanted my experience of Korea to be a positive one. I constantly deluded myself that this story 
would have a happy ending. Don’t delude yourself in the same way. It is hard to reconcile the negative face of Korea 
with the positive one, without having experienced both sides fully. You make up your own mind. If you go there and 
never get involved in any sort of conflict with the Koreans, then you will tell your friends about the wonderfully 
friendly and charming Koreans. Only when there is any conflict of interests, will you experience how suddenly these 
friendly charming people turn into unscrupulous, conniving, corrupt and nasty criminals. 

Of course I would love to hear their side of the story. I would love for them to be honest and explain their 
behaviour. But that would be totally naive. They would present their charming masks, and make small gestures, and 
give the impression that it was all a misunderstanding. 

As things developed, I had genuinely thought that this must have been the case. I think, however, that the 
events and quotes speak for themselves. 

Why did I write this up? Because the truth has to be said. People should be warned. Because I am fed up 
hearing from some naive people that they couldn’t believe me, that I must have done something to deserve such 
treatment, that I must be failing to tell the whole story. Well what you have read is the whole story. 

I reflect on how often I have heard in Korea, that “My boss is an honest man”, of how nice people are, and 
how I must have misunderstood. BULLSHIT. It is really irritating to be constantly invalidated by people. No one 
here wants my story to be true. Worse, they want me to believe none of it actually took place. They want everyone to 
think that Koreans are so nice and honest. 

I would be happy for the opportunity to face my Korean conspirators in a court of law, and to have 
everything investigated. In a court of law in a country that has respect for its laws. 
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Post-script 


I had responses to my first internet posting of this story from many people with their own brief complaints 
of similarly atrocious treatment as English teachers in South Korea. 

Someone hacked into my webpage and infected the original version of this story that I had posted on that 
site with a virus which destroyed much of it. I have since replaced that infected copy with a back-up copy. I have kept 
the original for later analysis. I have also received a large number of emails containing viruses. I assume that Charles 
Kang or one of his associates was responsible for infecting my webpage, and seeking to do more damage with newer 
viruses. 

Of course I have now experienced enough to see that what happened in Korea is no reflection on Koreans in 
particular. It merely reflects the opportunistic, unprincipled element of human nature in general, as I have 
encountered it all over the world. 

I want to recommend Korea to people wishing to explore the world. Korea has many elements of natural and 
architectural beauty. 

The warnings I give here should be heeded in Korea as much as anywhere else in the world. But certainly I 
would advise the traveler to be particularly careful as a pedestrian in Korea, Poland, and Moscow, where drivers seem 
to have much less awareness of, or concern for, the safety of pedestrians and cyclists. 
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Marx Herbach and The Swan 


Marx Herbach 
And 
The Swan 


A tale of romance, duplicity, treachery, and a hint of violence. 
You will also discover some interesting background details of life in Poland, which should be of 
interest to people considering working in, or simply travelling to, Poland. 
Dedicated to ‘Lilith’, whom, despite everything, must know that my feelings were genuine 
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My pre-employment contract with ‘the company / the school’ 


I received a copy of my ‘pre-employment contract by fax in Australia. I read it and was incredulous. The 
contract stipulated that if I did sign this preliminary contract but then didn’t sign the next contract, I would have to 
pay ‘the company/the school’ 5000PLN. I was also liable for double my pay up to the expiry date of the contract, if I 
quit before the end of my contract. I would also incur a 30,000PLN fine if I divulged any ‘company secrets’ relating 
to my ‘relationship’ with the company. I suspect this may include divulging the details of the contract itself. The 
school in question was one of the many Inlingua languages schools in Poland. The company never responded to any 
of my emails. 

The company, on the other hand, had to give me no more than 2 weeks’ notice at best, and at worst, could 
fire me immediately, with no warning and no notice, with any ‘contrived’ ground relating to my ‘performance’. 

I was desperate to work. Otherwise I never would have even considered the appallingly bad offer I was made. 
I found the contract ludicrous. I showed it to people at the employment office. I thought it was a joke. However I 
was in the same situation as before my Korean experience, in that I could either accept the contract, or have no work. 
The lack of real industrial relations protections in the world today means that most people are forced to sign 
employment agreements in which all the clauses are in the employer's favour. So I agreed to it, with great 
reservations. 

I did some rough calculations as to the pay and conditions. In the end, I would end up working to earn about 
the same as an unemployed person gets in Australia in Newstart payments. As I said, I was desperate not just to earn 
money, but actually desperate to work. Only someone who has been denied the right to work can understand how 
important it is to a person to have a job, to have paid work to do. 

The advertisement for the job on eslcafe.com did a bit of spin-doctoring, It talked about the number of ‘free’ 
days, or ‘holidays’ as if they were a good thing. What most people wouldn’t have realised was that the holidays were 
not paid holidays. In fact they were a disadvantage, a real liability, rather than a benefit or advantage. If you are going 
to work for ‘the company/the school’ than you'd better be good at managing your financial affairs. Later in the piece 
the Director wouldn’t answer my simple question of ‘how many weeks in a year can actually work and earn money’. 
He kept saying that I must know already, and that it was calculated by teaching hours per semester and so on. He 
never answered my question. He actually got mad, telling me he had already done so. Anyway, after doing some 
calculations, it became clear that out of the already limited 9 month contract, I would be able, at best, assuming 
perfect health and no missed days, to work a maximum of 7 months out of the year. 

If you consider the cost of airfares, selling off your possessions, buying new ones, paying agency fees for the 
rental accommodation, paying rent, etc. etc...then it is hard to see what incentive there is to accept such an offer of 
employment. Unless you've travelled around a lot you might not appreciate the difficulty and expense of finding a 
decent pillow, coat hangers, and all the little things you take for granted that a cold, empty flat don’t come with. The 
answer is that you’d have to have been unemployed many years, and see no hope of gaining employment, to be so 
desperate as to come to Poland and teach at ‘the company/the school’. And you'd have to be a naive saint to put up 
with all the crap they throw at you, only to shaft you when it suits them, and to even do so in a despicable fashion. 
More details about the deceit, treachery, duplicity, and dishonor later. 

I had applied for, and been offered, a job in Gdansk. Gdansk was where I wanted to live in Poland. However 
the company asked me whether I could do them a favour and go to Kielce instead. They said that they couldn’t find 
anyone willing to work in Kielce. I wanted to go to Gdansk, but because of my generous nature I said that I would go 
where they needed me. I made this decision in their interests. This would be the beginning of a trend of behaviour. I 
asked that they remember my generosity and flexibility in the future. They said they would. They are full of shit 
(pardon the technical jargon). I would go on to make many other decisions in their interests, at the cost of great 
personal inconvenience, comfort, and ultimately potential risk to my personal safety. And how did they repay me for 
my loyalty, and sacrifice? We shall see. 
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You have to ask yourself why a language school would need such draconian measures and threats to keep its 
teachers. In Korea it was not uncommon for teachers to simply up and leave, in total desperation, within a few weeks 
of arriving. In Korea they paid teachers in the middle of the month, to provide a disincentive. If you left at any time, 
you would lose, at minimum, half a month’s pay. As an incentive they offered, and had to by law anyway, due to the 
short term contracts they offered, a “completion bonus’. After my experiences with the corrupt government officials 
I can only say ‘good luck’ to anyone in dispute with their Korean employer over this bonus. 

“The company/the school’ have apparently had bad experiences with teachers just up and leaving. The 
Director told me of a recent ‘recruit’. He had just arrived. Someone had stopped him in the main street, the ‘high 
street’ for you Poms, just outside the school, and apparently asked him for a cigarette. The man then proceeded to 
punch him in the face. That teacher left home that night, with his front teeth in a bag! Is Poland a dangerous place? I 
was assaulted by an angry/jealous/ misled (?) fiancé. Both the Director and Head Teacher informed me that they had 
both been bashed and mugged. Many of my innocent looking female students carried flick knives, gas, and so on, for 
‘personal protection’. 

Everyone, from casual acquaintances, to the guys at the guitar shop, told me that the district where I lived, 
Jagiellonska, was very dangerous. Another teacher told me that in his opinion the only reason I had not had any 
trouble to date was that I had been lucky. The Director, who finally helped me find the flat, denies that the area is 
any more or less dangerous than any other. I have no statistics either way. I would be most interested in finding out 
the number of reported accidents involving cars running over pedestrians at pedestrian crossings. 

When I was at my wits end due to the goings on at the school the Director constantly reminded me of my 
contract. It is ironic that he accused me of ‘blackmailing’ him, when I stated that if some important things didn’t 
change, I would end up being too sick to work. The irony is that the punitive measures in the contract were a huge 
‘threat’ to any legitimately disgruntled worker. All I could do at best was withdraw my labour in the face of a ‘toxic’ 
work environment. He could force me to pay a huge financial penalty for his lack of competence or motivation in 
improving the workplace. I have to laugh now, thinking about how emotional he was, accusing me of ‘blackmail’. 

I should note something curious here. What it means I cannot say. But It appears that I was actually legally 
only employed as translator for the companies translation service in Katowice. Apparently my actual wage was 
500PLN a month. What implications this ‘set-up’ had for me or the company I cannot say. I will speculate that it 
resulted in savings in tax and Z.U.S for the School. Whether it had potential disadvantages for me I cannot say. As I 
will recall near the end of this story, I was in fact not covered by any health or accident insurance for the first 3 
months or so, until I, through my own persistence, convinced the director to help me become a company. I expect 
that, had I not managed this, I would not have been covered by accident or health insurance until I officially had a 
work permit. I can only be thankful that I had no recourse to either insurances. 
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My arrival 


Warsaw airport reminded me of how Athens Airport used to look, before the Athens Olympic Games, but 
not quite so bad. Still, it has the look of an old bus station, rather than an airport. I had dreaded lots of problems at 
customs, as I was travelling on my Australian passport but intended to live in Poland on my German or European 
Community passport. However they didn’t ask any questions at all. The customs guy just stamped my Australian 
Passport with a little stamp and I was off and running. 

I was picked up at the airport and taken to the train station. The man who picked me up drove I like did 
when I was a teenager. Only my old friends will understand what I mean! We drove past the “Culture Palace’. He 
told me that the Poles had been offered a choice of either an ‘underground’ railway system, or this building. He 
derided the poor choice the people had made. Perhaps the people didn’t trust the Russian’s building skills, and 
preferred to risk having a building fall down, than to be buried underground by a collapsing underground? 

Anyway, we arrived at the train station. We spent quite a while looking around for a place to get an invoice 
for the train ticket, what the Poles call a ‘Faktory’. This is needed to claim any business expenses. At the station I 
noticed lots of lovely Polish women. More about that later. He got, or didn’t get, I can’t be sure, his’ faktory’, and left 
me at the platform to wait for my train. I didn’t see anything from the train window, as I spent the entire journey 
talking to a very interesting young female polish artist. I remember the theme of the color red being important. We 
had a really intellectually satisfying conversation. She was going to spend a night or two at a convent, doing some sort 
of work for them. The time went so fast. Suddenly she noted that we had arrived, and we had to hurriedly get off the 
train. 

I was sad at the hurried nature of our parting. The Head Teacher from my new employer was already waiting 
for me at the train station, so I didn’t have any time alone with the girl. I got ‘the head teacher’ to tell her where the 
school was in case she wished to see me again before she left. I got her phone number. I felt awkward, not knowing 
how to farewell her. I would have liked to have given her a friendly hug. As it was it was a cold and awkward parting. 
We had had a really good connection I felt, on many levels. We understood each other, I felt. I is a shame that I have 
never seen her nor hear from her since. She lives in Warsaw with her parents. I wonder whether the connection was 
all in my mind? Or was the parting so cold and awkward that she didn’t realise I felt such a connection? Anyway, if 
you're the ‘red’ artist I discussed all manner of philosophical and artistic things with, then contact me! Maybe you 
know her? Maybe it was the fact that she is religious and I am an atheist. What a shame that Thomas Aquinas should 
get between me and a woman. God is always doing that, the bastard. Why can’t he just leave me alone? It’s hard 
enough to find a partner without ‘HIM’ always raising his ugly head. Of course I am referring the ‘social construct’ 
the ‘social reality’ many people call ‘god’. 

Anyway, they put me up in some crappy old hotel room. The Director made a point about the expense. I 
volunteered to stay in the youth hostel, and began paying for myself after the first night. I don’t know how much 
money I had saved them on the usual recruitment expenses, but I am sure that the inconvenience I took upon myself 
in their interests yielded them considerable savings. Another example of how I tried to do the right thing by them, 
and they just do whatever is convenient, without any consideration for my interests. Typical human I have to, sadly, 
add. 

The scrambled eggs and tomatoes tasted great! The coffee was much appreciated. I stayed at the youth hostel 
a few nights. The first night was fine as I had the room to myself, and discovered Polish T.V. I like a lot of the Polish 
music. I loved some of it. Some of it is just waiting to be picked up by an English speaking producer, to be re-worked 
to become huge hits. Surprisingly there were a lot of ‘soft-porn’ TV commercials for telephone sex and so on. I 
suppose they are everywhere these days. I first came across them in Germany, and then when I returned to Australia 
discovered similar, if not as explicit, TV ads on Australian free to air TV 

Polish free-to-air TV is pretty good. There are lots of good movies and some good local comedy sitcoms. I 
couldn’t understand a word but they were nonetheless amusing. In one police station sit com the actors did great 

178 


impersonations of the Nazi High-Command, complete with a spectacular impersonation of Adolf Hitler. He 
appeared as a terribly insecure but extremely confident person. It was hysterical in any case. One anecdote: watching 
Polish T.V can be like trying to watch TV with someone screaming at you. You see, they don’t over-dub or 
‘synchronise’ the English programs. Some guy simply sort of explains what’s happening, and repeats what they are 
saying, in Polish, over the original English. This means that if you are really patient, you can concentrate on the 
background English soundtrack, and sort of watch the film. Sometimes this is easy, sometimes it is so frustrating I 
wanted to throw the T.V out the window. It depends on how loud the background soundtrack is played, and how 
much dialogue the ‘voice-over’ guy has to provide. 

You apparently do have to pay 15,80 PLN each month for a TV license, like in Germany and the U.K. No- 
one has asked me to pay anything, but maybe they will! Perhaps the landlord pays it and includes it with the heating 
and so on. That’s what I suspected, until a friend explained to me that you are meant to register your TV as soon as 
you buy it at the post office. She said that it wasn’t actually illegal at the moment not to register your TV, as the 
courts had ruled such a law to be unconstitutional. So they haven’t got any agency ‘policing’ the TV registration, like 
they do in Germany and England, the infamous ‘vans’ that patrol the streets, scanning for unregistered ‘pirate’ TV 
consumption. One thing I didn’t like was the TV shows in the mornings and evenings that encouraged people to 
gamble per SMS. People in Poland have enough money problems I guess, without being lured into a gambling habit 
by sympathetic looking TV gambling hostesses. Of course the gambling is in the form of a ‘guessing competition’, 
but it is just a nominal device to outwit government regulations. 

The hostesses will often appear sad that no-one is calling their hotline. This seems aimed to encourage 
lonely, naive men, to call in or SMS and make the poor little pretty thing happy once more. Appealing to the instinct 
to nurture and protect is pretty low I reckon. And there are so many telemarketing programs selling really dodgy 
looking devices. I hope the Polish consumer is sophisticated enough to avoid wasting their money on ‘sauna belts’ or 
‘slimming teas’ or strange exercise devices. 
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Accommodation worries 


One of the biggest expenses and problems for English teachers working overseas is finding suitable and 
affordable accommodation. At first the Director kept trying to get me to accept the expensive offers made by the 
Real Estate Agent. I would have to pay the ‘Makkler’ one month’s rent as a fee for his services. The Director told me 
that they had always used ‘Makklers’ to find accommodation for teachers. This was an automatic additional expense 
for the English teacher. In Korea they lied to me, telling me they had accommodation arranged for me. In Poland 
they expected me to pay over a week’s pay to an agent just to show me an over-priced flat! 

Part of my ambition with “Optimal English” will be to set up a ‘code of ethics’ for language teacher 
employers. One of the pre-conditions to becoming recognised by my organisation will be the provision of fully 
furnished accommodation by the language school. The schools will be required to lodge a bond with my 
organisation, which will be paid out to the teacher should the employer fail to meet some minimum requirements. 
Optimal English will end up functioning as a kind of co-operative or union for language teachers. A lot of inept, 
incompetent, disingenuous etc. etc. language schools will fall by the wayside. Optimal English will become the first 
point of contact for teachers, and its endorsement will be keenly sought by genuinely well-managed and ethical 
language schools. Students will also come to recognise the benefits in terms of quality and performance, and will seek 
out Optimal English endorsed schools. Optimal English will be recognised one day as a ‘gateway event’ in the 
evolution of the TESOL industry. (Dream on dreamer!) 

However, just as I was about to give in out of desperation at the lack of alternatives, the Director stopped me 
from signing a lease with the Makkler. 

His conscience had gotten the better or him? He recalled how a recent teacher had ended up in such dire 
financial straits that the staff of the school would bring him food. He stated that the rent was so high that it could be 
a problem for me in the future. No hours were guaranteed for the year. So he eventually did what I expected he 
should do in the first place, and had asked him to do, and he began looking in the papers for a flat. 

I went looking at flats with one of the young men, Blank1, who was working setting up the school and 
handing out leaflets and so on. Like many young Poles, he was escaping the poor working conditions and high 
unemployment by flying to England with his girlfriend. He joked that Poles in London claimed that they never got a 
chance to practice their English, as everyone there was Polish! I had arrived after the University students had taken 
every affordable and decent flat available, so I had little to choose from. I took the best of the few flats available. I got 
the landlord to agree to replace the old windows with new ones, on the condition that I pay four months’ rent in 
advance, to cover the costs of the windows. 

I was very worried about the large cracks in the old, thin, double glazed windows. I was too frightened to 
open the window, in case the whole pane of glass went crashing down on some hapless passers-by. In fact, while the 
landlord was helping the ‘tradesmen’ replace the old windows, the window did go crashing down the four stories to 
the footpath below. Luckily no-one was walking by at the time. Infuriatingly, the workmen just sat and watched, 
without taking any effort to warn people walking past of the potential hazard of the men destroying the old 
windows and window-sills four floors above. I went down myself and tried to get people’s attention, and get them to 
take care. It was a horrible to see the almost total lack of concern for others shown by these people. Their low pay 
and working conditions probably accounts for their apparent lack of concern for the wellbeing of other people or 
their property. Why should they care about other people when no-one cares about them? It is a sad fact of the 
violence of inequality and exploitation. 

It was a horrible experience, having these workmen demolish my old windows, taking a lot of the wall with 
it. They smashed panes of glass inside my apartment, showering glass everywhere. They hadn’t brought a vacuum 
cleaner or anything of any real use for cleaning up after themselves. It took me over an hour to clean up the debris 
and dust and shattered glass they left behind. They took huge chunks out of the mortar when they carelessly ripped 
out the old window frames. 
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It is perhaps ironical that now that I have these wonderfully modern double glazed, sealing windows, I 
actually have more draughts than before. The wind literally blows through all the gaps between the mortar of the 
building and the window frames. I let the landlord have my key, to finish off where the workmen had left off. I 
assumed he would begin work just after I left for work, and be finished by the time I got back. In fact he didn’t turn 
up to get the key from me until around lunchtime, and once more I came home, having deliberately stayed in town 
until the evening to give him time to finish, to find him there at work. So much for the hot bath and relaxing 
evening. I let him work an hour or so longer, and then I'd had enough. I asked him if he could finish off now, as I 
needed to get some rest. I spent another hour cleaning after him, before I could take a quick bath, and collapse into 
bed. Well, not bed actually, but the broken sofa bed I slept on. 

Given the hassles I had had every time I had let him fix something or other, I decided that Pd put up with 
the drafts until I left. I didn’t want to have to clean up after him, and find him still at work when I got home, because 
he hadn’t bothered starting when he had the opportunity. 

Another anecdote comes to mind. I’ve locked myself out of places before, but this is the first time I locked 
myself in my apartment. Given the potentially high number of people who had lived in the flat previously, and might 
still have a key to one or other of the locks, and being unwilling to go to the expense of changing the locks, and 
realising that locks can be picked and so on...I locked the simple lock and left the key in on the inside. It is impossible 
to pick a lock, I think, with the key in the other end. So I locked this lock every night before I went to sleep. 

Then one morning I go to leave, and the key won’t turn. No matter how much I jiggle and push and try to 
turn, the key won’t make the second turn. I banged on the door, thinking that might help. Luckily it drew the 
attention of my friendly next-door neighbour. He came out and suggested, as I had, that I should pass the key to 
him, to try the lock from the outside. I put it in a little package, so it wouldn’t get lost, and threw it out the window 
to him. He tried from the outside to no avail. 

So I sent an SMS to my landlord describing the situation and our attempts. He replied that he was at work, 
but could be there in about an hour. So I waited, a prisoner in my own apartment. 

When he came I looked through the spy-hole and noted that he did appear in fact to have his own set of keys 
to the apartment, when he had lead me to believe he hadn’t. I had made a copy of the main key. A needless expense 
in light of this knowledge. 

He ultimately took the lock and part of the door apart. He and the neighbour then together went about 
putting the jigsaw puzzle of the lock back together again. They eventually managed to do get it back on, and 
working. Needless to say I was not going to risk being locked in again, and never used that lock again. 

I also had problems with the water heater. It was an old instantaneous gas one, which, for the slightly 
nervous and untrusting person, appeared about to explode at any minute. The noises it made were quite 
disconcerting. It virtually ‘exploded’ into life when you turned on the hot water. I have always been nervous about 
these devices even at the best of times, in Germany, where the installed unit was new, and I could be confident that, 
according to German law and German attention to detail and good observance of rules and regulations, the unit 
would have been properly installed and ‘warted’, that is, monitored, tested, and kept in good, safe, working order. 

One night the water flow stopped, but the gas kept burning. Luckily I was in the bath at the time, and 
noticed, and turned the unit off before it could literally melt or explode. Lots of rusty grit came out the pipe when I 
tried again several times to see if the water might flow again. 

Apparently, from what the landlord said and what I could see, some sort of gauze in the valve had rusted 
away, and was blocking the pipe in the heater. He said he would fix it himself. I wasn’t filled with confidence that the 
heater would be safe to use afterwards, but I agreed to let him try. And try he did. On several occasions he came back, 
with various bits and pieces and tools. Each time he couldn’t quite get it right. In fact the water that came out was 
merely lukewarm. It was the middle of winter, remember. I got sick from the lukewarm baths I had to take. He tried 
again and again. Each time I generously let him have another go, against my better judgment and safety concerns, 
rather than insist he get a qualified person to do the work. I let him have my spare key, not realising he had his own. 
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I came home from work or somewhere to find him at it again. In fact one time he came back after I had said 
that I didn’t want him trying again. I was fed up. I insisted, finally, that he get a qualified person to repair it. But still, 
he used the key I gave him to have another try. I was pissed off but didn’t say anything. He was there in my 
bathroom, with the heater in pieces. He had ruined another evening. I had been walking for hours in the freezing 
temperatures, with nothing more than a hot bath and a good sleep to look forward to. He had deprived me of even 
that. I was angry at him ‘violating’ my privacy, uninvited, and unwelcome. But I didn’t say anything. He told me that 
finally he would arrange for someone to fix the thing. 

So once more I come home, worn out, hoping for a bit of relief, to find, unexpectedly, my hot water heater 
once more in pieces on the ground. A bit later the landlord ‘returned’ with the repairman, and some bits and pieces. 
Over the next hour they put it back together. They then left. 

The problem was that now the hot water wouldn’t heat up enough for a decent bath. Once more I had to 
have a stressful, rushed, luke-warm bath in the middle of winter instead of a relaxed, hot, invigorating and relaxing 
bathing experience. It pushed my migraines over the edge again. 

Apart from ‘needing’ to be a locksmith, a plasterer, and a plumber, my landlord also tried his hand as an 
electrician. Of course on one level I was impressed, but on another a little terrified. Would he electrocute himself? 
Would I end up being electrocuted? Did he know what he was doing? The power points in the tiny one square 
meter kitchen flashed a few times, made clicking noises, and then stopped supplying power. The power point was 
hanging out from the wall. When I showed it to him he promptly proceeded to take the thing apart. He hadn’t 
turned off the power or switched any fuses of, assuming there were any. He simply took it apart, I saw a few flashed 
of light. I couldn’t bear to watch in case he did electrocute himself. Afterwards the power point worked, so it seemed 
he knew what he was doing. I told him I was impressed with all his skills. He said he had to be able to do everything 
himself. 

I used the PowerPoint, without more than a flew electrical ‘flashes’ and ‘clicks’ to perturb me. I didn’t use 
the lock again, for fear of once more being ‘locked in’. And I was always really jumpy around the hot-water heater. I 
had no idea if what he had done, or the ‘repairman’ had done was safe or not. No-one had inspected the thing 
afterwards. I hope there are no ‘incidents’ to add to this story concerning exploding gas hot-water heaters and so on! 
I should be moving out in 3 weeks. 

Until then I will put up with less than satisfactorily hot water. I will have to be patient, and keep turning the 
hot water on and off for a minute or so until the damn thing ‘ignites’ and starts to work. Then let the water flow 
until it is reasonably hot. And then carefully adjust the water flow. The burners cut out as soon as it gets too low. I 
have to find the point at which the water comes out hottest, but the burners don’t cut out. So it is a bit of juggling 
and stress I don’t need. So much for a relaxing hot bath. I’ve got to try to get it barely hot enough to bathe in, and 
then quickly wash before it gets cold, and I get sick. The new place should be simpler, with a new ‘electric’ hot water 
heater. 

Once more my landlord was in there. And then again and again. Finally I gave up and didn’t bother with it 
anymore. It was barely hot enough and I would survive. It was one reason to move out of the apartment. The other 
was that no-one, except an uninvited head teacher in one uncomfortable incident, would visit me in Jagiellonska. 
The other was that I was unemployed, with no prospects of employment for at least 5 months, when the next 
semester of English teaching began around Poland. 

One thing I did like about the flat was that the windows faced the school opposite. I was cheered to watch 
the schoolgirls dancing, and flirting with the boys, laughing and playing. I could watch the people come and go, and 
watch the cars in the street, and people walking by. Before I got a TV I sat by the window, doing some ‘people 
watching’ while practicing guitar. The boys would throw snowballs up at the girls. They would explode against the 
glass. 

Although people kept talking about the apparently high rate of violence and burglaries, I actually 


accidentally left my front door open for around 12 hours. The interior ‘accordion’ door was closed, so no-one could 
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have been sure whether I was hope or not, maybe letting paint dry or something, but still, I was impressed to find 
that apparently no-one had taken advantage of the opportunity. How I left it open? You really had to jiggle and bang 
the door to get the locks to close. Once I recall that I had closed it, only to hear it ‘click’. I turned to see it swing 
open. 

During my often distracted states due to what was going on at the school I probably didn’t notice it do the 
same thing. I was often so distracted I would start a bath, and then minutes later realise I hadn’t put the plug in. Or 
put coffee in my filter holder, begin pouring water, and then realise that I had forgotten to put the filter paper in. 
Such things happened a few times. And to think 60 students, often groups of 2 and 3 in the one class with the same 
names, would expect me to remember their names, and groan when I asked them to put out their name thingies. 

Oh, and I liked how some flats had ‘window cages’ outside their tiny kitchen windows. The little fridge in 
my flat tended to ‘explode’ violently into life every half hour or so, making sleep very difficult. It made such a loud 
bang, I often awoke wondering which of my enemies was shooting at me, or who had signed the ‘fatwah’. It was too 
much. I didn’t have a window cage, so I wracked my tiny brain for a solution. I ended up simply using plastic grocery 
bags. They were thin enough to close the window on, and the pressure of the window would hold the bag in place, 
should the wind blow and so on. So I had my ‘winter’ fridge. Often things would freeze solid on the window shelf, 
and I would have to leave them to defrost. It would have been easier with a balcony, and an ‘esky’. I planned to do 
that in Germany, but had never had a balcony! So I was happy when I thought of the plastic bag trick. 
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Taxes, minimum wages, and Z.U.S (no, not the Greek god) 


The minimum wage employee costs the employer around 1056 PLN to employ. The employee receives a 
gross (before taxes and Z.U.S) monthly wage of around 900PLN. The minimum wage employee actually takes home 
about 629PLN. On the face of it, taxes appear to be low in Poland. The tax rate applicable to most people is only 
19%. However then comes Z.U.S. The Employer and Employee both contribute to their health insurance, accident 
insurance, unemployment insurance, old age pensions, and so on. The Bureaucracy that deals with this is called 
Z.U.S. Employers pay around 48% of the cost of employing someone directly in the form of Employer 
contributions. 

Z.U.S is, for me, simply a hidden tax. I call it a tax because it is compulsory, and monopolistic. You have no 
choice but to contribute to Z.U.S. It is for all intensive purpose a tax. 

What I dislike most about Z.U.S is the extra paperwork, especially if you are self-employed as a ‘company’. 
By the 10th of every month you have to complete two different forms, lodge them personally at the Z.U.S office, and 
then make 2 separate payments, no not at the Z.U.S office where you lodge your forms, but at the Post Office or 
your bank. Of course you have to pay for the privilege of paying. The Post office charge 3 PLN, and your bank 
4PLN. So you get to waste your time filling out forms, and travelling around town making payments. 

Now consider how much paperwork must be involved in collecting and administering the payments. The 
opportunity cost of having two separate collection agencies for what is basically a tax is all the money and energy 
spent on the Bureaucracy itself. That money and time and energy could be employed productively. Imagine how 
much better the roads could be! 

I think Australia has it right. In Germany I am told that over 20% of all taxes collected are spent in actually 
collecting the taxes! In Australia we fill out a tax return, and that’s it. We don’t have to waste our time and energy 
filling out Z.U.S forms. And the roads are better in Australia! I wonder if there is a connection. However, even 
before considering the sales taxes of 20%, we have to consider the ‘hidden taxes’. I say ‘hidden’, because in Australia 
we pay for our health insurance and so on from general taxation. We also have private superannuation for pensions. 

The politicians pay themselves around 10,000PLN a month. The official unemployment figures stand at 
around 20%. The bulk of workers, if they are lucky enough to actually be employed full time, and earn the minimum 
wage, take home around 629PLN. To put this into perspective, my unrenovated, 22 square meter, pre-70's socialist 
concrete flat costs me around 550 PLN a month in rent, heat, and electricity. 

If you consider income tax, sales tax, and Z.U.S together, then the minimum wage employee in Poland pays a 
very high effective tax rate. 48% (of the net cost to employers) Z.U.S + 19% (of what remains for the employee) in 
income tax + 20% sales tax. Any economist or mathematician out there who can do an exact calculation for me of 
the ‘real’ or ‘effective’ tax rate of the lowest paid employees in Poland? 

Needless to say most people either live at home with their parents, or share rooms. One of my 16 year old 
students has to share a room with her 26 year old brother. ‘Receptionist/consultant 2’ was really excited about 
moving out with her Boyfriend into a flat in town, but was disappointed when he apparently got cold feet. Most 
people I meet live at home with their parents. They seem to stay at home until they get married. My students 
expected to be married by the age of around 26. 
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In good company 


The German government, in an attempt to ease the fears of its voters at the possibility of a flood of cheap 
Polish workers stealing their jobs, placed a condition on the Polish entry into the European Community. Poles may 
not be employed in Germany as employees for the next few years. In a tit-for-tat retaliation, the Polish government 
passed a law preventing Germans from being employed as employees in Poland for the same period of time. So who 
did this law disadvantage? Of course an innocent Australian German English language teacher. Who else? Probably 
no-one. And did the German law have any real protection value for German employment? In fact it probably had 
the opposite effect. 

There are thousands of Poles working in Germany as ‘companies’. They aren’t really companies. They 
merely register as companies so that they can work in Germany. So the law hasn’t stopped any Pole taking work 
from Germans. And what’s more, if the Pole had of been employed as an employee, the employer would have to have 
provided a minimum wage and conditions. These would be the same as what the employer would have to pay a 
German. So there would be little official incentive to employ a Pole rather than a German. Of course I am not naive, 
and realise that the Poles would be easily exploited by German employers. 

Anyway, there is no minimum wage for a ‘company’. I can work for as little as I ‘want’. There is no 
regulation at all of my maximum work hours, holidays, breaks, sick leave and so on etc. etc. This means that the Poles 
working in Germany as companies will be working for much less pay, and under much worse conditions, than any 
employer could force a German to work under. In other words by forcing Poles to become companies the German 
government has undermined German working conditions, and ultimately produced a greater level of unemployment 
than would have existed had the Poles been allowed to apply for jobs like any other European Community worker. 

And to top it off, it inconveniences me too. I had to do, as a German, what the Poles have to do in Germany, 
register myself as a company. This means I have to fill out and lodge those damned Z.U.S forms every month. At the 
moment being a company has one advantage. For the first two years after registering a new company, the company 
only pays 30% of the usual Z.U.S costs. This means I pay about 250PLN a month for health insurance and so on, for 
the first two years. After that I will have to pay over 10,000PLN a year just to Z.U.S. You have to realise how hard it 
is to earn 10,000PLN a year in Poland to understand what a huge dis-incentive that is to staying in Poland. Of 
course, if you are a successful company earning a lot of money, then you end up paying less as a company than you 
would if you earned the same money as an employee. 


185 


Food and other costs of living 


Food is relatively cheap compared to Australia or Germany, especially if you shop at Lidl or Tesco’s. I was 
glad to find that Tesco’s have a good range of Soy based products. They are very cheap and very nutritious. The 
textured soy is around 45% protein by dry weight. They also have a good range of soy ‘meats’. My favourite is the 
Salami flavored soy slices. They are around 20% protein. Remember that soy is the highest quality protein you can 
find. Tesco’s also had cheap skim milk powder, or ‘granules’. 

Tesco’s is of course British. You can find most of the German discounters represented in Poland, including 
Media Markt, Real, Lidl, and Obi. 

Petrol is more expensive than Australia, at around 4PLN a liter, but cheaper than in Germany. Cars are 
really cheap compared to Australia, but I am told that even Poles travel to Germany to buy ‘cheaper’ cars. If I could 
find an English or German speaking driving instructor I would get a European Drivers License, and the sort of car I 
would never be able to afford in Australia. 
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The roads 


I haven’t been around much, but everyone tells me that the roads in Poland are terrible. I have been 
surprised to find that many of the local roads are not paved at all. The roads are full of potholes, risses, and lumps 
and bumps. I was curious and bemused to see many cars slowing down dramatically for the few low speed humps on 
the railway bridge. To me they looked no more a hindrance than the general road surface. Yet everyone slowed down 
to a virtual halt to drive over them. I thought maybe there were speed cameras monitoring them. I couldn’t find any. 
To this day I cannot explain this ineffable behaviour. It is the only care I observed on the part of drivers. 

I was terrified of the prospect of crossing the roads here. The pedestrian crossings are mostly worn so thin 
they are illegible. In any case, Polish drivers are the most aggressive towards pedestrians that I have ever come across. 
And I have been to Paris, and Sydney, and Seoul, and London. You really have to be very confident and trusting 
when you cross a street here. The drivers will give you no indication that they are going to stop. They in fact 
accelerate towards you, hoping you will lose your nerve and get back on the curb. I was a passenger in a few cars and 
was shocked to experience this from the passenger seat. My landlord accelerated hard towards a man who had just 
stepped out onto the pedestrian crossing. The man didn’t lose his nerve. My landlord had to slam on the brakes as 
hard as he could. The man was only saved by the car’s ABS. 

In one way it makes sense to wait for a natural gap in the traffic before using the pedestrian crossing. It is no 
point holding up traffic selfishly. However here you have to wait a long time for a gap in the traffic, and you are not 
the only one who will notice it. No! The drivers will accelerate hard. They don’t want to be the one who is stopped 
by the pedestrian who selfishly wants to get to the other side of the road. You really have to have a lot of nerve, to 
step out onto the crossing. The cars do seem to actually stop, or at least swerve around you while accelerating, but 
you really need to have a lot of faith and trust that the driver has seen you, and will make some effort to stop or 
swerve around you. 

The other problem is the lack of good drainage. The water sits on the road, collecting muck and oil and grit, 
just waiting for the serendipitous constellation of car and pedestrian to leap out at you, and cover you in black, 
greasy, icy, water. You can see the puddle. You can see the car or truck coming towards you. You wait for a gap in the 
traffic to no avail. Just when you think you’ve made a ‘clean’ getaway, a car accelerates and you watch the wave of 
dark, dirty water cascade around you. 

The roads are slippery with ice and snow for about the 5 months of winter her. The snow and ice, however, 
cover up all the potholes and cracks and risses. It is only when the ice melts that you are reminded of the sorry state 
of most of the roads and footpaths. Many paving stones give way, leaving holes. The steps down into the train 
station underpass seem to need constant replacing. Of course water seeps into any crack, freezes, and then expands. 
When it melts it leaves cracks and holes everywhere. 

I was in constant fear of slipping over and losing some teeth, or getting a concussion. I could almost ‘taste’ 
the impact in anticipation. Of course most of the year everything is covered in ice, snow, and ‘grit’. They occasionally 
spread sand or ‘grit’ across the footpath. In Germany everyone meets their obligations to clear the footpath in front 
of their house, and to spread sand or salt. In Poland very few did. Maybe the ‘Germanic’ ones? I did occasionally see 
groups of old cleaning women clearing the paths with brooms made of sticks, and plastic shovels. 

Later on I saw a few trucks with snow ploughs on the roads. The ice on the local paved road grew to be over 
10cm thick. When it finally cracked up, it was like looking at poured concrete. It was the same thickness as a 
concrete road or bridge. 

I also saw a few charming but run-down looking horse and carts. The horses wore really cute, but their hair 
and hide had been worn down at all the contact points of their skin with the ropes and bridles and so on. I don’t 
know enough about horses to comment on their condition, but I suspect it wasn’t good. Man would lead the horse 
and cart, and shovel snow from the main street into the cart. I saw him give the horse something to eat. The horse 
seemed happy enough. The horses were like a miniature war horse, a pint-sized destrier, or a miniature plough-horse, 
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the sort that draw those lovely beer wagons in Germany. They were really charming, with their charming little 
wagons. But I was worried about the worn down hides. It often seems that the poorer the country, the worse the 
working animals are treated. Of course I must correct myself here. In the rich west be systematically and routinely 
abuse animals just to have cheaper meat, and new ‘cosmetics’ and questionable ‘pharmaceuticals’. So all in all it is 
humanity in general that is the devil to animals. But I digress. I do hope the animals were humanely treated and 
reasonably comfortable. I suppose I should say the same about the man shoveling the snow, and the high number of 
exploited, or simply unemployed, workers around the world, and in Poland. 
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You don’t really need me, you just keep me hanging on 


I could have said the same about Aga! Hindsight is 20/20 vision, so they tell me! 

One of the things that pisses me off about how I was treated was that the Director could have told me that 
he was going to fire me at least as early as the end of the semester, about a month before he actually did. To be fair, he 
should have told me that he was going to fire me without notice while begging and pleading (his words) me not to 
report the assault to the police. It would ruin his career he said. To think what humiliation, inconvenience, and risks 
I took in his interests, only to have him stab me in the back in a very nasty way. At the risk of using some technical 
jargon you don’t understand, Mr Director, you are an ...expletive...! You are a duplicitous, treacherous, deceitful 
person. 

I didn’t start visiting other language schools until I realised there wouldn’t be any summer work with ‘the 
company/the school’. First the Director lead me to believe that maybe there might be some work in one of the bigger 
schools, say in Gdansk. The story changed later, so I enquired at some schools in town as to whether they might be 
having summer schools. Some said they would, some said they might, the Director said they wouldn’t. Anyway, It 
was only after the assault, with the agreement of the Director, that I started looking for extra hours at other schools 
for the next semester. The Director seemed to prefer that I get as many hours elsewhere, given the ‘interpersonal 
relations’ at the school. 

I went to so many schools. A few seemed keen to offer me work. They virtually promised me work. Some 
actually did verbally promise me at least 10 lessons a week. At the last moment I would receive SMS messages 
informing me that they couldn’t offer me any work due to organisational reasons. Or they would invite me to trudge 
through the ice, snow, and literally freezing temperatures to come to their school, only to be told that ‘they had just 
asked the current teachers if they wanted to give up any hours and none had wanted to’. Nice that. Maybe you could 
have asked first, before wasting my time on a cold winter’s night? Of course that particular Director told me that I 
probably think she’s wasted my time! What am I supposed to say? Yes, you ...expletive... 

They all want you to have the impression that they have work for you, just so that you will hang around. It’s 
in their interest to keep you here just in case they actually do get extra students. No concern for your interests. Just 
pure selfish convenience drives them to ‘keep me hanging on’. I could have been in Gdansk weeks ago looking for 
work. Instead I’m stupid enough to listen to them and waste my time here waiting for work that only might 
materialise. 

They could easily have taken one hour from each teacher to ensure that I had enough work to pay my rent 
and so on. Of course come next semester, they will all be whingeing and whining about how hard it is to find a native 
teacher willing to teach in this city. Typical myopic, momentary convenience driven, zero concern for the costs 
imposed on others, inept mismanagement. How does an industry expect to attract and hold competent, motivated 
teachers when it treats them so badly? 

Once Optimal English takes off, only the competent, ethical, and serious language schools will survive the 
competition. They will be left with the students that Optimal English accredited schools don’t or can’t accept. 
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I will add an anecdote here. I’m not sure if it is a fair or representative 
one, but that I'll let you decide. 


While visiting the many language schools, and discovering that the directors of each had either taught my 
director, or had worked with him, I came to a closed door in a stairwell. Someone actually held it open for me after 
they had walked through. My immediate thought was that this must be another native teacher. I reflected on why I 
had come to that conclusion. I reflected on how I could not remember a single incident of a Polish person having 
held a door open for me, or behaved in such a civil or considerate fashion. Maybe it’s the weather, or competitive 
labour markets, or the harsher living conditions, but I am used to, from Australia and even Germany, having people 
demonstrate such niceties as holding a door open for you if you enter a door behind them, and so on. 

UPDATE:I am happy to report that since then a number of Polish people have held doors open for me as 
they were leaving. A Polish workman actually waited for a few seconds until I gestured to him that I was checking 
my mail. I am glad that my initial impressions were not valid. 

I get a lot of mean looks, especially from the boyfriends and so on of the receptionists, or just women in the 
street. Is it my imagination? 

Like I said, it’s just an anecdote. I don’t know if it would be fair to present it as defining or representative. 
And remember I have only been here during winter. Winter gets everybody down. People are much happier and easy 
going and so on when the weather is good. If I survive until spring and summer, I may have some much more 
positive things to say about Poland. I hope so! I really do hope so. 
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The toxic workplace 


The school was in the process of being outfitted when I arrived. The company was spending a fortune on 
marketing. There were lots of university students handing out leaflets. They tried to give me some! They wore the 
‘the company/the school’ hats and rain jackets and carried ‘the company/the school’ backpacks. The school set up an 
information booth at the ‘Echo Galleria’, the new shopping mall, which everyone refers to as “T'esco’s, Tesco’s being 
the main operation in the mall. I hung out with all the people. I had nothing better to do. Blank3 took me with him 
when he drove to the Mall to drop people or things off, and pick them up again. Blank2 was another consultant 
doing level placement tests and manning the information booth. Another lovely and charming young polish student 
called Blank was also working as a consultant. 

The Director told me that ‘the company/the school’ only employ students and people who are working as 
registered companies. They do this to avoid the 48% of labour costs that usually apply when employing staff in 
Poland. ‘Lilith’ told me that students don’t pay tax. She told me that she, as a student, wasn’t covered by any health 
insurance, but like many things she told me, it seems she mislead me. Other people tell me that students are covered 
by health insurance automatically, by the University union or something. ‘Lilith’ told me that she earned about 
1000PLN a month for 30 hours a week work. She later told me that her fiancé took home around 1200PLN a 
month, as a graduate economist managing a small shop in their village or town or whatever. I later discovered that a 
high school teacher doesn’t take home much more than that each month. 

No-one but me was happy that I was earning more than three times that each month. Of course only when I 
was working, which, as it turned out, was not very often. Make sure you look carefully at your contract. First 
impressions are designed to deliberately mislead you. Ask the Director how many weeks or months you will actually 
be working. It is a simple question. If they are evasive, then they probably know that you won't like the answer. 

Need the loo? Join the queue. They had one toilet open for use. The Director told me he had to keep the 
other one closed. Why? No idea. The landlord said so? Anyway, they used it to store cleaning supplies. Students and 
teachers alike had to queue before, after, and between lessons, to use the toilet. 

Even though they forced me to do a Occupational Health and Safety test, they had no first aid kit or fire 
extinguisher. The materials I had to study and answer questions about explicitly stated that all workplaces, by law, 
must have fully equipped first aid kits. When I asked the Director if we had one he just laughed derisively, as if I had 
asked a really stupid question. Of course they DIDN’T have one. Who would have a first aid kit? Stupid rules! This 
maybe defines the Directors notion of ‘Duty of Care’. 

His apparent lack of concern for the welfare of the staff of the school was demonstrated in many ways. I, on 
the other hand, continually risked getting the Director and Head Teacher offside by standing up for the two 
receptionists/consultants. I was actively and genuinely concerned for their wellbeing and welfare. How they repay 
me we will soon see. 

I spent a lot of time with the receptionists in the beginning. They were charming company. Blank, 
‘receptionist/consultant 2’, and ‘Lilith ‘were all in the last year of their Masters degrees. ‘Receptionist/consultant 2' 
had a problem with her back. I looked everywhere to try to find a lumbar support for her chair. I went to great 
lengths searching in all the small shops, asking everyone I knew where I might buy one, until finally I found a lumbar 
support at Obi, the big German hardware outlet. Obi have a beaver as their brand icon. The lumbar support was 
meant for car seats, but I was still really happy to have found something to help ‘receptionist/consultant 2’. It wasn’t 
cheap, but I told her it cost me ‘nothing’. I knew she would be uncomfortable accepting it otherwise. We got it on 
the chair. She was really pleased. I then noted that the chairs were actually a little too big for the receptionists. I took 
one apart and put it back together without some of the cosmetic plastic covering, so that it would sit a little lower, 
and provide better support for them. They were both pleased. ‘Receptionist/consultant 2’ was really pleased. I was 
really pleased to have pleased them. 
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The table was by no means ergonomic. The computer monitor was on the right, next to the wall, and the 
keyboard was directly in front, of ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ and ‘Lilith’. ‘Receptionist/consultant 2’ already had 
some back problems, and she complained that this position made it worse. ‘Lilith complained of similar problems. I 
kept thinking of a solution but couldn’t find one. I did get the office supplies catalogue and find a foot rest, but by 
the time I was ready to order it no-one in the office was on speaking terms with me. In fact ‘receptionist/consultant 
2’ made a point of not using the chair and lumbar support I had set up, so I put it back how it was, and took the 
lumbar support. What a waste. 

If the Director cared about them, he would have moved the monitor so it was in front of the receptionist, 
even if it would be in a slightly inconvenient position when talking to clients. Alternatively he could have moved the 
keyboard. It would have taken a bit of planning and so on, but it would have improved the welfare and wellbeing of 
his staff. I can imagine him laughing at the idea. 

I bought ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ the occasional Snickers bar. It was worth much more than the 50cents 
or so it cost, to see her charming face light up with a beautiful, unaffected smile. ‘Lilith ‘said she liked the cup and 
saucer Lipton’s were offering as a promotion. She needed a few more tokens, and the promotion would soon be over. 
So I searched all the stores for a Lipton’s packet with the promotional tokens. I found them at Tesco’s. I brought 
them in and left them for her, even though we were, once more, fighting at the time. I don’t know if she ever got her 
cup and saucer, or if she remembers my contribution. They would say that I ‘did too much’ for them. I did it out of 
the sheer pleasure of seeing how happy it made them. It made me happy to make them happy. They were lovely, 
charming, beautiful, sleek, intelligent, slim, attractive, interesting young women. I didn’t have any ulterior motive. I 
enjoyed their company. 

I often spent entire days, from morning until almost 9p.m at the school, chatting with 
‘receptionist/consultant 2’ or ‘Lilith’. I often waited with them after work for them to be picked up. 

Lilith once expressed the doubt that I only spoke with her, and had only began speaking with her, because 
she was there. She seemed very pleased when I told her that, no matter where I met her, I would have wanted to 
speak her. It’s true. Once I saw her laughing with someone I would be captivated, and if I got the nerve up, or found 
some ‘contrived’ excuse to, I would have tried to talk to her. 

She told me that she found my direct candor very unusual. She said that no-one she knew expressed 
themselves so directly as I did. I told her that as you get older you are willing to take greater chances to try to find 
happiness and so on. She said it was more than that. She liked my directness. I explained to her that I had to force 
myself to be direct, as in reality I was very shy and unsure, and if I didn’t force myself to express myself I never would 
have the nerve to express my feelings. I told her about how, when I was younger, no-one could ever get a direct, 
authentic response from me. I would only answer with ‘clever’ answers. I was a smartarse. I was too scared to express 
my feelings and so on at all. 

She told me how she liked to draw naked men. I asked her whether she had had much occasion or 
opportunity to do so. She began to answer, or to evade answering, when we were once again interrupted by the 
entrance of a student or one of the teachers. 

The ‘the company/the school’ manual told us that if the heating didn’t work, we were to say something 
along the lines of ... that happens a lot in England too...Well I don’t know if it happens a lot in England too, but it 
certainly happened a lot in ‘the company/the school’. I can only guess that they must have poorly maintained schools 
in England too! 

‘Lilith ‘was so cold sometimes she was shaking, I can still see her now. It was freezing. Even I was cold. And 
that was saying something. Everyone thought I was mad, because I only wore the same fleece jacket I wore in 
Australia in winter. My father had sent me a ski-jacket he had never worn, but I only managed to wear it a few times, 
during those minus 20 degree Celsius days, or when I had been really sick. I gave that jacket, and some expensive 
boots that were too big and hot for me to wear much, to a man I found going through our garbage. I saw such people 
often enough. I also saw a similar thing to what I had experienced in South Korea. Old men and women pushing old 
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baby prams full of cardboard and paper. I wonder how much they earned for their labors, and how desperate a plight 
some people must have be finding themselves in Poland and South Korea. 

Don’t pass on this information to Director Herr Hartz in Germany though. He already has unemployed 
people carrying the shopping bags of well-to-do Duesseldorfers. Pm sure he could see an advantage in having 
unemployed Germans collecting old cardboard boxes! 

I would often walk for hours through the driving sleet and snow, and occasional minor blizzard. Jeez, ice 
really stings when it is ‘driving’ into your eyes. If you look at the white snow on the ground around you too much, 
you can get totally disorientated. It is a strange experience. Being lost in pure white. No orientation points available. 
It is really weird! I had the same experience driving through ‘white-out’ blizzards in Germany. 

I brought in my new brown fleece jacket for her to wear. She first wore it over her shoulders, and then left it 
in the closet. She said that ‘the company/the school’ company policy required that they look ‘feminine’ and so on. 
The Director had brought out a pathetically inadequate little coil/fan heater that they had to keep turning off, to 
prevent it from overheating and melting. 

‘Lilith ‘was too scared to complain about anything. Remember how hard it is to find a job in Poland, let 
alone a decent one. I spoke to the Director. He denied that ‘Lilith ‘had any problem with the cold. I told him that 
no-one would say anything. I could risk losing my job, she couldn’t. He was visibly upset with me for ‘complaining’. 
He told me that he couldn’t get the heating fixed until the landlord came back from holidays, as the repairs would 
cost more than 60PLN. The landlord didn’t come back for several weeks. It got so bad that I was going to buy a 
decent sized portable heater for the office. “Lilith ‘was looking really sick. She complained of constant headaches. She 
was actually shivering a lot. She must have been sick and cold, because when I offered to buy her a heater for the 
office, she actually asked me to. Up until now she had complained that I shouldn’t buy her and 
‘Receptionist/consultant 2’ anything, that it was ‘too much’. So for her to actually ask me to, let alone ‘concede’ to 
me buying something of reasonable (for them) expense, was a real indicator of how sick and cold she was. Eventually 
the landlord returned from his holidays. It is ironic that his family owned a valuable piece of real estate over the 
socialist period, and he only got to enjoy it in his later years, when he is now virtually blind. So I wonder how much 
he gets out of his travels. Anyway, he returned, and they fixed the reception heater. It turns out that the Director 
could have gotten the repairs done whether or not the landlord was around. The nature of the repairs defined this. 
Heating is of course necessary in winter, so he could have arranged the repairs at any time 

Anyway, now the receptions heater was working, it was time for the classroom heaters to fail. I had students 
begging to be allowed to go home because it was so cold. We constantly changed classrooms to find a room where 
the heating was working. 

I think, Mr Director, that lining up to go to the toilet, and freezing cold classrooms might be one reason why 
some students didn’t return. It is unfair to blame it on the teachers. Or are you only blaming me? How many 
students did actually return? How much of your last “explanation of why we're firing Markus’ was actually true, and 
how much damn lies? I don’t know if you only fired me or if you fired others too. 

How much of what you told me is true I have no idea. But I can use simple deduction to know that what you 
said doesn’t add up. I remember you kept changing the story, claiming that you hadn’t said what you had said the 
day before, or that you had said something else. Like Aga, in hindsight it is hard to know how much of what you said 
is true, and how much was merely self-servingly convenient. I remember you never ever decided on anything. It was 
as if you didn’t care who was right or wrong, as long as they did what you wanted, and the outcome or situation 
suited you. You were the true populist, leaving everyone thinking that you agreed with them. 

It was as if you were a mere opportunist, with absolutely no interest really in right or wrong, justice or 
injustice. You did and said whatever was convenient, for you at the time. In fact you were a typical, morally 
indifferent person. You didn’t seem to care at all about what was the right thing to do, just what was convenient and 
suited you. You demonstrated that fundamental characteristic of humans which has brought so much violence upon 
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the world, and will continue to. Anyway, I’m getting a bit too philosophical aren’t I. You can read all about it in my 
TROONATNOOR books. 

I told ‘Lilith ‘there was a cup like ‘receptionist/consultant 2”s in the teacher’s room. I had noticed that 
‘receptionist/consultant 2' had begun using a different cup, and I had wondered why. It was encrusted with the 
remains instant coffee. Once I realised that it was ‘receptionist/consultant 2”s I realised that one of the teachers 
must have used it, and left it there. I don’t like such a lack of respect for other people. 

Later ‘Lilith ‘came to work to find her favourite, special cup, a large yellow one with Giraffes on it, encrusted 
with coffee grinds. It was really heavily encrusted. She was upset about this. She told me that there were lots of things 
going on at the school that she was upset about. She was upset with the head teacher about something too. She 
seemed upset with the other receptionist on occasion to, and the Polish teachers. She said that I was the only teacher 
who did the paperwork correctly, and sent students to the reception with the slips they filled out for us, when 
students needed to sign something or were late with their fees. She was really angry, it seems, with the head teacher, 
in fact. She actually said that sometimes some people should be ‘hit’. It seems she meant the head teacher. Exactly 
why I don’t know. Perhaps prophetic words! 

Soon thereafter I found the head teacher using ‘Lilith’s’ favourite cup again. He left it, dirty, on the table. I 
really didn’t want to get him offside, but I couldn’t bear to see such rudeness, or lack of respect. Who the hell was he, 
using ‘Lilith’s’ favourite cup, and then leaving it, filthy, for her to clean up? It seemed likely he had used ‘Lilith’s’ and 
receptionist/consultant 2’s cups earlier, and had left them for ‘someone else’ to clean up. For me it smacked of a 
status or power trip. So I asked him if he planned to wash the cup. He said ‘of course’, but made absolutely no move 
to wash it. Later I asked the Director to maybe mention using other people’s cups to him. The director said he 
would, but he didn’t. I lost my patience and asked him when he was going to wash it. The next day I found ‘Lilith’s’ 
cup, clean, on my shelf in the teacher’s room. What the hell was that supposed to mean? Anyway, just another 
example of me getting people offside looking out for someone else. 

I’m interested to hear from a Polish friend that a cultural difference may account for what I saw as a lack of 
respect. She tells me that in Poland people use just any cup, and leave it for the next person to wash, before they use 
it. I note that where I am working, the director told me I could use any cup on the shelves in the teacher’s room, just 
not my ‘the company/the school’ one!. It’s true that ‘the company/the school’ have nice, frosted glass, cups. The 
Director gave me 2 to take home, and let me keep my school one. Later on, right near the end, it seemed like a bad 
omen to me when, after washing the cup in the one basin in the one toilet, I accidentally banged it against the wall, 
and it broke. A bad omen indeed, as it turns out. 

The Director accused me of blackmailing him, threatening that I would end up sick if the stress at work 
didn’t calm down. What was I ‘blackmailing’ him about? On Saturdays I taught from 8:30am straight through to 
2:30pm. I had to change classrooms for each class during the 10 minute break. I also had to line up to use the 
bathroom. I had to refresh my cup of coffee. At one point I must easily have been drinking over 10 cups of filter 
coffee a day. I was so exhausted from all the walking, stress, and constant disappointments. 

In general I have to keep drinking to keep my throat from getting dry. So I have to keep using the bathroom 
as well! I found it really stressful having to rush around, making four trips to get all my gear from one classroom to 
the next. I implored him to at least ask the students if they would, for my sake, change classrooms between their 
double lessons, so I wouldn’t have to. He kept insisting that it was “not possible”. I noted, and told him, that most of 
the students get up and walk around during the breaks anyway, so there would be little difference if they got up and 
changed rooms. 

He said it would be chaos, having up to 50 or so students changing rooms at once. I noted that they managed 
not to injure each other as it was. They all invariably wandered around during the breaks, queuing for the toilet, 
talking with each other, overstressing the receptionists, everyone wanting to deal with them at the same time. 

He also complained any time I opened the windows. The first time I did a blind fell down. He was really 
upset about it. Later he wrote a message on the teacher’s room white board. He wrote something about how the 
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blinds were window dressing and were to be kept open at all times. He also wrote that the windows were not be 
opened fully, but were only to be left slightly ajar. Some students had opened the window, to get some relief from the 
stuffy, smelly air left after previous classes, and the blind had fallen down again. I thought this was the reason for his 
message, so I explained to him that it wasn’t me. He said the message wasn’t for me, but a general one for everyone. 
When it was still up a few days later I changed a few words, so that it read ..."native teachers are window 
dressing...they are to remain vertical at all times”... The message disappeared a few days later. 

In any case he got really excited, angry, upset with me again when a student complained to him that I had 
opened the windows. She had come in half an hour early, and I had opened the windows, as required in the ‘the 
company/the school’ manual, to clear the air,..."before and between lessons”... I had opened them for two minutes to 
change the stuffy air before the students arrived. She got upset and immediately rushed off to complain. 

If I didn’t open the windows, as per the company policy, then the students would open them, and leave them 
open for a long time, resulting in a much greater loss of warmth, and greater heating costs. I tried to convince the 
Director and others that the ideal way of airing a room is, as German scientists discovered, and German heating 
companies and building body corporates and co-operatives go to great lengths to explain to their members, 
consumers, and tenants, to open the windows fully for a few minutes to allow a quick transfer of fresh air. 

What most people tend to do is to leave a window ajar for a long time. This provides little by way of fresh air 
transfer, and results in a continuous loss of heat. In other words it results in little benefit, at a great cost. 

Anyway, every time he talked about the windows he talked to me like I was torturing his pet cat or 
something. He got really upset. He also got really agitated, excited, nervous, angry, and so on, when I wanted to make 
one or two extra copies of some document or other. The irony is that I rarely made any photocopies, whereas most 
of the Polish teachers would be constantly photocopying materials for their classes. The Director complained to me 
about the amount of paper they were going through. The receptionists were always worried about running out of 
paper. The last time I was in the school, the day they fired me, I wanted to make a copy of a tax document, and again 
the Director looked to be in great pain, and made a huge deal, trying to convince me that I already had a copy, and 
didn’t need another one. He was really excited about one or two photocopies. I never heard him say anything to any 
of the Polish teachers who spent hours at the photocopier. 

Oh, but I performed my first miracle. Ask ‘receptionist/consultant 2’. I made some photocopiers even 
though there was no toner. True! 

Another set of incidents revolved around ‘polish teacher 1’, a polish English Teacher. He was a high school 
teacher. He would always prepare for lessons, and complete his registers after his classes. This meant that he was 
invariably still calmly working in his classroom well after ‘Lilith ‘and ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ were supposed to 
have locked up the school, and been on their way home. I spoke to him about this. I told him that we all prepared 
our lessons ‘before’ our classes. I reminded him that ‘Lilith ‘and ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ often had to catch buses 
home, and had to leave on time. Anyway, they were only paid up until 8:30pm, so it wouldn’t be fair to keep them 
back. No matter what I said, he was to be found, calmly, slowly, methodically doing this or that after 8:30pm. I asked 
the Director to mention it to him. The director said he would, or had. Had he? 

I got fed up with this lack of respect. One night ‘Lilith ‘was trying to lock up and get home and he was there 
at his desk, calm and oblivious to our haste to get away. This is what irritated me most. It was not as if he made any 
effort whatsoever to finish his work on time. ‘Lilith ’couldn’t lock up the reception area as ‘polish teacher 1”s jacket 
was in the closet. I took his jacket out so she could lock it up. We had to remind him it was past 8:30pm again. He 
came out methodically and slowly, with no sign of urgency whatsoever. 

After he left we locked up. I said goodbye to ‘Lilith’, and went home. ‘polish teacher 1’ apparently walked 
the same way home, so I was walking behind him and heard him speaking to the Director about me, in an angry 
voice. When he stopped to wait for the light and I was about to catch up with him, he started walking off in another 
direction, still on the phone. Later I verified with the Director that he had in fact been talking to him, angrily, about 
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me. The director would not have mentioned it, I expect. As long as everyone was doing what suited him, he didn’t 
care. 

During our first ‘training seminar’ (sic) waste of time ‘polish teacher 1’ had offered to introduce me to some 
of his wife’s single friends. He described on in particular as slim, with long blonde hair and so on. While we were 
talking he tried to find out my address. I told him I couldn’t remember, but that it was opposite the school on 
Jagiellonska. He persisted. I told him that I usually only made friends with females. He was offended, but tried not 
to look disappointed. After that I never heard from him again about any attractive single women, even though I kept 
asking about the one he had mentioned. 

In this whole story, I am the only one who has taken any responsibility upon themselves for what happened. 
No-one seemed to care if I was being maligned by others. No-one cared about justice or fair play. It seems that 
people forget what you have done for them, and will focus on some slight or offense. Most people will never take 
responsibility for what happens. It is easier to ‘gang up’ on a minority, than ‘share the blame’, or take responsibility. 
The treatment I experienced at the school is typical of my experience. It seems that ‘mobbing’ is a fundamental 
human behaviour. People do what is most convenient for themselves unless they are compelled to take responsibility 
by courts, video-tape footage, incontrovertible evidence, and so on. 

I say this now, because the next episode demonstrates how unfair everyone was to me, and how indifferent 
they were to the truth, to the facts, to any sense of justice. 

‘Polish teacher 1’ came up to me just before his class and asked if he could borrow my Elementary Class CD. 
Each of us had one copy. He said he had left his at home. The CD’s loaned to me were my responsibility. Of course 
the right thing to do was to help out a fellow teacher. So I of course gave him my Class CD set. After the lesson, in 
front of ‘receptionist/consultant 2' and/or ‘Lilith’, he handed over the CD case to me, saying “thanks, here’s your 
CD”. ‘Receptionist/consultant 2' and/or ‘Lilith ‘later told the Director and everyone else that ‘polish teacher 1’ had 
given my CD back to me. In fact he had given the CD case back to me, minus the Class CD. Why he lied I don’t 
know. But what interests me, what saddens me most, is that no-one seems to care that he lied to everyone. 

When I went to use the CD the next day it wasn’t there. I asked the head teacher if he had borrowed it. He 
said he hadn't. I asked to borrow his copy. Strangely enough, his copy was missing too. I opened the CD case to find 
only one of the CD’s there. I wondered what had happened. I had no idea that ‘polish teacher 1’ had taken my CD 
home to copy it, to replace his CD which he had lost. I asked ‘Lilith ‘and/or ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ to call him 
for me, to find out if he knew where my CD was. The ignored me as they often did when clients were there, or they 
were talking during their ‘changeover half hour. During this half hour or so they talked about what work needed to 
be done. Sometimes. Often it seemed they were just chatting, and ignoring me. Anyway, eventually they give me the 
phone and tell me to call. I can’t use the Polish navigation, so I ask them to dial for me. They apparently do, but the 
phone goes dead when it rings. I ask them to call again. They won’t. They tell everyone that they did call for me. No- 
one cares that the phone went dead. ‘Polish teacher 1’ may have seen from the caller I.D that it was the school 
phone, and not wanting to be inconvenienced by having to return the CD straight away, have just cancelled the call. 

So the next day I still don’t have my CD. It is the second class that I will have to read out transcripts to. So I 
ask the head teacher to contact ‘polish teacher 1’ for me. He won't. I figure why should I stress out if no-one else 
cares, so I leave it at that, and continue reading the transcripts. I can’t do anything else, as no-one will call him for 
me. 

The next day I ask the Director to contact ‘polish teacher 1’. He says it’s none of his business. He and the 
head teacher say it’s my problem, that it’s my fault for lending ‘polish teacher 1’ the CD’s. They also say that 

‘Lilith ‘and/or ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ complained that I was ‘ordering them around’. They said that they 
‘saw’ ‘polish teacher 1’ hand me back the CD. I reminded the Director and Co. that they saw him give me back the 
case, and everyone, including me, assumed that he had returned the CD. 

I was really pissed off, but what was the point in trying to get a fair go from people not interested in giving 
me one. When ‘polish teacher 1’ finally showed up for his next class, he handed me back the CD. I didn’t even 


196 


bother saying anything about what had happened. No-one cared that he had lied, and produced so much stress for 
me and everyone. It was my fault, according to everyone, for having lent him the CD. 

No-one cared about his deception, his lies, and the fact that the students had been disadvantaged by his 
behaviour. No-one, so I just said thanks, and took the CD. No-one said sorry to me for the misunderstanding. No- 
one ever asked ‘polish teacher 1’ why he had lied, let alone criticised him for having produced so many problems and 
stress for me and the others. 

It was the same with the head teacher. He really pissed me off. I really wanted to leave the school after the 
way he talked to me one day. Or really it was just the final straw. “The head teacher’ would never let me interrupt 
him when he was speaking, no matter when, what the context. He would just keep talking as if I wasn’t there. It 
wouldn’t matter if I was trying to be social and just chat. It was infuriating. It was no fun. It was impossible. So when 
we had a ‘teacher review session’ things got really ugly. 

He wouldn’t let me interrupt even when what he had to say was totally predictable. It would be a waste of 
precious time. I had a class coming up...Oh, yeah, that was another thing that pissed me off...he thought he could just 
come up while I was preparing lessons and have some meeting, just as it suited him. He would arrange meetings for 
times inconvenient to me, and I would try to negotiate, and he would act really flustered, as if I was being difficult. 

He had the habit of talking to people like they were his inferior. He claimed it was just the way he spoke, but 
I think it might have been symptomatic of his attitude. It was consistent. You don’t interrupt sir ‘the head teacher’ 
when he’s speaking because, as he put it, he ‘has to be happy that he’s said what he wanted to say’...what he wanted to 
say. You of course are merely the vessel for gathering his wisdom. When you had a meeting it was basically his chance 
to tell you what he thinks. Any suggestion that the meeting would be a two way discussion were sheer superficial 
token gestures. 

And then when I did listen, and wait until I had a chance to speak, haven taken notes during the 
monologues, he had the nerve to constantly interrupt me. Hypocrisy is something I cannot tolerate easily. I sought 
to clarify his points, and it seemed that we could agree on some things. I offered my solutions to my problems, and he 
rejected them out of hand, regarding them as unnecessary. He claimed to have no problems so I shouldn’t have any 
either. 

Point in question. The CD lesson numbers didn’t match up with the lesson numbers in the books. Why? 
No idea. Surely they could get such a little thing right? Anyway, and students would often unplug the CD player to 
get to their seats. So I was constantly rescuing the CD player. I realised that there was an index in the CD cover, so I 
made notes in my textbook so I knew which CD lesson went with which textbook lesson. According to ‘the head 
teacher’ that was unnecessary. Students never unplugged his CD player? He had no problems. So why should I. I 
don’t get it. I had a problem, and I found a solution. He, claiming to be Mr Perfect it seems, claimed I shouldn’t have 
a problem. 

Hypocrisy gets me! This guy was on more than one occasion to be found making photocopies during his 
lessons. He made constant mistakes in his written work. He taught students things that were patently wrong. He 
forgot to make register entries. He put the wrong dates. He asked me, in rude capitals, why I was using the notation 
marks for present, absent, and late, that were dictated in the actual registers themselves. He told me to use the system 
he used. ‘Lilith’ told me to use the one the School, the company, explicitly directed us to use in the registers. 

I told the Director that it was no fun teaching if I had to be perfect. He hated me calling ‘the head teacher’ 
Mr Perfect. “The head teacher’, during the ‘review’ also told me that I was never, ever to take registers out of the 
office. He also told me, accusingly, that my students had done poorly in my part of the test. I suggested he show me 
the test, and the results. There could be a number of explanations. Maybe the material I covered was harder. I asked 
whether they did badly in his, and the other Polish teachers classes. He wouldn’t provide me with a copy of the test, 
as if I didn’t need to. He apparently just wanted to criticise me. I can’t see the value in that. 

Anyway, when I finally found a copy of the tests, which the head office sent to us, and wouldn’t let the native 
teachers, or maybe any teacher see beforehand, I saw one obvious problem. They were testing students about the 
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International Phonetic Alphabet. I had told ‘the head teacher’ that I found it too cumbersome and of little value. I 
explained to him that I used my own approach to teaching sounds and so on. He agreed it was O.K to use my own 
approach, and didn’t use that part of the textbooks himself, either. So of course most of my students couldn’t answer 
a large chunk of the, in any case what I thought to be pretty stupid and difficult to understand, tests. 

I use a method I employ in my website. I get students to underline the sounds of words they are unfamiliar 
with, and underline the same sounds in words they are familiar with. I say, write ...chymes with...and underline the 
same sounds in the words. At first few students would write down anything I asked them too. It frustrated me. But 
one day, after that review in which I suggested I could bring about a ‘cultural change’ in their ‘learning culture’, and 
‘the head teacher’ laughed derisively and told me I never would, that they would never change their habits,...this is 
Poland...he said, ... they are polish students..., every single person was taking notes and doing everything I asked of 
them. They were actively correcting each other, taking notes, doing the ...rhymes with...thing, and so on. I 
complimented them 

and commented to them that they had just ...;done what was impossible’... It was one of those rewarding 
moments when you feel that all your frustration and effort and ‘pushing’ had actually yielded results. 

I often feel guilty that the students aren’t learning. They aren’t active. They aren’t doing their homework. 
They aren’t participating. They are wasting their money, their parent’s money, the company money. They are 
wasting all the energy and effort we put into preparing and conducting classes. I may as well be a monkey for all the 
contribution I was making to their English. It is really frustrating. So it is a real reward to get some results, to actually 
change their attitude, their behaviours, and their “classroom culture’. It’s a real buzz. Of course this isn’t the norm. 
You have to put up with a lot of unmotivated, lazy students, who will simply blame you for their lack of effort. 

I will say this about ‘the head teacher’. In terms of responding with the right answers about teacher 
behaviours in the classroom he was very good. He reminded me that it was my job to try to motivate and push them. 
They were paying me in part to do that. I joked with a friend, ex-student (only because they fired me...everyone in 
the class told me I was a good teacher), that she and the others basically pay me to force them to do homework. She 
more or less agreed. He got me to sit beside students as they did group work, correcting them, and moving around. 

Group work has a positive and negative side. The positives are that students more readily talk to each other 
than to the whole class, or to the teacher. Of course it is less challenging, especially if you are shy. They also feel like 
they have been learning English, if they suddenly realise that they have been talking to someone in English for the 
last, ideally, hour or so. The negatives, though, are that they are talking bad English, and might develop bad habits. 
You can only correct them as you hear them. I often moved as soon as I overheard some glaring mistake, to correct 
some other small groups. 

You see it is ‘activity’, and it is in English, so it makes a good impression on everyone. My doubts are about 
the productivity or quality of the ‘action’ taking place. I could accept the positives, and company policy, as 
represented by ‘the head teacher’s opinion, and so I changed my behaviours 

Tam not so sure that the new behaviour is as productive as what I would do myself, but I can see the positive 
side, and make the compromise. 

Unfortunately a lot of the time the students either do the exercises so badly, or half-heartedly, or passively, 
that it pure ‘impression management’, or ‘much ado about nothing’...”a tale told by an idiot, full of pomp and 
ceremony, signifying nothing”... They are participating in a lot of activity, but it doesn’t achieve as much as could be 
achieved by alternate means. You really have to set up any group work with great precision and care, to ensure that it 
is productive. You'd have to do much better than the textbooks. You’d have to spend a whole day preparing just one 
discussion exercise. Unfortunately no-one will pay you to. If you sacrificed yourself, other teachers would just use 
you work, and the school would be exploiting you badly. Try to find one school with a full archive of lesson plans 
and teaching materials they have accumulated over the decade or more they have been operating. 

Anyway, after both of us virtually swearing at each other and storming out of the ‘review’ I had to teach a 
class! Nice timing as usual. 
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The director had overheard everything from his office next door. I told him that I had had enough. I didn’t 
need to work. I worked because I wanted to. But I wasn’t going to be treated like that. The director stated that they 
needed me, that they couldn’t find anyone to replace me. He reminded me of the contract I had signed, and the 
penalties it would impose on me if I quit. He seemed willing to find a solution to the problem, so I agreed to stay. I 
really wanted to go. I had had more than enough. Instead, when I saw ‘the head teacher’ next I shook his hand, and 
said things would be o.k. He acted as if he had no idea what I was talking about. I felt dirty, to be honest, like I'd just 
been raped, and then pretended it had never happened. I wanted to try to make everything work. 

He lived near me. One day I came across him walking his dog. I didn’t want to talk to him, but felt obliged to 
shake his hand and have a few words. I think he would have walked straight past me if I hadn’t, but I didn’t want to 
like, go to the other side of the street to obviously avoid him. I realised then that that was why Lilith was always so 
nervous near her bus stop. The head teacher might walk by and see us together at any moment. On the few occasions 
she let me hug her it was brief and unsatisfying. She only initiated contact a few times. Once she pinched my bum, 
actually in front of one of the female Polish English teachers. A few times she touched my hands. She said that she 
couldn’t afford to touch me, lest she lose control, and not be able to stop herself from... 

The morning after the run-in with ‘the head teacher’, I had said goodbye and good luck to ‘Lilith’. She said 
that she hoped to see me soon. This was before anything had really developed in our ‘relationship’. I was surprised. It 
was because of her and ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ that I wanted to stay at the school and make things work, despite 
how badly I felt about ‘the head teacher’ and the school itself. Sorry to confuse you, but this incident with ‘the head 
teacher’ happened in the first month. It happened after ‘polish teacher 1’ had taken my CD home and lied to 
everyone. 

That was in fact the issue that angered me most at the meeting. “The head teacher’ stated that ‘the girls’ had 
seen ‘polish teacher 1’ give me the CD back. It reminded him that they had seen him give me back the case. No one 
had looked inside. He just repeated that the girls had seen it happen, so it must be true. It was only after this incident 
that ‘polish teacher 1’ returned the CD to me. But by then I just wanted to forget about the whole incident. In fact 
this is what pissed me off most. “The head teacher’ insisted ‘polish teacher 1’ had returned the CD. Then I gave up 
and said that I would rather not argue any more, and that I didn’t want to hear about it again. I was totally right, but 
willing to forget about it, to avoid further stress and problems. “The head teacher’, totally in the wrong, insisted that 
we carry on the discussion another time, that he would prove to me I was wrong. 

That infuriated me. Why on earth couldn’t we just drop this unproductive line of argument? The Director 
agreed, and told ‘the head teacher’ to drop it, I believe. So when ‘polish teacher 1’ came up to me and returned the 
CD I didn’t care anymore. I was only wounded at how everyone had treated me. The ‘girls’ had shown they had no 
respect or care for me, and after all I had done, they gave me no credit, and at the slightest problem, had turned on 
me. However I had to say one thing to the Director and ‘Lilith’. I had to remind them of the simple fact that if 
‘polish teacher 1’ had, as everyone stated, returned the CD to me on Monday, then it would be impossible for him to 
return it to me, as he did, four days later. No-one cared. No-one apologised or expressed their regrets about what had 
happened and how I had been treated. That is what disappointed me most. 

As I said, to this day, no-one at the school accepts any responsibility for anything that happened other than 
me. 

The only positive feedback I got from him was one day when he complimented me, indirectly, on the mini- 
tests I had prepared. 

One other gripe I have was about the amount of writing homework I had to mark as compared to the Polish 
teachers I was sharing classes with. It was about 3 times as much. The head teacher responded to a remark I made 
about the amount of work I had to mark by pointing to a bag full of tests he ‘had’ to mark. What he failed to 
mention was that he was being paid a few zlotys for every test he marked. I was denied that lucrative job. 

I had twenty teaching hours, which added up to easily over 30 hours a week. This consisted of preparation, 
marking, admin, attending ‘reviews’ and ‘seminars’ I could have done in a few minutes reading, if the head teacher 
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would bother writing, that is. In the end I suggested he write up his ‘observation “comments from his ‘observations’ 
of our classes, and give us a chance to reflect on his opinions and feedback before having to respond. He never did 
give me anything. Actually, the only written feedback he gave me was at the end of the nasty meeting we had, a few 
minutes before my classes. When I read it I had no chance to respond at all, and I went to my classes infuriated and 
flabbergasted. 

So what else happened? I will now regale the story of Markus and the swan, or is it, Lilith and the hapless 
traveler? 

But first I have to tell you why ‘receptionist/consultant 2' wasn’t speaking to me for the few weeks leading 
up to the assault. 
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What means ‘kinky’? You’re Kinky, aren’t you! 


As I said, ‘receptionist/consultant 2' was a lovely, charming, intelligent, interesting young woman. I spent a 
lot of time with her. Apparently she really appreciated it. Most of the time the receptionists were bored sick. I came 
in and chatted with her, played guitar, and hung around. I stayed back with her after work while she waited for her 
boyfriend or brother to pick her up. She helped me find a charger for my phone, and a pre-paid sim card and so on. I 
was glad to hear, probably for the first and only time from a Polish woman, that she ‘loved her boyfriend very much’, 
She excitedly told me that she thought she was very lucky to have him. 

When I asked her if she wanted me to stay and talk, or keep her company, her face lit up and she smiled so 
beautifully that it was a reward for any inconvenience. I loved buying her Snickers bars because her face would light 
up so brightly, with such a beautiful smile, that it was a great reward for me. One morning I came in, thinking ‘Lilith 
‘was at the desk, so I didn’t say hello. ‘Lilith ‘and I had fought again. And again. Anyway, as I walked past 
‘receptionist/consultant 2’ called out, smilingly, but admonishingly “Markus”, making it clear that she was wounded 
that I hadn’t said hello, and admonishing me for being so careless. It was really, really nice. 

When she talked to me, she stood so close I could almost touch her lips with mine. Her breath was very sexy. 
Sometimes when I was using the computer she would lean over to get something, and her body would press against 
mine. It was very nice. I felt like we were like two little children, totally innocent and, well, sort of loving. I had a 
great fondness for her, and she seemed to be fond of me. She really wanted me to keep her company. I suppose 
anyone would be better than being alone, but still, I felt valued and I felt good. I really enjoyed the time I spent with 
her. 

Like ‘Lilith’, she would wear really low cut jeans. She had a lovely, lithe figure like ‘Lilith’, only with more 
boyish, slender hips. ‘Lilith ‘has very feminine hips. They were both very sexy, in their own ways. They both took 
great care of their figures, and were very slender and trim. They both had really slender muscular arms. Both had 
incredibly sexy thighs, stomachs, and legs. Because ‘receptionist/consultant 2' loved her boyfriend, though, I never 
thought of her as anything other than a beautiful friend. Her boyfriend and she were going to move in together. She 
was really impatient and excited at first. But when her boyfriend got cold feet, she seemed to accept it, and focused 
on the positives of living at home. Who wouldn’t like to live rent free, have their meals prepared for them, and have 
their washing done? 

One day I was talking with ‘receptionist/consultant 2’. She was in a really upbeat mood. She asked me, in the 
typical polish-English “what means ‘kinky’”? She was smiling and laughing, and taunting me, telling me that I was 
kinky, wasn’t I! She had the translation program from the internet open on the screen, and typed something in. She 
kept laughingly taunting me, telling me that I was kinky. I thought she might have read something in my philosophy 
manuscript. We had talked about philosophy, and she seemed to understand and even agree with what I said. I was 
able to express myself simply with her. It was good to feel understood and find some agreement. In one line I refer to 
golden showers, and how many people misunderstand the act to be one of humiliation, when in fact it is about 
intimacy. 

Thinking that was what she was talking about, I said that people have different tastes, and that as you grow 
older you are more open to new ideas, and often surprised by yourself. I said that being kinky or not is just a matter 
of definition. She kept laughing and taunting me. I made a few comments about how sexy she would look in latex 
and so on. We were laughing and flirting (?) for a while. She seemed really amused by the whole thing. 

Anyway, I had fought once more with ‘Lilith’, and probably as some sort of reflex, some attempt to ‘free’ 
myself from ‘Lilith’s’ ‘bann’ (you know, the power vampires have over their victims), I sent ‘receptionist/consultant 
2' a kinky SMS. I won’t repeat it in full, in case it further embarrasses or offends ‘receptionist/consultant 2’, but I 
will repeat the end of it. The SMS ended with...but ‘receptionist/consultant 2 loves her boyfriend, so I will have to 
make do with her charming company and her beautiful smile... 
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The next day ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ wouldn’t talk to me or look at me. I apologise in person and per 
SMS. For weeks after that she wouldn’t talk to me. When I apologised she hissed back in reply “you’re a fucking 
idiot”. 

‘Lilith ‘read the SMS too. She wasn’t shocked or anything, She said that ‘receptionist/consultant 2' did want 
to talk to me, and that I should keep trying. ‘Receptionist/consultant 2' was offended, that’s clear. I apologised for 
that. What I don’t get, however, is why she will not take any responsibility for what happened. 

So even though ‘Lilith ‘and ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ were arguing at the time amongst themselves, this 
explains why they became allies when it came to their common ‘foe’(?), me. It can account for how the really serious 
series of events of this story unfold and conclude. I will now tell the woeful sorry tale of Markus and the Swan. You 
have, I trust, heard of Leda and the Swan? 
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Marx Herbach and the Swan, or Lilith and the hapless traveler 


My little swan has dark beady eyes, a big ‘beak’ and a slender, graceful neck, just like any other swan. She had 
golden ‘locks’ of hair that any fairytale princess would envy. They were real ringlets of gold and white gold. When 
she wore white, she apparently bleached her hair a little whiter, to match. She said she preferred straight hair like her 
sisters. But I adore her ringlets. She is beautiful and charming and elegant and, well, totally gorgeous and adorable. 

We talked about everything, including Lilith, the vampire that was kicked out of Eden. We talked about 
how women who were powerful and sexually liberated were often defined as witches, by the men who were 
intimidated by them. Maybe some of them were just witches, or well, just plain bitches. People often twist things 
around to suit themselves. A bitch will claim that men are intimidated by her ‘power’. People can take any argument 
and conveniently twist it to their own purposes. It can be really frustrating. 

I’ve noted how Polish people hate that term. It’s really like yelling out ‘fuck’ or something. In English we use 
it a lot more often, and it is a lot less provocative or offensive. Is my swan a misunderstood, powerful, liberated 
woman? Or just a plain bitch? I’ll leave it to you to decide. 

At first I didn’t find ‘Lilith ‘that attractive. I found her hips to be too wide, her nose too big, her eyes too 
small, her walk too strange and her teeth too small and discolored. I found Blank and ‘receptionist/consultant 2” 
much sexier. However then I began talking to ‘Lilith’. Within a few minutes I was addicted to her. I was hooked. I 
was in her ‘bann’. Maybe it was her shortsighted, romantic gaze. Maybe it was the sentimental attraction of her 
constant sadness. Maybe it was the magic in her laughter. I became jealous of anyone she was laughing with. I fell in 
love with her. Like I once told her friend, even if she was really ugly, I would find her beautiful, because of the things 
she said. 

That evening she said she was getting picked up by “someone”. I found this suspicious, so I added, “your 
boyfriend you mean”? In one way I was encouraged, because it meant she didn’t want to tell me she had a boyfriend. 
In another I was disappointed that she wasn’t ‘available’. Only the next day it occurred to me that she was wearing 
what looked like an engagement ring. I asked her on which finger women wear engagement rings. She told me. So 
she was engaged! I asked her why she hadn’t told me. She said that it wasn’t public knowledge. That threw me. I 
asked her... “Isn’t that the reason you wear an engagement ring, and get engaged”?... She countered with something. I 
was really disappointed. On my way home, realising I was in love with her, I accepted that we could only be friends, 
as she was ‘taken’. 

I had resolved not to let my feelings for her develop. The problem was that it seems ‘Lilith ‘had other plans. 
She would constantly draw me in. She would tell me how miserable she was with her fiancé. She said that she was 
only with him out of some ‘obligation’. I never found out what that meant. I suspect she had just invented the 
‘obligation’ as some device for her own purposes with me. I would love to know, assuming she wasn’t lying, what 
those obligations in fact are. 

She would constantly draw me in, and then remind me that she was engaged. I would then be upset, and 
make it clear that I would have to maintain some distance. I could not be emotionally intimate with her when I was 
in love with her, but she couldn’t return my love. I would tell her that I needed to keep my distance to protect 
myself. But she wouldn’t let me. She would send me SMS messages imploring me, or admonishing me, I don’t know 
how to express myself here, along the lines of ..."how could you pretend that there isn’t a strong connection between 
us..."She had no empathy for my situation. It was fine for her. She got all the physical affection and sexual 
satisfaction she could want, all the while torturing me. 

She often told me how she felt a very strong lust for me. She said that’s why she didn’t like me touching her. 
She said she found it really hard to ‘resist’ me. Once she even said, I can quote virtually verbatim, that I ...”should just 
throw her down on the ground and take charge!” This is one thing that really gets me about women. They want men 
to take all the initiative, so they can put all the responsibility on the shoulders of the man, and blame him for any 
consequences. They want to be ‘seduced’ so they can blame the man for everything. 
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They can then blame the man for themselves having been unfaithful to their partners. They can blame the 
man for ‘getting them pregnant’ and ‘oblige’ him to pay for her selfish desire to reproduce. She will say ‘he had his 
fun, now it’s time to pay’. Excuse me? You mean women don’t enjoy sex? You mean most women aren’t determined 
to reproduce independent of the inheritance they will be forcing upon their innocent not-yet-born offspring? 
Women want it, and manage in our society to get it, both ways. (No pun relating to porn films intended!) 

She said she didn’t love me. She said she didn’t love anyone. She said she had once loved someone. She said it 
was really hard for her to “resist” me, because I seemed so perfect, and expressed so many ‘perfect’ sentiments so 
‘perfectly’. It was her that was constantly drawing me back in after I had resolved to keep some distance, but she 
wanted to put all the responsibility on my shoulders. 

Such philosophical digressions are a reason for me writing this story. It is also relevant to my story. ‘Lilith’ 
was, despite hating her own family, hating her own life, asking me ...”do you know anyone who is happy”.., not loving 
the father-of-her-child-to-be (or was she lying?), and continuing with the charade (?) of their relationship and 
marriage-to-come out of what she said, lied (?) was merely some onerous, burdensome, but unavoidable (how?) 
obligation...determined to have a son. And I, responsible philosopher that I am, and stupidly too honest for this 
world, made it clear to her that I would never be able to bring a child into this, or at least my, world. 

Would she sacrifice the potential happiness we might have together, simply to use her fiancé, willing enough 
I expect to reproduce himself, to have a son, at any cost, even to that son? Was that fair to her son, and to her fiancé. 
Of course it wasn’t fair to me, but who cares about me? 

Anyway, we had agreed that we both felt very uneasy when we were happy. It felt safer and easier to be 
miserable, than to be happy, and constantly fearing the loss of that happiness. Like lots of Jewish comedians often 
joke, they are terrified of being happy, as they can’t believe the universe would let them be, and would, at any 
moment, send some calamity upon them to ‘rectify’ the situation. 

She claimed that the happy family background of her fiancé would compensate for her own lack thereof, and 
ensure the child had the, ‘happy family’ that every child, we agreed, deserved. We seemed to agree that people should 
only reproduce if they can guarantee their children a good family. ‘Receptionist/consultant 2’ agreed with me much 
further, that children had a right to a positive inheritance, and we shouldn’t reproduce unless we can offer them one. 
Initially ‘receptionist/consultant 2' said she didn’t want children, then seemed to weaken that statement to mean 
that maybe she might not have kids, and then seemed to indicate that it was just a question of when, and so on. This 
is one reason why, before I knew she loved her boyfriend etc., I thought she might make a good partner, or more 
importantly, that she might be happy with me. It’s so hard to find an attractive woman who isn’t hell-bent on 
reproducing, no matter how little she and her partner, and their circumstances might have to offer their offspring. 

The subject often arises very quickly. Once, talking to a naked, shaved, blonde, blue eyed, architecturally 
virtually flawless, beautiful woman, the topic came up within a few sentences. Do you have any children? Do you 
want children? 

‘Lilith ‘and ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ were always trying to teach me ‘macho’ things to say in Polish, such as 
‘hey babe’, ‘I want you now’, and so on. I think any male would have interpreted their behaviour as flirting, or at least 
teasing. In hindsight, and in light of ‘Lilith’s’ unwillingness to ever tell me what was really going on, and so on, 
‘Lilith’s’ behaviour seems really cruel. 

I couldn’t accept that someone could marry someone they didn’t love, just out of some ‘obligation’ and the 
desire to have children. I believe in informed consent. I was ultimately willing to share ‘Lilith ‘with any number of 
men if it made her happy. But I felt that everyone involved should give their informed consent. If her fiancé still 
wanted to marry her and father her children even though she didn’t love him, was only marrying him out of some 
‘obligation’, and would have other lovers, then all fine and dandy. But she claimed that he would be happier not 
knowing. Maybe happier for now. But what about the long-term? 
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Originally it never entered my mind that she would stay with him after what she had said. She told me she 
had tickets for a flight to England. She said she had been planning to leave Poland. I did hear her, in the last weeks, 
talking to someone on the phone in English. Who knows what she has planned, and with who. 

So I suggested that we be lovers and best friends. I couldn’t offer her the son she seemed determined to have, 
and she claimed she lusted after me, found me fascinating, but didn’t love me. So I thought that would be a solution. 
I don’t think I anticipated she would stay with her fiancé. I don’t think I was thinking much at all. I was all feeling. I 
was full of the most beautiful feelings a human can feel, affection, adoration, lust, friendship, trust, understanding, 
and emotional intimacy. I felt we had a real bond. Almost everything she said, every experience or feeling she shared 
with me, resonated with my own experiences and feelings. She accepted my ‘solution’, but the next day acted as if we 
hadn’t resolved anything at all. 

That was how it was with her. One moment I was in heaven, and the next in hell. I would feel as if we had 
finally resolved everything, only to be disappointed, disillusioned, and then once more she would reawaken a real 
hope in me of happiness. In the end I told her that it was healthier for me to hate her than to live with false hope. 
She constantly promised me things and then let me down. She made really insensitive, almost viscously taunting 
remarks. 

Once when I went with her to a university lecture we were flirting with notes on her lecture notes, and she 
reminded me, painfully and, it seemed to me, cruelly, almost mockingly, that she was getting all the sex she wanted. 
It was horrible. She constantly said things like that. Was she deliberately torturing me? If so it was violently vicious 
and effective. 

She had said that she found interesting men addictive, but that she had always ended the relationships 
because they ended up wanting sex. I found her a little disingenuous (?) I think she got off on the power of someone 
wanting her. I told her that many women are interesting. I find it a bit disingenuous or a bit un-self-aware when 
women claim they find men more interesting. Of course it feels good to be desired, and to be in control. But it isn’t 
right to use anyone for anything, whether sex or companionship, without their informed consent. If they are happy 
with the situation then it is o.k. But it is wrong to lead someone on with false hopes, simply to use them for your 
own purposes, and then dispose of them when they get too demanding, or wake up to your games. 

Perhaps a metaphor? While trying to find something to keep me occupied during the lecture I was admiring 
the beautiful wood parquetry floor, until the curve of the cracking, curling ‘PVC’ caught my eye. I was disappointed. 
What had appeared to be something beautiful and authentic turned out to be cheap and plastic. Maybe a metaphor 
for my ‘relationship’ with ‘Lilith’? 

The day after the lecture ‘Lilith ‘sent me an SMS stating that she found it beautiful or wonderful or 
whatever, that I didn’t regret having spent my time in a way that should be regrettable i.e. sitting in on a boring 
lecture, or spending an entire afternoon shopping with her, or just waiting around. 

One Saturday I waited with her for her father to pick her up. We had fought about some insensitive remark 
of hers or whatever, but I stayed because, as I said, even when we weren't talking, I still loved her company, and 
because I was willing to ‘swallow my pride’ or whatever it is we do, and put up with whatever she did (?), I’m not sure 
how to express what I mean... because I wanted to be with her. Her father dropped me off at Real. It was interesting 
for me to meet her father, and she said likewise for her, as she hadn’t seen him for a long time. 

One SMS haunts me still. After we had spent some time together, and probably fought over something or 
other, I sent her an SMS, in the morning, or late in the evening. In any case she apparently read it in the morning. 
She wrote that the sentiment I expressed in my SMS to her ...”...made my awakening most precious ever...”. It is 
really hard to reconcile such messages with how she treated me in the end. Well actually how she treated me 
constantly. 

She often said, staring deep into my eyes, looking for some hint of deception or disingenuousness, which it 
was hard to believe me, because everything I said sounded so perfect. It’s true that I surprised myself with my ability 
to express my feelings towards ‘Lilith’. I could say the same for messages such as the one I previously quoted. 
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Sometimes I had the certainty that ‘Lilith ’cared for me in her own way. She preferred to use the word like. Like me, 
she said that people don’t love each other really. I didn’t mind what word she used. I had actually already written a 
song title “like me”, so her sentiments resonated with me. We joked that we would make sweet ‘like’. I told her I was 
deeply and madly in ‘like’ with her. She told me she liked me. 

One Saturday we went shopping for a present for one of her, not-close, friends, maybe a relative’s wife I 
think. Apparently she didn’t really even like her, but she was ‘obliged’ (that horrible word once again) to go to a 
party, and bring her a present. ‘Lilith bought me a bus ticket. I still have it. I am very sentimental about ‘Lilith’. I 
can’t help myself. We flirted on the bus. We rushed around the Echo Galleria, the mall, looking for a suitable 
present. She stopped to check out some lip-gloss. She put some on my lips. It smelt sweet. I wanted to buy her some, 
in return for the bus ticket, but she wouldn’t let me. Earlier on we had agreed that many women use men. ‘Lilith 
‘stated emphatically that she always paid for herself etc. 

We agreed that a wooden photo box was really nice, but it was too expensive, around 100PLN. I offered to 
pay for it, or for half of it if she liked, so that we could call the shopping expedition a success. She declined the offer. 
She almost bought some overpriced soap things from Douglas, another German chain store, but I convinced her we 
should quickly look further. I kept wracking my brains trying to think of a good present. 

Eventually, in Tesco’s, I found a gift pack of body lotion and whatever, and a table ‘throw-over’ (?). She 
especially liked the table throw, and as it turns out, so did the recipient. So it was a success after all. 

I carried ‘Lilith’s’ coat for her. I stroked the furry collar, calling it ‘my precious’. ‘Lilith “did a great 
impersonation of Gollum, repeating, ‘my precious’. 

We both had the same lack of patience with people. We both got very frustrated by people who didn’t 
appear to be paying attention to where they were walking, how many people they were holding up, and so on. We 
both detested shopping at Tesco’s when it was busy. And it was always busiest on Saturday afternoons. It was 
another thing we shared, another ‘chord’ or ‘note’ upon which we ‘resonated’. It was one more chord or note to add 
to the melody that made up our ‘emotional connection’. If we both lusted after each other as well, then well, we 
seemed made for each other. Of course that’s how you feel when you are in love. 

While shopping ‘Lilith ‘made another one of her ‘provocative’ comments. I was walking behind her, and she 
said something like, ‘would you like it if women walked behind you staring at your ass? Anyway, somehow the topic 
lead to ‘sex from behind’. She stated, from where or what context I don’t remember or even then understood, that 
... sometimes it’s the best”... I think I had commented that it was impersonal, because you couldn’t see their face. If 
you've seen “Saturday night Fever” you'll remember the couple who couldn’t ‘finish off, so they began “doggie-style’ 
and both came quickly. Anyway, once more she was unnecessarily sexy and provocative, and to me, even cruel and 
taunting. She constantly joked and talked about sex, while denying me the most beautiful experience I could have on 
this earth, to make love to her. She was giving that experience to someone she claimed not to even like. 

I will comment here about the phenomena of women using men in a particularly cruel way. Women 
complaining they have nothing to talk about with their partners, or that they don’t love them, or they are insensitive 
and so on, to the male friend. The male ‘friend’ does all the hard emotional work, all the listening and caring and 
feeling, while the women give the most beautiful experience in the world to, in their own words, uncaring, 
ungrateful, insensitive, selfish, and so on, partners. The women must be disingenuous to claim that they are not 
abusing their male friends in this way. They can feign ignorance, but they know what they are doing. They can act 
offended, like, how dare you define listening and so on as ‘hard emotional work’. But it is. It is a fact. Physical love is 
one of the ways in which we can recharge our emotional batteries after demanding emotional interactions. Marvin 
Gaye called in ‘sexual healing’. 

The women are then, disingenuously or if they are so deep in denial, authentically, though undeservedly, 
offended when their ‘listening’ partner gets upset about the situation. Like ‘Lilith’, they then simply ‘dismiss’ the 
guy, as if he’s done something wrong ( “...all men want is sex...” as if wanting to make love to someone is a bad 
thing...), and lure the next unsuspecting, genuine, sensitive, guy into her trap. It is a form of abuse as much as rape is. 
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It is a form of exploitation. Women claim other women are not interesting? I find this disingenuous. I have met lots 
of interesting women. Women really seem to love ‘using’ nice-guys to meet their emotional needs, while meeting 
their sexual needs, and needs for chaos, excitement, drama, and something to complain about, with their insensitive, 
but sexually and socially exciting partner or lover. 

To the females reading this: don’t act disingenuous as you read this. Reflect deep within yourself. Try to be 
honest with yourself. Relations between men and women will only improve when we are all honest with ourselves 
and each other. The basis of relationships must be mutual respect as shown in the act of behaving with transparency, 
in order to allow true ‘informed consent’. People in any relationship must honestly declare what their intentions are, 
what they are willing to offer, and what they hope to get in return. Ulterior motives must be made explicit. Only 
then can relationships be authentic. 

As I have often remarked. It seems that the only relationships that consistently meet these criteria are those 
between sex industry workers and their clients. 

Anyway, ‘Lilith’ had informed me, with her patent brand of sympathy inspiring misery, that she had had, for 
some time, nothing more to talk about with her fiancé. He couldn’t maintain, or maybe even initiate, any sort of 
discussion. Perhaps that was what she intended for me, to use me to provoke some discussion, to use me as the 
discussion topic, to maybe rouse her fiancé into sending her sensual, sentimental text messages, leaving little 
romantic notes in her coat (...”was that you?...she had asked me...who else did she think it might be... wonder 
now...!). 

She knew how torturously painful it was for me to be close to her, but not allowed to get those few 
millimeters closer. I had expressed my feelings and this dilemma often enough. She had no empathy for me at all it 
seems. She had no consideration for my situation, or it seems the interests and feelings of all the other ‘fascinating 
men’ she had lured into her trap, to entertain her, and then act all disingenuous when they wanted more, and felt 
‘used’ and ‘abused’ by her, as if she was totally innocent. Does self-denial constitute ignorance, and hence innocence? 
Anyway... 

She said she had only one female friend, in fact I think only one ‘friend’ as such, other than me. She told me 
that they were friends due to their mutual studies and so on, she said due to ‘practical’ reasons. Most people are 
friends for that reason, so nothing strange there. She said that her friend would be leaving town after the end of the 
semester, and then she would have no-one. I was wondering how she defined her fiancé, in terms of her ‘relationship’ 
towards him. 

I don’t know what to believe. Did she really get on so badly with her family and so on? Had she really ‘let 
them down’ or whatever so badly that she wouldn’t risk ending her engagement? Would she go through with the 
wedding and so on out of some ‘obligation’? What were her motives, thoughts, assumptions and so on? She never 
would or did explain much to me. Perhaps because it was all a game. Perhaps it was all a contrived fiction, meant to 
inspire my sentimental and romantic notions? I wish she would tell me the truth. Even if the truth matches the 
worst of my possible speculations. 

Pd rather know that she was using me for amusement and company, and was in fact happy to be getting 
married to a man she loved and desired, than go on wondering. I'd rather know that she was in fact happy. It would 
mean that she had been selfishly and nastily using me, but at least I would know that she was in fact happy, and not 
miserable. I'd get over having been used. It would merely validate my worst suspicions. And I could live with the 
knowledge that my little swan is happy somewhere. 

So back to our story... 

We walked back to the train station. I was impressed with how fast 

‘Lilith walked, even in high heels. We both agreed that it was frustrating and irritating trying to walk with 
normal people, who walk much too slow. Once more I found a resonance between us. She seemed really stressed 
about not missing the train and the ‘party’. I reminded her that it wasn’t that important and she thanked me. She 
said she needed someone to remind her of such things. She was paranoid about ‘spies’ seeing us together, so I left her 
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at the entrance to the train station. I got home totally exhausted and with a migraine. I felt terribly sick. I sent an 
SMS hoping that ‘Lilith “didn’t feel as wretched as I did. But I was happy to have spent some time with my adorable 
little swan. 

Any more anecdotes that might give you some insight into my ‘relationship’ with ‘Lilith’? If I remember I'll 
add them. For now let’s go to the tragic conclusion. Oh, first, another tragedy, of a culinary nature. The worst 
restaurant meal I’ve ever had. 

Aha, just remembered something Id jotted myself a not about, to remember of course. But I of course forgot 
to read the note!. 

One morning we had arranged to meet at her bus-stop. Like many people, she caught a (?) private mini bus 
to work. I was always worried about how unsafe they appeared to be. Everyone complains that they are crowded. I 
don’t know if they are licensed, or if there are any controls or monitoring of them. Most of them look like old 
Mercedes transporters, or Ford vans. I was always concerned for ‘Lilith’s’ safety. She explained to me how much it 
would cost her to drive her car to work every day, even though she had an old Renault with a gas conversion. 
“Someone”, to quote her, picked her up when she worked nights, and the buses weren’t running. The bus trip cost 2 
PLN each way, I think, much cheaper that the hundreds of “Zlotys’, I used to say ‘Zloty’, it would cost in gas or 
petrol. 

I hung around at her bus-stop a while, and then thinking that I must have missed her, I walked to school. 
She called me on her mobile, from the bus stop. So I began walking back to meet her. We met half way, where the 
pigeons gathered. She laughed her pretty, adorable laugh, beaming her gorgeous smile, as she merrily regaled the 
following incident to me. She doesn’t wear her glasses all the time, especially in the overcrowded bus. She saw some 
guy from the bus, and began waving at him. He waved back, probably wondering at his luck, to have this gorgeous 
young woman waving happily at him, beckoning him to her. (Reminds me of the story of the Rheinfells!) 

She thought it was me! She was embarrassed to find, when he got closer, that it was a complete stranger. I 
wondered at his disappointment. Now in hindsight his story is more or less mine. We both couldn’t believe this 
lovely creature could be beckoning us to come closer. We were both disappointed. It was a funny story, and I was 
really happy to see 

‘Lilith ’smiling once more. Most of the time she had looked miserable at her ‘obligations’, and things she 
alluded to at work, but which she would never, like her ‘obligations’, explain. 
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The restaurant at the end of the (culinary) universe 


At first I said I couldn’t make it to the school dinner, but I changed my mind after ‘Lilith’ made it clear she 
wanted me to go, and was sad that I wasn’t going. We had fought again, and made up again, as usual. I don’t know 
what it was this time. Sometimes it was clearly a misunderstanding, sometimes I think she had been unfair to me, 
sometimes really mean, at least from my perspective and understanding of things. 

She had complained the day before that ‘receptionist/consultant 2’, who had had the morning shift, had 
done nothing all day, leaving ‘Lilith ‘with an overwhelming amount of work to catch up on. The day before the 
school dinner she complained, or pouted, in a way I was surprised at, that ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ would be able 
to go home and come back looking magnificent, whilst she, ‘Lilith’, would have to go to the dinner straight from 
work. 

On the night of the dinner I saw ‘Lilith ‘in a skirt for the first time, albeit a very long one. It was golden 
brown, like many of her outfits. She looks adorable in her little brown and golden outfits. As we were walking to 
someone’s car, she commented on how sensual it felt to have the cold night air flowing around her legs, and some 
comment about pantyhose, which I didn’t get, because I had switched off. I couldn’t bear to think about her legs, the 
air sensually stroking them, her... I joked that I was jealous of the air. It was another example of her unnecessarily 
provoking me sexually. Did she like to cruelly torment and tease me? Did she ever have any intention of honoring 
her promise to me, made explicitly on several occasions, that we would be lovers, and soon? 

As soon as we got in the car we fought again. She wouldn’t wear her seatbelt. She said that in Poland it 
wasn’t compulsory to wear a seatbelt in the back seats. I couldn’t believe it. I insisted she wear a seatbelt. She 
wouldn’t. I proclaimed that I would not talk to her again if she didn’t wear the seatbelt. I reminded her that I was 
attending this dinner because she had wanted me to. I was really upset with her, really dark and stormy. She relented 
and gave in. She put on the seatbelt. I was happy again. Later students told me that it is compulsory for every driver 
and passenger in a car to ‘buckle-up’. I had suspected as much. I had told them that Poland was the only country of 
knew of where rear-seat passengers didn’t have to wear a seatbelt. 

She didn’t have to promise me anything. I could have accepted being a close friend, if she didn’t constantly 
make it so hard for me (no pun intended) by drawing me in, and making references to sensual and erotic things. And 
worse, if she had not constantly complaining and demonstrably (was she acting?) miserable about her ‘obligations’ to 
her ‘fiancé’, which were somehow, in a way she never explained, ‘obligations’ to her family. She alluded that she had 
‘disappointed’ them before. 

She told me that she had been happy, for a short time, ‘once’. I was sure we could be happy together. We 
could have separate apartments. I would help her set up the ‘translation service’ she said she dreamed of having. I 
would support her while she studied. She could sleep as long as she wanted, in the ‘little bed’ she wanted. She said I 
would never guess why she wanted a ‘little bed’, even if I saw her asleep in it. My fondness, affection, romantic love 
for her developed as much due to her physical presence, her sexuality, as for sentimental reasons. Misery is romantic. 
It draws out the desire to protect and nurture. I wonder if she deliberately played upon this. She seemed like a pretty 
little girl most of the time. She was a combination of the daughter I'd always wanted, and the lover I'd always 
dreamed of. She was my romantic vision. I adored her. I could adore her again. It would be so easy to fall in love with 
her again. 

I say that despite what happened next, and how it all ended, if it is indeed at an end, as it appears to be. 

But back to the restaurant. Apparently it was in the original condition it had been from the Socialist era 
when it was built. O.K, so many restaurants aren’t that flash. It was interesting at least, with high ceilings, and some 
nice drapes and so on. But the food. Arrrggggghhhhh! I’ve never had such bad food. I’ve eaten much much much 
better food cooked in a garbage can and served on the side of the road, in Thailand. 

They served what appeared to be grated carrot and parsnip (?) as a side dish, without making any effort at all 
with any spice or sauces. It was just dry and, well, yuck. There were no bread rolls, just very ordinary, and tasteless, 
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sliced bread. They actually served boiled carp. I thought carp was a pest, sort of the rat of the rivers and lakes? It was 
soggy and mushy and tasteless, and just to add the finishing touched, full of very treacherous bones. Of course there 
was some ‘barsht’, which I called ‘borscht’, which is beetroot soup, I think. That was O.K., but nothing special. No 
different, maybe the same, as the powdered stuff I have bought at Lidl. 

The only consolation was the mushroom and pepper Pierogi, which they referred to as ‘ravioli’ for my sake. 
Apparently that was also the only consideration they had made for my being a vegetarian. I tried every dish served. 
Some salmon, some boiled eggs with herring, and the carp. 

‘Lilith ’ate very little of what was served. She didn’t trust the look of it, she said. I can’t blame her. We all 
drank vodka, which is alarmingly easy to drink, if you just swallow it. I put the napkin on my head, joking that I 
looked like the Pope. Tomasz sort of smiled, but frowningly, making some comment about the Pope and Poland 
indicating I would offend some people. The next day I regretted having drunk so much Vodka. My eyes felt like 
sandpaper and so on. ‘Lilith’ told me that I should see the head teacher, he was much worse. In fact I actually drank, 
at the restaurant, more than anyone else. Perhaps the head teacher had continued drinking elsewhere after we had 
parted. 

When I saw the head teacher the next day, I shook his hand again, even though doing so made me feel 
uneasy, and told him that I would never drink vodka again. He laughed and said that they all said that, but they 
always drank again. The others laughed and agreed. 

‘The head teacher’ got uncomfortably (for me) serious when I commented, trying to be fair, that Polish food 
was similar to German food in its simplicity, and lack of spices and so on. He told me to be careful about comparing 
Polish food to German food, as in different company I could easily get into trouble. Well so much for trying to be 
sociable. He also launched into another insufferable and condescending diatribe about how people drank vodka, not 
to get drunk, as I had suggested re: you don’t drink it cos it tastes good, which came up after I asked whether I would 
be able to taste the difference between expensive and cheap vodka, and began sipping to see...but so people would 
relax around each other, and say things and so on that they would normally wouldn’t, or would be too shy to, and so 
on. I tried to assure him that I was aware of this as he continued his little lecture. No matter what the situation, he 
had a way of talking that was really frustrating, and no fun at all. 

I don’t think it was just me. I came across other teachers who had just ‘escaped’ one of his ‘reviews’, looking 
really pissed off, unhappy, frustrated, angry...and so on. ,p>Anyway, back to ‘Lilith’. After I stopped talking to her 
she started humming and singing. She told me she did so when she was sad, as it lifted her spirits. I had ended up 
walking around for hours singing to myself, mostly A-Ha songs, after having once more being desperately 
disappointed by ‘Lilith’, and feeling a the huge emotional ‘hole’ that my conviction that anything between ‘Lilith 
‘and me was doomed, left in my life. 

Then, in the flow of some conversation in English, she told everyone that all of my female students wanted 
to have sex with me. She went on to add that even some of the male students did too. I added, to save some face, that 
it was the attractive guys too! I don’t know why she would bother saying such a thing. Of course she had often told 
me that she wanted to play matchmaker between me and the students. I told her that to make such an offer was 
cruel, as she knew that the only girl I wanted was her. She kept leading me to believe that we had a future, and them 
dropping some comment that indicated that we had none. The first time I began to wonder whether she really was 
acting, or was miserable with her fiancé, was after the first SMS I sent her. 

The SMS contained some pretty heavy, sensual, erotic sentiments. I wondered if I had gone too far the next 
morning when she didn’t say hello. Later she made it clear that the sentiment in my SMS was much appreciated. She 
asked me...”Didn’t you want me to be able to sleep at all”... But then she said, more or less...”if only R (her fiancé) 
would express or feel such sentiments, then everything would be fine...” That made me start guessing again. Was she 
really unhappy with her fiancé, or just using her ‘fake’ misery and stories to keep my attentions? 

Now back to the restaurant again. 
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The desert was some sort of anise cheesecake. One of the other teachers asked the waitress to bring me the 
pieces that ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ and ‘Lilith *hadn’t eaten, as they had left earlier. The night wasn’t just a 
disappointments because of the food. Once more ‘Lilith ‘and I had fought, and didn’t talk to each other most of the 
night, even though she had invited me, and she was the reason I bothered attending. 

‘Lilith ‘and ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ left around midnight, I think. Later ‘Lilith’ told me that it was good 
that I couldn’t understand any Polish, because I would have been upset at what they had been saying while I was 
there. I found it rude that they all talked in English, knowing that I couldn’t contribute, participate, or understand. I 
tried to make some small talk but didn’t get far. 

I had sat next to ‘Lilith’. She made some unnecessarily harsh and humiliating comment to another teacher, 
with reference to my constant correction of her statement that she was trying to prove her hypothesis about teenage 
delinquency correct. I kept joking that she of course had to try to prove it incorrect. This is the valid scientific 
approach. She said it once more, and I corrected her once more, only this time, quite rudely and nastily, she stated, 
more or less, that ‘of course everyone knows that’. I was really uncomfortable. Her tone and so on were totally 
unnecessary, and unfair given the circumstances. Why was she being a bitch to me, on this of all occasions? 

So I didn’t talk to her again that night. As usual she never apologised or expressed regret. In fact she only 
expressed any regret, or said sorry, or alluded to possibly being sorry, on two occasions. One was an SMS she sent, 
where she blamed her dictionary for any offense I had taken. The other was when she went on and on about how I 
didn’t answer the phone once when she was trying to call me. We had arranged to meet to check out the hairdressing 
salons, to get quotes and so on. I had offered to cut her hair, and I would have done a better job than what she 
ultimately paid for, but she wasn’t sure. People seemed surprised to find that I cut my own hair, so I can’t be too bad 
at it. Anyway, I waited all morning for her to SMS or call and gave up. So I went to the place we were supposed to 
meet. She wasn’t there. I went and asked at the school, she hadn’t been there either. I went back and forth a few 
times, waiting at the shop she said I should meet her at, and eventually gave up and went to do some banking. She 
called during an important meeting. I didn’t answer. I wanted to wait until I was finished so I could agree to 
whatever she wanted. And anyway, I hate talking on mobiles. It’s about the cost I think. When I finally saw her next, 
she wouldn’t talk to me. She was mad at me. 

I reminded her of how many times I had spent my entire day with her and then working. Sometimes, to be 
near her, I would come to the school when she worked mornings, and end up being there until 8:30pm when I 
finished teaching. She had given me a photocopy of her work schedule so I would know when she worked mornings 
and when she worked nights. She had confided in me that the rosters revolved around her lectures, and that 
‘receptionist/consultant 2' worked when ‘Lilith *couldn’t. Even the Director expressed a little wonder at how good 
‘the girls’ were getting on after the assault, when in fact they were ‘supposed to be fighting’. So it seems it wasn’t all 
roses and smiles even without my contribution. 

The illusion of ‘happy families’, as usual, was more about impression management and duplicity than reality. 
Most people will only complain and bitch about you behind your back. To your face they are all smiles. This seems 
to be how most people ‘get on’. This is the socially accepted game, it seems. I don’t play by those rules, so I end up 
being mobbed by everyone else who does. You are expected to be duplicitous, to be inauthentic. Being transparent 
and seeking to behave fairly and honorably simply makes you an easier target for the ‘slings and arrows’ of others. It 
seems people like to attack others, to feel better about themselves. I am the naive and sentimental person who 
provides them with an easy target to ‘gang up on’. 

It is a sad fact that ‘my enemies enemy is my friend’, to most people. The most bonding thing, as many 
politicians, dictators, Kings and emperors consistently use to their advantage, is to find a common enemy for a group 
of people. They will then stop bickering amongst themselves and target all their bile and venom and self-loathing 
and frustration and jealousy and...so on...at the powerless victim that has been presented to them for this purpose. 

They will cheerfully forget their differences for the time being. The ‘outsider’ offers the opportunity for 
them to put aside their own differences. The members of the group, the ‘mob’, welcome this opportunity to change 
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the focus away from their internal bitching and squabbling. They can all then be good mates, and bitch and 
complain about the ‘victim’, either at work, over lunch, over a beer, and so on. They have a bonding theme for their 
interactions, a distraction from their own conflicts. Some people are even self-aware of their motivations and 
behaviours when participating in the mob. 

If my co-worker has a problem with me, then I can distract them from that conflict by supporting them in 
their conflict with someone else. I will earn their gratitude by supporting them. They will forget about ‘our’ problem, 
and focus on their more satisfying conflict with the hapless victim. It is more satisfying as everyone is on their side in 
this conflict. It will be easy to target the individual, and gang up on them. It has been noted by many observers that 
wild animals, and humans, will be spurned on to attack by the sight of a powerless, defenseless, potential victim. 

I think I may have digressed again. I hope it was worth it. Now back to the tragedy of Markus and the swan / 
Lilith. ‘Lilith ‘made it my worst X-mas ever, and that is saying something. 

But first a note. Poles give presents in the first or second week (?) of Christmas. I was caught off-guard. One 
of my students mentioned it. So I went shopping for a present for ‘Lilith’. I couldn’t find a watch that I was 
confident she would like, even after months of searching. I remembered that the gloves she had recently bought fell 
apart the first day she wore them. She had taken them back to exchange them, but they insisted on sending them to 
Warsaw to be ‘repaired’. Weeks later when we went shopping together they still hadn’t come back. ‘Lilith’ told me 
later, angrily, that her fiancé had gone to the shop. He had been given a refund. Now she proclaimed, she didn’t have 
the gloves, and he had her refund. So when I found a nice pair of brown leather ones, with some nice stitching-work, 
I bought them for her. 

Just for fun, I bought her one of the micro-fiber cleaning cloths I so love. I left mine on the plane in Austria. 
I was really upset. It took me ages to find a replacement. I was really happy when I did. I love my microfiber cloths. I 
use them for what my Aunty in Germany called ‘katzenwaschen’. I like to keep a damp one handy to refresh my skin 
when I sweat and so on. I put the cloth in a bag. Of course when I gave her her present, I pretended that the cloth 
was the present, just for laughs. 

I wanted to give it to her, even though we were fighting again, and not on speaking terms. But I loved her 
dearly, despite my efforts to put some distance between us, to prevent me going mad. And despite her (?) efforts (?) 
to make me miserable, dazed and confused and forlorn and desolate and...so on. So I offered it to her. She was very 
nervous, saying I couldn’t give it to her with people at the school. Someone might see! So I kept it in the teacher’s 
room, on my shelf. She told me that she had also bought me something, but had not brought it in, because I was 
‘being naughty’, or something along those lines. 

The next day she gave me my present, an incense holder, like the one I said I liked, some incense, and very 
significantly for me, a can of original scent old spice deodorant. So she had remembered what I had told her about 
me finding a really old bottle of my father’s Old Spice aftershave. I was touched. She had remembered that it was my 
favourite. So I was really happy with it. Really, really happy with it. Later I gave back the incense, as I didn’t like it, 
and the holder, for which I had no use. 

Interestingly she kept the rich brown pure wool socks I had given her earlier. I had brought them from 
Australia. I had worn the other ones, and found them too warm for me. So I gave her a new pair I hadn’t worn. They 
were a lovely brown color, which suited her. She said her feet could never be too warm at home. Even after 
everything that happened I left her another new pair I had. I still love her. If I looked at her again I would fall in love 
with her again. That’s the real reason I couldn’t look at her. Not just because of what she had done, but because I 
would fall desperately in love with her again. I knew after all that had happened that for her I was just a toy. Whether 
she herself realises or not, it’s the truth. She had never intended telling me the truth, or of giving me what I needed. I 
was pleased that she apparently took the second pair of socks home too, which some instant spaghetti I had bought 
her. She protested again that it was too much, but she and ‘receptionist/consultant 2' were always hungry it seems, 
and both loved spaghetti. When I said maybe I could set up a hotplate and cook some for ‘receptionist/consultant 2” 
and ‘Lilith’, they both responded with positive glee. 
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I'm happy to think that maybe she did care about me in some way. She had called me “Marx Herbach the 
special”, and her “special little boy”. One day she had written my name as ‘Marx Herbach’ on all the forms she was 
making on the computer. So from then on I signed my SMS’s and little notes “Marx Herbach’. When my phone 
credit was empty, I would send her little slips of paper as SMS’s. I left some cute little notes in her winter coat and so 
on, so she might find them on her way home, and they might bring her some happiness. 
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Markus’ Worst X-mas ever 


I barely manage to survive x-mas at the best of times. And this was one of the worst of times. ‘Lilith’ told me 
that x-mas was a very hard time for her too, because of all her ‘obligations’. 

She apparently never ever felt any obligation towards me. She felt no obligation to tell me, or anyone else the 
truth about anything. So I can only guess at what the word ‘obligation’ could mean to her. It is reasonable to doubt 
that it meant anything. It seems that she ‘invented’ her ‘obligations’ to suit her own purposes. What purposes? To 
keep her favourite toy, me, close, but at a distance. 

Anyway, ‘Lilith’, who claimed I was her “special little boy”, saw fit to leave me totally forlorn, desperately 
lonely, and abjectly alone, for over 3 weeks. She made no effort to simply get in her car and drive to visit me. She was 
not working or studying, as she had holidays from both. She apparently lived less than 30 minutes’ drive from me. 
She hardly even sent me any SMS’s. 

Earlier in the year when I said I felt terribly lonely without her, she sent me beautifully sentimental SMS’s, 
reminding me that she was always with me in spirit. ...” there is no need to feel lonely...just look beside you...can’t 
you see my shadow?...I am walking beside you”...”I come to you every night...don’t you feel me next to you”... 

She also told me how she dreamed of me constantly. She said one of the reasons she had to be my lover was 
so that she would stop dreaming about me constantly! In one dream, which she said was easy to explain, but never 
got around to explaining, I was in the bathtub, and she could see through the water that I had no genitals. Later 
when I got out and got dressed, she asked me, in the dream, why I was so embarrassed. I had no genitals then either. 
I’m perplexed. I came to the conclusion that if she could, in her dream, love me despite me having no genitals, then 
she really must love me! 

On another occasion she told me how her fiancé woke her, or asked her as she awoke, who she had been 
talking to...in English! She said that she even talked to me in her sleep. She also told me about a dream she had where 
she was a student in the back row of my English class. I asked for more details, but as usual she either wasn’t 
forthcoming with details, implying that of course I knew what happened, or we were cut short by the arrival or 
entrance of someone into the school. 

She had jealously commented once, after learning from the third consultant who was there occasionally, that 
I had sent her a nice SMS too, that “...if you try to get everyone, you will end up with no-one”...I thought that was 
unfair, as she knew I wanted her. I was only looking elsewhere hoping that if I found a girlfriend, I might be able to 
be ‘just friends’ with her, Lilith. The SMS I had sent merely said that I hoped to find a girlfriend as intelligent, sexy, 
and positive as her, the third consultant. 

She had chosen my phone company, Plus GSM, for the special deal they had where you could chose 7 
‘friends’, and make 1 groshe SMS’s or cheap telephone calls. We met at the Plus GSM shop in the main street. She 
helped me buy the right sim card. She set the phone up for me at the school, and I got her to put her number in as 
one of my 7 ‘friends’. I realised later that I was not even among her 7 most important friends. This hurt me. 

Later she claimed she had no credit on her phone, and couldn’t buy any. 

She said she sent the last two SMS’s I received from her via the internet. 

Anyway, I was in no mood to be toyed with. ‘Lilith’ had no more excuses why she couldn’t visit me. She had 
promised a month ago that everything would make sense in December, and she would be able to explain her 
‘obligations’ to me, or even better, she might be free of them. I wasn’t sure exactly what she promised. But she told 
me to wait a month, and everything would be clear. Up until X-mas she was working 30 hours a week at the school, 
and studying full-time, so I accepted that she had no time to visit me. In fact she could have visited me on Saturdays 
or Sundays, but I wasn’t going to push the point yet. I would be patient. I lived 5 minutes or so walk from her bus 
stop at the train station. She insinuated that the reason she wouldn’t visit is that she wouldn’t be able to keep her 
hands off me. More than anything, I wanted to talk with her, and clarify what her ‘obligations’ were, as much as I 
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wanted to make love with her. I would have been happy just to talk. It was extremely important to me to talk with 
her and clarify our situation, to avoid the constant fighting, desperation, depression, and disappointments. 

I recall how she once said, after having promised that we would be lovers, that she had promised herself that 
she would not cheat on her partner. I would have accepted that she only wanted to be friends, but she talked about 
her lust for me more than enough to make it clear that she wanted me as much as I wanted her. If she had let me 
protect myself by not getting so emotionally intimate with her, then I could have overcome my own physical 
attraction and romantic connection with her. I could have been good friends with her. We could have kept the 
emotional connection that I valued so much. 

I texted her that the only thing I would never be able to forgive her for was for wasting what we had. I 
reminded her that the original Aramaic meaning of ‘SIN’ was ‘WASTE. I couldn’t forgive her for that. I suggested 
perhaps that she had such easy access to love and lust that she could afford to waste mine. However for me, ‘Lilith 
represented the first experience I had had where I both lusted after a girl, and loved her romantically. It may never 
happen again. As I often reminded her, I longed to ‘be inside her’. I felt like I was inside her skin. We could have 
made the beautiful love. It would have justified all the pain I had endured in my life, to have had the privilege of 
making love with my little swan. 

I had to know once and for all. I begged. I pleaded. Literally. I ran out of options. I had nothing left but an 
ultimatum. She replied telling me that there were better ways to get what I wanted. But I had exhausted everything I 
could think of. I texted her that either she give me a firm date for when she was going to visit, or that she once and 
for all set me free from her ‘bann’, and leave me to heal my wounds and get over her. She sent some message 
indicating she felt she was in my ‘bann’. 

I was totally desperate and powerless to do anything. If I had known where she lived, I would have taken a 
taxi there. I had never spied on her or tried to get information she didn’t freely offer. She had shown me her driver’s 
license, but I did not look at her address. I respected her privacy. 

I will place a link to the only email ‘Lilith’ sent me, just before x-mas. It was very touching. Click here She 
told me that ‘the head teacher’ had watched her send it, and had looked on disapprovingly. I wonder if anyone at the 
school realised anything was going on between us. ‘Lilith ‘was paranoid about any of the guys seeing or hearing 
anything. She didn’t mind around Agata, though. Agata seemed to see that we were close. ‘Lilith’s’ friend from Uni, 
a student in my class, also noticed when we were fighting and so on. He said he could tell from the looks in our eyes. 
‘Lilith ‘had said we would be lovers on two conditions. One was that we never talked or touched at the school in any 
personal way. The other was that we wouldn’t tell anyone about us. I don’t know if she was just trying to keep her 
pet Markus close, or if she really intended on giving me the most wonderful experience I could imagine, the 
experience of making love to a woman I adored, loved, respected, admired, liked, and lusted after. It doesn’t seem 
likely that she ever intended fulfilling her promise to me. 

I was willing to share ‘Lilith’ with as many men as made her happy. I made it clear that I wanted her all to 
myself. I did and I do. But the point is that if you care about someone then you want them to be happy. That is what 
true ‘love’ is, to want the best for another living thing. I was willing to share her with her fiancé, and anyone else she 
decided to be with, if it made her happy. I did say that I hoped she wouldn’t want to be with another man for at least 
the first two years of our relationship, but said that it was up to her, to find what made her happy. As long as I got 
what I wanted and needed and was happy, it didn’t matter. 

I don’t want to enslave anyone, or ‘obligate’ someone to be with me, and with me alone. I want ‘Lilith ’to be 
happy. I wonder if her fiancé could say the same thing. Does he love her enough to want her to be happy, and to be 
willing to share her, if that made her happy? Romantic love is usually a form of slavery. It is defined by insecurity and 
the need to control the other. It has little to do with love for the other. It has more to do with a selfish desire to get 
what you want from the other. Whether that is money, or affection, or attention, or sex, doesn’t change the selfish 
nature of the intention and relationship. 
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Observe how one moment, when their partner is giving them what they want, and giving them ‘exclusive 
rights to exploitation’, they will go on about how much they love someone, and want them to be happy. They will be 
‘generous’ and caring and loving. Then watch how, as soon as the other stops giving them what they want, including 
that exclusivity, all the ‘love’ will turn to bile, caustic, vicious, ugly, nasty, mean spirited, ... and so on, hate. 

I SMS’ed ‘Lilith ‘with a sincere reminder. No matter what happens, and how much I might naturally, hate 
her for the moment, due to the pain our interaction produced for me, I wanted her to remember that, deep in my 
heart, I would always remain her Marx Herbach, her special little boy, and that she would always remain my darling 
little swan. The hate would fade, and the affection I had for her would remain. It is true. I still love her. Any 
relationship with her seems impossible. But I still have the deep sentimental attachment to her, and remember every 
detail of our relationship. I really wish she would explain to me what happened. It is impossible for me to be close to 
her without being able to hold her, to touch her, to feel her warmth... So we could never be ‘just friends’. But maybe 
one day she will feel able to give me what I want and need from her. Maybe. If not, then I hope she is happy, or finds 
happiness. She told me she was once happy. This means she has the potential to be happy again. Good luck, my 
adorable little swan, good luck. 

Her response, when I said that I would hate her, was ...”so we will hate each other then”... Did she really have 
feelings for me, or was this comment just meant to be appropriate to the part she was trying to play in the play that 
she was playing with me? 

The last SMS she sent me implied I was treating her like a whore. She didn’t actually use the word, just .... I 
answered with,... a what?’ 

Later I took the “Orange” orange flasher off my phone. ‘Lilith’ and I had asked for one each when the 
Orange sales rep was in the school, selling the head teacher an internet connection. I had tried to ask the head 
teacher for some information about internet connections, but he acted like he knew nothing. Like when I asked him 
about me becoming a company. I wonder why he thought I would enjoy talking to him when every time I had a 
topic of conversation, he wouldn’t try to help me in the slightest. Only later did he explain everything about 
companies and tax, with the director, at his obvious request. 

Anyway, the flasher reminded me too much of ‘Lilith’, and all the hopes I had had regarding her. We had 
‘flashed’ each other all the time, to remind the other that we were thinking of them. She flashed me in class 
sometimes. I got so excited and happy when my phone flashed, knowing it was ‘Lilith’, and that she was thinking 
about me. So it now hangs on my cupboard door. I first saw one of these things on the Directors phone. I thought it 
was just an orange plastic cube. I liked orange, and asked him where I could get it. The same day the Orange sales rep 
was there! So I asked him for one, and showed ‘Lilith’, and she asked for one too. We both got them on the same 
day. ‘Lilith’ couldn’t work out how to fit hers to her phone. Mine fitted easily. After a few tries, and a bit of 
reflecting, I worked out how to fit the thing. Then I found out that it flashes when the phone receives or sends a 
message or call. Excellent. I was really happy with it! So was ‘Lilith’, 

Both ‘Lilith’ and the other receptionist/consultant had commented that I was good with my hands. I had 
also, you might recall, managed to ‘improve’ their office chairs. My father, I told them, would have liked to hear that. 
He had been disappointed when I had refused his offer to find me an apprenticeship in Germany as a machine fitter 
like himself. Anyway... 

The last SMS I sent ‘Lilith ‘was a few days later. I stated that she had a moral responsibility to tell her fiancé 
that she didn’t love him, and was only marrying him out of ‘obligation’. I wrote that he had a right to decide for 
himself if he was O.K. with that. I said that using a man to have a ‘family’ would make her worse than a whore, as at 
least a whore is honest. I wrote that I was saying this, not to be mean, but to be honest. That is the last SMS I sent 
her. She never replied. 

Back at work in the New Year I came in one afternoon, I asked ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ if she thought 
that it was O.K. to marry a man you didn’t love. She had been amenable to talking to me up until then. When I 
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asked that question she looked at me really dirtily, and said she wasn’t talking to me, or at least not about that. I 
wonder if she had spoken to ‘Lilith ’about me, or if she herself knew about ‘Lilith’s’ lack of love for her fiancé? 

It is possible that something I wrote made ‘Lilith ’fear that I was going to tell her fiancé what she had told 
me, that she didn’t love him, and was only marrying him out of some ‘obligation’, and to have a son. I may have 
written something along those lines, I can’t remember. Anyway, it’s possible that that may have been the case, and a 
reasonable explanation for what she did next. 

Exactly what she did I can only deduce from the events that followed, and the comments of the Director. 

He didn’t volunteer the information at the time ‘Lilith ’apparently talked to him, but when I asked him 
later, he told me that ‘Lilith ‘had complained to him that I had been sending her unsolicited and unwanted SMS’s 
over the X-mas period. He said that she said that that she thought she would have to change her phone number. 

The fact is that ‘Lilith ‘had had every opportunity to SMS me, email me, tell me personally, or write me a 
note, saying that she didn’t want me to send her any more SMS’s. She never did. So she lied to the Director, or he 
lied to me. 

He told me that she later told him that her fiancé had found her phone, and a message I had sent her (the 
last one I just told you about). 

I have to make clear to you, the reader, that her fiancé did not understand English at all. He could not have 
read the email, let alone by accident. 

Someone would have had to translate it for him. My deduction? ‘Lilith ‘showed one line of it to him...you 
are worse than a whore... translated it for him, and innocently claimed to be some sort of victim of the evil Markus. 

That would explain, in part, how he later behaved. 

‘Lilith ‘later showed everyone, including the Director, that one line of the text message. I asked the Director 
if she had shown him the whole text message. He recalled that she hadn’t. He said she had said that it was too 
embarrassing to show him. I told him what the complete text message said. He then reflected that it was a bit 
suspicious that she only showed him the one line. But being the person he is, he didn’t really care who was right or 
wrong, he only cared about whether the school was a success or not. He would happily sacrifice the truth, and 
anyone’s interests, if they got in the way of his personal and business interests. Pretty normal, average sort of human 
being, unfortunately. 

Of course not everyone finds themselves in a situation where there true character is tested. Most people will 
criticise others, but when they are in the same situation, they behave in the same unprincipled way, and find the 
same excuses and explanations for not doing the right thing. Most people can pretend to themselves that they are 
much better, and would behave much better. My experience is that it is rare for people to sacrifice their own 
convenience and interests in order to do the right thing. 

So what were the consequences of ‘Lilith’s’ behaviour? Of course I do accept responsibility for having 
become involved with an engaged girl. However the particular outcome was solely the responsibility of ‘Lilith’. It 
never would have happened had she not lied to her fiancé about my text message. 

I am not sure how to judge his behaviour either. He was being used by ‘Lilith ‘to try to silence me. Did she 
want to hurt me physically? Was she deliberately employing violence to satisfy her desire for some sort of revenge for 
my honesty? 

I understand that he would be jealous. If he is an unsophisticated, less evolved sort of human, then I can 
understand that his impulse was to hurt the man who was trying to ‘steal’ his fiancé. 

‘Lilith ‘had told me that he didn’t like her working in a school with so many men. Then later she told me 
that he was especially jealous of me. They had fought in the car on the way home about me, she said. So he was a 
jealous person. The fact that he saw violence as a solution indicates he isn’t very sophisticated or sensitive. Did he 
think he could ‘fight me for her’? Did he think that if two men want the same woman, that they could decide who 
got her? Did he think the best way to decide was by fighting? Should the one most capable of, and willing to, hurt 
another person, and be hurt, ‘win’ the girl? Is that how he saw the situation? It’s possible. And maybe he knew ‘Lilith 
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‘better than me. Maybe she’d be happy to let us decide, so she didn’t have to feel any responsibility for the 
consequences. Maybe! 

So he is just a jealous, unsophisticated, not-so-evolved man? That’s not too hard to imagine. That would 
explain his actions. It doesn’t mean a sophisticated, evolved human being would accept them, but it would explain 
them. Of course such behaviour shouldn’t be tolerated in a sophisticated evolved society. I assume Poland aspires to 
be such a one. 

Or did he think he was protecting her from me? What did she actually tell him about me? The first impulse 
most men would have would be to protect the woman they love. Maybe it is even admirable. Of course the state 
should have a monopoly on violence. Otherwise people would go around taking ‘justice’ into their own hands. It 
wouldn’t be a pretty sight. So if he was trying to protect her, then, if he wasn’t the brightest star in the galaxy, he may 
have thought that assaulting me might prove to the evil Markus that he should stop, whatever he was doing...and 
now this is the point...exactly what did ‘Lilith ‘tell him that I was doing? I can’t ask him. Maybe you can ask him. 

Of course assaulting anyone is only acceptable when there is no alternative, and an immediate and realistic 
threat. I never threatened to use any form of violence against anyone here in Poland. Did ‘Lilith ‘say otherwise? If 
there was no perceivable threat posed by me, then attacking me is nothing more than physical assault. Hating 
someone for trying to steal your fiancé isn’t grounds for assaulting someone. They have broken no law. They are 
threatening no-one. Of course it might be satisfying to a less sensitive human to hurt another human being because 
they did something that indirectly hurt you emotionally, but that doesn’t justify assault, it just proves how immature 
you are. 

What if “Lilith ‘found out that you, hypothetically speaking of course, I am making no accusations, were 
cheating on her, and she went and attacked your lover? How would you feel? Is that how you want the world to be? 
Don’t you realise that by committing any act of violence you legitimate violence, and encourage it? Do you believe 
that you can be the perpetrator of violence without ever becoming its victim? 

Anyway, before anyone gets the wrong idea I'd better clarify what I mean by assault. ‘Lilith’s’ fiancé, in the 
end, only slapped me very hard with his open hand. I didn’t actually see what he did because I wasn’t looking at the 
time. I don’t find it especially courageous to hit someone when they are not looking, after they have made it clear 
that they are not going to fight you, and have even tried to explain that they are trying to help you. So it was a slap, 
but that is still an assault, and still unacceptable. The only reason it didn’t develop into a much more serious 
outcome was that I would not participate, and finally left. It was a frightening, and maybe even humiliating 
experience. What is more important is that I had no idea, and still have no idea, whether that was the last I will see of 
R. [had no idea whether there would be a more serious follow up attack, or whether R had felt that he had made his 
point, whatever that was. 

Had he proven his manhood, by being willing to hurt another human, and be hurt by them? Had he proven 
much by trying to get me to fight him when I clearly did not want to? Did he prove anything by hitting me when I 
wasn’t even looking? Did he just want to hurt me? Had I become the focus for all his jealousy, perhaps even anger at 
Lilith, for all of the things he was angry about in the universe? Does it take a great deal of courage to hit someone 
who is scared of you, obviously isn’t going to fight back (I’m too pretty...it would be a crime to risk damaging such a 
work of art!), and who has let you be the ‘big man’ and push him around, and isn’t even looking at you? 

I don’t see the difference between his behaviour, and sneaking up on someone with a lump of wood and 
whacking them over the head. Which is more or less what I would be forced to do if he had bothered me again, for 
no good reason. Of course I would have been a bit more sophisticated, but for all intensive purposes, in principal, the 
same. I’m glad I haven’t needed to. I hope I never see him again. Maybe he’s a nice guy, normally. Who knows what 
motivated him. Who knows what lead up to my experience with him. 

Just a reminder to ‘Lilith’, though. It might be fun to have men fight over you, but do some research on the 
kind of people who employ violence against their partners. People rarely act ‘out of character’. Anyway good luck to 
both of you. I hope yow re happy together. 
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So exactly what happened that cold January evening? I came out of my last class, at 8:20pm. I said G’day to 
‘Lilith’s’ fiancé, R. I usually avoided him, because I hate being two faced. He shouldn’t like me, as I wanted his fiancé 
for myself. Of course that would hurt him. So I felt lousy meeting him, and smiling. 

One night I returned something to the office. It was full of students. R was there. As I went to return, the 
universe, or the students, appeared to conspire against me. I wanted to avoid him, but the tightly-packed crowd 
parted, and the only channel left for me to pass through passed directly past him. On another occasion he 
approached me, lent forward, smiled, and shook my hand. That alarmed me, as he should be angry with me. It was a 
possible sign that he and ‘Lilith ‘had overcome whatever problems they had had. It was like he was the 
‘magnanimous’ victor, giving his hand to the ‘loser’. That was all of course in my head, but it was a depressingly 
debilitating thought. Not that I much like the idea of an angry fiancé, or ex-boyfriend with thoughts of revenge in 
his head, wander the cold empty streets looking for me. 

I had given up on ‘Lilith’, admitted defeat. So I had no need to feel two faced about saying hello to R. In fact 
I felt sorry for him, and wished him well. That’s why I said G'day. 

His face was usually passive, almost cut in stone. This time there was a hint of cold, hard, violent menace in 
his eyes. He motioned with his head towards the classroom. I went in to get my things. As I was coming out he 
pushed me back in. He went to a corner away from the door and closed the door. He was pushing me, ‘inviting’ me 
to fight him. I opened the door. He tried to close it but I forced it open and went into the hall. He pushed me back 
in, and ‘Lilith ‘followed. She was telling him to stop, and standing between him and myself. I left the room again and 
went out into the hall. There were some students leaving their class. As usual ‘polish teacher 1”s class finished late, so 
he came out at this time, followed and preceded by students. 

R was still angrily ‘inviting’ me to fight him. I asked ‘polish teacher 1’ to translate for me. I asked him to tell 
R that I was trying to protect him from ‘Lilith’. In hindsight it sounds really stupid, naive, and silly of me to think he 
would want to hear that, or listen. Anyway, ‘Lilith ‘began shouting pretty hysterically, telling everyone that I had 
called her ‘worse than a whore’ and holding up her mobile. She threatened me, saying that she would tell all my 
students about me. I said tell them what? She rang the Director on her mobile. I went to pack up my things, leaning 
over the chairs in the hallway to pack by backpack. It was then that I felt the impact on my face. It stung for about 20 
minutes thereafter. It felt like a man’s open hand hitting me in the face. 

‘Polish teacher 1’ witnessed the whole thing, but wouldn’t tell me where the police station was, let alone go 
with me. R was gesticulating angrily again, some students walked out, witnessing the scene. I decided to leave by 
myself. I went to the address of a student I had just made friends with. She wasn’t home. I sent her an SMS saying I 
needed her help, and waited with her family. When she came back she explained the legal situation to me, and 
offered to go with me to the police station. I went with her to report the incident. 

What I was really worried about was what he, R, might do next. I had no idea what exactly “Lilith ‘had told 
him, and exactly what had motivated him to attack me, and whether he was likely to follow up with more and 
greater violence. That is why I reported the incident. I had to come back the next day at 10am to the police station 
with ‘polish teacher 1’, my witness. 

The next day I came into the school. I asked ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ if she could give me ‘polish teacher 
1”s number. She gave me a filthy look and said something like, ...”as if?...I went to the Director. I told him that 
‘receptionist/consultant 2’ wouldn’t give me ‘polish teacher 1”s phone number. He responded with something like 
.. “of course not”... The director wouldn’t give me ‘polish teacher 1”s phone number. That must be something like 
‘impeding the course of justice’ or something? Anyway, we talked about what had happened. I had sent him an SMS 
the night before asking for ‘polish teacher 1”s phone number and the reason why. He had sent an SMS claiming that 
he didn’t know anything about what I had told him, but that we would speak the next day. 

In fact he had known about it. “Lilith ‘had called him. And I later found out from him, that ‘Lilith ‘had 
complained to him about me supposedly harassing her with unsolicited text messages. So he was being disingenuous, 
deceptive, and duplicitous. (I think in the technical jargon they might call him a lying, scheming bastard...but...). 
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I told him that I had an appointment with the police at 10am, which was in just a few minutes. He literally 
begged and pleaded with me not to report the assault. He said that this was his first school as Director, and it would 
ruin him. He said that everyone in town would hear about it, and it would ruin the school’s, and his, reputation. He 
asked me not to go to the police station. He said that if they contacted me, that I should lie and tell them nothing 
happened, or if I had to say something, that it had happened in the street, with no connection to the school 
whatsoever. 

We also talked about my continuing to teach. He said that from now on ‘the girls’ boyfriends would have to 
wait for them in their cars. He or ‘the head teacher’ would lock up at night and escort them downstairs. He also said 
that to avoid any further problems I might have with R, he would warn ‘Lilith ‘that if R approached me in any way, 
she would be fired. I didn’t feel safe at the school, but I agreed to keep working there. It was only a few weeks until 
the end of term. Of course the issue was that these would potentially be the most dangerous times for me, if R had 
any intention of following up on his first assault. Once those few weeks had passed, without incident, I might feel 
safe once more. 

Of course I felt very vulnerable. I walked alone late at night. I had heard about a lot of violence even in the 
center of town, and seen people fighting. I lived alone. ‘Lilith ‘knew where. It would be so easy to attack me again. I 
practiced a few kicks and punches, but my heart is not in violence. Lots of people don’t understand. I am strong and 
flexible, and could easily kick someone much taller than me in the head. But I know I wouldn’t. I had actually told 
‘Lilith ‘about an earlier incident where I kept my arms by my side out of fear of hurting someone, who then took 
advantage and punched me in the head with a punch that I otherwise would easily have blocked or avoided. She 
knew I hated violence. Why? Because ultimately it is a Pandora ’s Box. It isn’t effective at resolving disputes. It just 
leads to more violence. 

I was careful to listen in the stairwell of my flats, for any noise that might indicate someone was ‘waiting’ for 
me. Of course I was pretty jumpy, looking at the faces of approaching people, and changing to the other side of the 
street if I felt people were following me, or waiting for me. It is not a comfortable situation to be in. Violence has far- 
reaching impacts on its victims, impacts that reach far beyond the physical. It is in fact the loss of a sense of security 
and control that does the most damage. And ironically, it is this that often leads victims to resort to violence 
themselves, to regain a sense of security and control. 

I went and had a look at the gas pistols, capsicum sprays and gels, knives, and so on. But I decided that it 
wasn’t in my nature. If he attacked me again I would be practical, defend myself or run. Then I would track the 
bastard down and deal with him on my own terms, when I felt like it, when I was ready and prepared. It wouldn’t be 
romantic. Nothing to include in a martial arts film. Just ugly, raw, practical, effective violence. I am glad it never 
came to that. I hope it never does. Violence is stupid. I have no romantic, sentimental delusions about violence. It is 
not pretty. It is not effective, it is not clever. Violence has to be the final, last resort. It has to be recognised as such. I 
would only fight if I had to. I have let people hit me before. It is preferable to having to hit, and be hit, several times. 
They can feel satisfied and pleased with themselves. I don’t let them set the agenda. People only attack when they are 
angry and feel superior. People don’t attack when they think they are going to lose. My agenda is to avoid violence, 
and avoid giving them the satisfaction of hurting me. They don’t mind being hurt if it means they can hurt me. I, on 
the other hand, gain no satisfaction from hurting anyone, and so nothing can compensate me for being hurt, even 
just hurting my hand hitting someone. 

So once more he was asking me for a favour. He was asking me to consider his personal and business interests 
above my own interests. I had reported the assault as I feared the possibility of further violence. I felt the only way to 
protect myself was to report R. That way if I was forced to employ violence I would be able to justify my actions. I 
thought that the involvement of the police would provide a disincentive to R to employ further violence against me, 
or anyone else. 
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So once more, for the fourth or fifth time, I override my own self interests in the interests of the school and 
the Director. And how does he ultimately reward me for my loyalty and sacrifice? The ugly truth will be revealed in 
all its sickening details. 

But first. What sickened me was the cheer the incident apparently brought to ‘Lilith ‘and 
‘receptionist/consultant 2’. The next time I came to the school they appeared to laugh at me between themselves. 
They seemed quite satisfied with how R had behaved. I hadn’t seen them so happy alone, let alone together, for quite 
some time. No-one expressed any regrets about what had happened. They seemed totally please with themselves. 
Even the director later noted to me how strange it was that they were suddenly getting on so well when just before 
they were bickering and fighting. It was humiliating for me. I couldn’t talk to either of them after that. I couldn’t 
talk or even look at ‘Lilith’. “Receptionist/consultant 2' wasn’t talking to me either it seems. 

Another reason I couldn’t look at ‘Lilith ‘was that every time I did I found her irresistibly adorable. It seems 
she even wore more perfume than usual. I had told her how exciting I found her scent, how lovely she smelt. I 
wonder. Maybe I am being paranoid? But I got the feeling she did it on purpose. 

She never once expressed any regret or sense of responsibility for what happened. As I said, I don’t think 
anyone except me ever did. 

But she had the nerve to approach me in front of my class. Once to tell me that I was in the wrong room, 
which I would have worked out soon enough on my own. The other time she actually came into my class after I had 
begun teaching. I don’t know what she was talking about but she didn’t make herself clear. I was not going to engage 
in conversation with her and she had no right to put me in such a situation after everything she had put me through. 
I actually closed the door on her. One or two of my students were a bit upset with me. 

I told them that if they knew what had been going on they would understand, but that I was not going to 
explain myself now. Apparently she had the notion that my class, already full with the maximum number of students 
and chairs (how many the contract forbids me to state, I think... 15), would be a good place for another class, of a 
totally different level, to hang out. Apparently ‘the head teacher’ was sick and hadn’t arranged anyone to take his 
classes. It was not in his interests to, even though he had once before. If he didn’t find someone, then he could just 
teach make up for the missed lesson at the end of the semester. If he found someone to replace him, then he would 
miss out on the pay for those lessons. Why he didn’t or couldn’t I don’t know. I heard that he went to the hospital, 
that he was really sick. 

I had worked on many occasions with a terrible migraine, full of medication. Other times I just felt 
nauseous, to the point of vomiting, due to the lack of fresh air. Some students would open windows and others 
would complain. So sometimes I spent hours without any fresh air. And the lights were terrible too. Instead of 
proper fluorescent lights with covers we just had lots of those bare, unfiltered, energy saving light globes sticking out 
from light fittings hanging from the ceiling. I couldn’t look up at students when I was seated, as the glare was 
terrible. The director had said that they were better than the traditional covered fluorescent lights for reading and so 
on, but I think they were just cheap. The company spent a huge amount of advertising, leaflets, marketing and so on, 
but wouldn’t pay for decent lighting. The chairs were good though, comfortable and well upholstered. The school 
next door had plastic chairs. I couldn’t imagine sitting in one of those for 2 or hours or more straight! 

Anyway, it wasn’t the ideal working environment for anyone. We never had the best interpersonal 
relationships even at the best of times. Everyone seemed unhappy and stressed part of the time. Of course there were 
better days and worse days. Some days were fine, others were miserable. But I never felt like we had our act together. 
As ‘the head teacher’ confided in me, they hadn’t had time to really do a proper recruitment. I’m sure they wouldn’t 
have hired me if they had had any good alternatives. ‘Lilith’ told me that the Director knew all the native teachers in 
town and didn’t want any of them. 

This reminds me of an interesting first day at work. A native teacher living in Kielce had arrived at the office, 
he was chatting to ‘Lilith’. I was sitting at the reception desk. He said hello, and then said ... “so you’re the teacher 
whose job I’m taking”... It wouldn’t have surprised me if that had in fact been true. 
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So how does the director repay me for my loyalty? 


I came into the school during the holidays to finalise my documents relating to becoming a company. It is 
true that the Director did finally help me become a company. Every time I asked him he said that it was not possible. 
Finally another language school director that he had worked with before told me that he would help me become a 
company. Then finally the Director, saying that the company accountant had been misinforming him, told me that I 
couldn’t become a company, and that he would help me. He did all the paperwork and I signed it. I repaid him the 
100PLN fee for the registration. We walked to different offices to do different things. We chatted about what had 
happened, about marriage, about women. He was good at giving you the impression that he was on your side, 
believed you and so on. 

It’s true he helped me fill out my first tax and Z.U.S forms, and explained them to me. “The head teacher’ 
helped too, whereas earlier he wouldn’t give me any information about becoming a company like himself. Did they 
have a reason for not wanting me to become a company? Did they then have some incentive to help me become one? 
It’s also true that by helping me become a company, he saved the school around 1000PLN, which is what a work 
permit would have cost. Apparently they had already outlaid some expenses for the working permit, but in any case, 
it saved the school a lot of money. Instead of them paying for my work permit, I paid to become a company. 

After all that had been finalised, and the Director gave me my invoices and so on, he said we'd meet again 
later to discuss my timetable. 

The night before our last meeting I informed him that no-one had offered me any hours, apart from the 2 
lessons he knew about already. “The head teacher’ was there, lurking menacingly (?) in the background, unnecessarily 
butting in now and then, reinforcing the Director, as if 0 + O can ever add up to anything more than 0. They said, as 
if accusing me of some dark treacherous act, that they knew that I had been looking for work at other schools, as if it 
was an accusation of guilt, as if they had found me out. The director knew for over a month. He had supported my 
idea to find work outside of the school. Now they were presenting the known fact as if it was a dark sinister secret of 
mine they had unearthed, and were now surprising me with. What was the point of that, to somehow help them 
justify their fait accompli? 

I went along with them. It would have been humiliating to be upset. Especially with ‘the head teacher’ 
watching. The director said we could talk again tomorrow, without ‘the head teacher’, as if he felt he couldn’t be nice 
to me with ‘the head teacher’ around? I don’t get it. What was ‘the head teacher’ doing there? He was lurking there 
as if he expected trouble, or at least an argument. Why was he still working there when some of his own classes, 
which he shared with me, didn’t want to come back to the school? 

The director went on to tell me how native teachers wouldn’t be taking any classes below intermediate from 
now on. That made sense to me. They needed explanations in Polish. That is one reason why they get frustrated 
with native teachers, and prefer Polish ones. Listening to explanations and useless grammar rules doesn’t require 
much effort. A good native teacher has the students constantly formulating new sentences, using them, changing the 
tenses, collocating them, and so on. We are more demanding because we focus on results and productivity, and not 
just on activity, and keeping the students comfortable and happy. We push them to learn. We get upset with and for 
them when they don’t take notes, or participate, or do homework, or make an effort. 

Anyway, he went on to say that some of my classes explicitly stated that they didn’t want me to teach them 
anymore. He didn’t say whether they wanted ‘the head teacher’ or the other Polish teacher I was sharing them with 
either. I asked if he could provide some real feedback, some form of documentation about what they complained 
about or said in their feedback forms. He said they were for the company and directors, and not for me to see. So 
why should I believe him? How fair is it to lie to teachers that their students don’t like them. I don’t know if he lied 
or not. And if they had some negative feedback, then surely I have a right to hear it, to reflect on it, to reject it or 
respond to it as appropriate, don’t I? 
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He also said that, generally speaking, the numbers of students re-enrolling was less than expected. I can’t 
prove any of this. In fact it may all be lies. In fact the director and head teacher may be ripping me off the 
performance bonus they spoke about at the dinner, and at the school. According to company policy I could have 
received up to one month’s salary as a bonus each semester, depending on how many of my students re-enrolled. The 
whole action may have been deliberately targeted at ripping me off over 4000PLN. I won’t know. Only the head 
office, which has the documentation, knows for sure. I hope this story provokes them to provide me with the 
feedback I want and the facts I need to make sound conclusions. Until they do all I can do is deduce and speculate. 
The head office of ‘the company/the school’ haven’t responded to my email informing them of this story. I sent 
them a link to the webpage. I guess that I can assume that they have no problem with anything that I have written, 
and agree with my conclusions and are tacitly validating my deductions and speculations. 

He did say that the students did well enough in the exams they were given at the end of the semester. That 
was, however, the only positive comment he made. I wonder if O.K meant that they actually did well, or that they 
did as badly as all the other schools of that company. State and private schools have a habit of ‘grading on a curve’, 
which means that if everybody fails, to protect the reputation of the system or the school, they will statistically 
produce a ‘bell-curve’ in which the best students are still given high marks, independent of the fact that everyone in 
the curve in reality actually failed. 

I myself only care about ‘raw’ scores. In any case testing English skills is a really problematic task, and I don’t 
feel that any of the tests are a good indicator of real language ability. They may motivate some students to study, but 
otherwise I feel they are a waste of time. They are too narrowly selective in what they test. I prefer that students have 
access to a huge bank of self-testing materials, so they can judge for themselves, and test themselves on ‘everything’. 

I am always suspicious if the school, the state, or the teachers, won’t give the students back their actual test 
papers. I suspect because they don’t want people to know the truth. They want them to accept the ‘statistical 
manipulations’. Remember, there are lies, damn lies, and then there are statistics. Any good statistician knows that 
they should only believe statistics that they have falsified themselves! 

The director went on to tell me that he had told me earlier that they may be offering me 15 hours, or they 
may be offering me none. He then stated that he was offering me none. We had a little discussion about the tax. I 
showed them a document which indicated that the discount new companies received on Z.U.S payments was only 
for one year. They both claimed that they had informed me of this. I am very careful about such things. I ask lots of 
questions. Finally a friend did some research, after I was prompted to ask by the comments of a director of another 
school that the discount must be temporary. I really hate it when people pretend they said something they didn’t, or 
other than they did. 

The director was always doing this, acting as if he had told me something he hadn’t. For example later he 
claimed that if ‘Lilith’s’ fiancé assaulted me again that he couldn’t fire ‘Lilith’. In fact he went so far as to say he 
wouldn’t, as then she could sue him for unfair dismissal or something. This is important. If he hadn’t have promised 
me he would warn ‘Lilith ‘about firing her if her fiancé bothered me again, then I certainly would never have 
returned to the school. I would have quit and reported the incident to the police. It is really a sinister, nasty, ugly, 
duplicitous, treacherous act on the part of the director, to lie to me like that. 

Of course as usual he said whatever he thought would suit his purposes, and be convenient for him. Like 
when he said he would see about getting the students to move, and let me keep my own classroom. Like when he said 
he was going to an offices supplies store, and would get some extra whiteboards for me to make a timeline with. Like 
so many things he pretended, merely to suit him, with no concern for the truth, or the consequences of his lies. I 
invite him to respond with facts. I invite everyone involved to respond with facts. 

I reminded the Director that the only real incentive I had for staying at the school, or even accepting the 
initial offer, was that I needed recent references if I was to find work elsewhere. I asked about what sort of reference I 
could expect given what he had just said. I said that I understood that they would have to say, to me, right now, that 
my performance was bad and so forth, to justify firing me, otherwise what reasons would they give. So I asked if 
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students really had complained, and if I was, after all, really a bad teacher. He said we would talk about that 
tomorrow, and his added, after ‘the head teacher’ had left the room, that he would be able to talk differently when 
‘the head teacher’ wasn’t around, as if he could be honest with me in Private. He was going to help me with my next 
tax return and Z.U.S form, I think. Anyway it seemed he was going to right me a decent reference despite the 
‘contrived’ reasons he gave for firing me. I'll get back to them in a minute. He SMS’ed me to come to the school the 
next day. 

So I took my things and left the building for the very last time. It was humiliating. “Lilith ‘and 
‘receptionist/consultant 2’ and ‘the head teacher’ and maybe even ‘polish teacher 1’ had all, for all intensive 
purposes, been ‘validated’ in their mobbing and victimisation of me, by the Directors decision to fire me, and hire 
another native teacher. That was what burnt in me. Evil had been vindicated and validated. They were certainly 
smug and self-satisfied by the events. That’s what motivated me to write one last SMS to the Director. 

That is what ultimately provoked me to dedicate so much time and energy to writing up my experiences. 
And that’s what motivated me, after I had accidentally deleted the first draft, to go back and start from the very 
beginning. I haven’t been motivated by any malice, though, just a burning desire that the truth be known, for the 
record. I will be open to any feedback, corrections, and so on from those involved. I will probably delete any names 
that might identify particular persons, to protect their privacy. They, and anyone closely involved in the story, will 
know who I am talking about, what school, and where...and so on. 

And, my little swan, it is also my final expression of affection for you, and regret at what happened. I am 
desperately keen for you to finally tell me exactly what happened, from your point of view. Exactly what were the 
‘obligations’ that kept us apart? Or was the whole thing just a game? Do you yourself understand your own 
behaviour and motives? 

I SMS’ed the director reminding him that I had sacrificed my own interests for his sake on many occasions. I 
had come to the school, when I could have, and wanted to, accept the offer of work in Gdansk. I had remained at the 
school when I had every reason to go, because he said he couldn’t find another teacher to replace me. I had then 
remained at the school after the ugly assault, and aftermath. I had even, against my own best interests, not followed 
up on my police report about the assault, because the Director had, in his own words, ‘begged’ and ‘pleaded’ with me 
not to, in his interests. After all the loyalty I had shown, I asked him whether there was no deceit, backstabbing, or 
treachery on his part in firing me. I stated that it was not fair to fire me, and hire another native speaker under those 
circumstances. I asked him if believed ‘Lilith’s’ story. I told him that by firing me he was rewarding ‘Lilith’. I told 
him that surely he could offer me at least a few hours’ work. 

Why did I want a few hours’ work? It was a matter of principle. By firing me he had validated all the lies, 
backstabbing, malice, deceit, duplicity...and so on...that I had been a victim of. He had rewarded the perpetrators by 
victimising their victim even further. They would now feel validated in their victimisation of me. 

I leave it to you now to make up your own minds about what happened. I hope it has been entertaining, and 
perhaps even insightful. 

The other main motivation I have in writing this story up is to warn teachers about what sort of things go on 
in language schools. It may motivate some of you to help me set up ‘Optimal English’ schools. They may take the 
form of teacher-student co-operatives. What I would like to do is to rent government school buildings or halls, to 
reduce overheads, and provide much needed funds to the government schools. Most language schools are empty 
during the day. In Poland most classes take place from 4pm to 8:30 pm, so this would be compatible with 
government school hours. We will avoid any expensive marketing. All funds will go back to the teachers and staff, 
and in the form of teaching resources and facilities for the students. 

We will develop all our own materials. They will be constantly improved. The teachers will become 
thoroughly familiarised with their lesson materials. 

I want to set up an international accreditation scheme for language schools. The schools would have to 
satisfy important criteria. The schools would have provide fully furnished accommodation within walking distance 
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of the schools. The school would be obliged to lodge a bond with an independent agency, which would 
automatically be paid out in the event that the school fails to meet the important criteria, or any of its contractual 
obligations. 

Thank you for your interest, and for haven taken this journey with me. Hopefully I can turn the negative 
around and make something positive and productive of it. Many people write of their experiences in an attempt to 
transcend them, and as a form of therapy. Iam one of them. 


225 


Beware! Don’t assume you have health insurance 


The school withheld taxes and health insurance contributions from my pay whilst they were applying for a 
work permit, and then registering me as a company. I had assumed that I was covered by health insurance. I didn’t 
stop to think until now that they had been withholding the health insurance contributions, but I wasn’t actually 
covered. What would have happened if I had had an accident? 

The Director told me about a female teacher at one of his earlier schools, or this one, I can’t be sure now, 
who got drunk, fell over and hit her head, and was taken to the hospital in an ambulance for medical treatment. The 
Director said that the school had paid for all of this. But I wonder what legal obligation they had, and whether they 
would have paid the costs in the even that it was very expensive. What would have happened if I had needed some 
expensive medical treatment? Was I covered by the national health insurance? I expect not. And I doubt the school 
would pay for thousands of dollars of medical treatment. So beware. Make no assumptions. But I can only imagine 
what the director would say if you asked, and what would happen in the event that you needed him or her to act on 
their word. I can only imagine. And what I imagine isn’t good! What I can deduce from my own experience is not 
promising! 
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Beautiful women and gorgeous winter ‘blossoms’ 


A friend read this draft, and the earlier one which I accidentally erased (I had to start all over again) and 
asked me if I had anything positive to say about Poland. Well, there are lots of slim, gorgeous women. 

But back to the water situation. I had been drinking it without boiling it. I wondered if that was why I so 
often felt sick at the school. But some students who were engineers and worked on many engineering projects 
involving the water supply informed me that, at least in Kielce, the water was excellent. Only later was I to discover 
that it was also quite expensive. On more interesting note, as I walked around the outskirts of town I noticed these 
charming blue water pumps on many street corners. Occasionally I would see an old woman filling up a bucket or 
some containers. I wondered if it was possible that some of the old decrepit looking little wooden houses might not 
have running water. It’s possible. Or there may be some other reason. But anyway, these have been covered in snow 
for the last few months. It is only yesterday, after some of the snow had melted, revealing them once more, that I saw 
one again, and reminded myself to make a note of them in this story. 

The snow fell, lovely dry powdery crystals, and covered everything. Cars that were left parked a few days 
disappeared under the smooth pretty blanket of white crystals. I was reminded of the introduction to ‘Alice in 
Wonderland’, where Alice thinks of the snow as a lovely smooth blanket that someone had gently laid upon the 
landscape. It reminded me of ‘Lilith’s’ comments that people like me never got to die young. And that I would be 
reincarnated as a cat, like I had said appealed to me, but knowing my luck would end up being chastised like the one 
Alice chastises in the book. We had both read the introduction to the book, and had both enjoyed it. Another 
touchstone, another chord of resonance! But it reminds me of another of ‘Lilith’s’ comments. She had said that we 
were too similar, that we would have problems precisely because we had shared similar experiences, and had similar 
temperaments and so on. 

In the big malls like Echo Galleria, and Real, the toilets were free, clean, and modern. In Germany you have 
to pay. I recall once being angrily chased out of a toilet in Travemunde, Germany, after I had been unable to pay the 
‘toilet lady’. I didn’t have any money on me. It can get expensive if, like me, you have a high fluid intake! 

Virtually everyone was willing to speak English with me. They all apologised for what they claimed to be 
their bad English, but they were all friendly and eager to try to make themselves understood, and to understand me. 
And when we couldn’t talk, I would just gesture and point and so on, and people would try to help me anyway. I 
never felt like an ‘outcast’ or like an idiot. Everyone made me feel comfortable when I tried to communicate with 
them. They would try to tell me that I couldn’t take my bag into the store, that I must put it in a locker. They would 
try to tell me that I was supposed to take a little basket while shopping in the discount 4 zloty store. But they didn’t 
insist when I didn’t comprehend them, and they weren’t mean. And the security guards would show me the lockers 
and eagerly exchange my coins for the ones needed in the lockers. 

When I asked my students during a conversation class to talk about the improvements that the fall of 
socialism had brought to Poland, and its accession to the European Community, they invariably mentioned the 
introduction of sex shops! I was amused to find little ‘kiosks’ all over the place, sort of smallish shipping containers 
with windows, selling, on the one side, stocking mementoes and magazines about the Pope and so on, and on the 
other side, stocking magazines, CD roms, and DVD’s of schoolgirls being simultaneously penetrated orally and 
anally/vaginally by overly endowed, muscular black men. 

I hadn’t expected hard-core pornography to be so widely available. In Tesco’s I came across some well-worn 
and leafed-through ‘guides to better sex’, and ‘the karma sutra’. Both books had glossy, full page photos showing men 
with erect penises and couples engaged in sexual acts. I often saw girls and women leafing through these books as I 
passed down the aisle. These books were much more explicit than the extremely tame ‘playboy’ that was for sale on 
the shelves with the other magazines. You can’t show an erect penis under Australian censorship laws, in anything 
not ‘Restricted’ to adults. 
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And the free-to-air TV stations regularly showed California style soft-core pornography, in the evenings. 
The same sort you’d see in Germany, but usually only if you had cable TV. I’ve never seen such programming in 
Australia, but things may have changed since I was last there. 

I kept forgetting to email and tell my friend Stephen that you can get 500g of drinkable, ground coffee, for 
less than one Australian Dollar. It’s Tesco’s own brand. Wonder what it costs in London though! And you can get 
decent quality coffee, the German brand Tchibo ‘family’, for around a dollar fifty Australian, for 250g. That’s 
amazingly cheap! You could, of course, also pay a fortune for that ‘vacuum packed in some inert gas’ ground coffee in 
the little metal tins. What’s it called? 

I did, however, have trouble finding whole coffee beans, or in Polish, “Ziarnista’ coffee, which I think either 
means ‘whole beans’ or ‘not ground’ coffee. The coffee beans I bought weren’t cheap, and they were utterly utterly 
crap. In the little boutique shop where they had all the ‘aromatized’ beans, the bean were exorbitantly expensive. I 
bought a cute little hand grinder or ‘mill’ which sort of worked. Had to put an elastic band around the little wooden 
tray to stop it falling out when I ground, though. It ground reasonably, but not really fine enough. I suppose I could 
have ground the ground coffee once more, but the beans were so crap I actually just put them up on a shelf, and 
when I had finished the second lot of ‘mediocre’ beans, I couldn’t see any point bothering anymore with the grinder. 

The coffee ‘mill’ didn’t exactly fill my flat with the sweet aroma of freshly ground coffee beans, any more 
than opening a fresh pack of cheap Tchibo family ground coffee did. At most mornings I am in no state to grind 
coffee. Pm not exactly a ‘morning person’. In fact until after my second cup of coffee I expect that even the United 
Nations wouldn’t consider that I was covered by its convention on Human Rights. No, not a happy riser. Ask people 
who’ve been there. I always tell people not to approach me until after at least the first cup, and then only gingerly. 
You know, like a wounded bear or wolf. 

The extremely long and cold, for some weeks below twenty degrees below zero, in the daytime, without even 
taking account of any ‘wind-chill’ produce amazingly beautiful winter ‘blossoms’ or ‘blooms’, and magnificent ‘ice 
sculptures’, which however, if you aren’t careful might be the end of you! I suppose the same could be said about the 
women! 

Ice crystals form on all the branches of the trees. They accumulate until the tree is literally covered in a 
‘crystal bloom’ the equal of any spring cherry blossom. They are magnificently elegant and lovely. I have never seen 
such a beautiful sight. 

The ice also forms wonderful abstract ice sculptures. It forms and grows on anything that doesn’t move for a 
few hours. It hangs from car bumpers, bare vines, and the eaves of buildings. They grow until they form translucently 
clear ‘pipes’ like the huge gothic church organs. Some are huge. The eaves are covered in these ‘stalactite’ type ice 
forms. They seem to take on the typical form of an upside down fan, being virtually symmetrical, with the center 
being the longest, and scaling down to the edges. 

The bare vines take on exotic abstract forms. It is amazing how long an ice ‘stalactite’ can form from even the 
flimsiest of cable TV cables, or washing lines. I have no idea how these flimsy things manage to support the weight of 
the ice structures that form on them. 

This brings us to a terrible tragedy that occurred in Katowice, Poland, and was later repeated somewhere in 
Russia. The weight of the ice and snow that had built up on the roof of an exhibition center in Katowice collapsed 
the roof, killing over 60 people, and of course wounding many others. The event reported on all the major 
international TV networks. I only came to comprehend what had happened after viewing the Polish news coverage 
showing how the event was being reported around the world, including of course by the BBC. Shows of sympathy 
came to Poland from around the world, supporting the Poles in their tragedy. The T.V stations either ‘blackened’ 
their logos, or put icons of black ribbons under their normal station logos during all their programming over the 
weeks after the tragedy. 

Just after the disaster, I noted that the roofs of many buildings, especially the Echo Galleria, were being 
cleared of ice and snow, and there were men on cherry pickers clearing ice and snow from buildings in the main 
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street, including from ‘the company/the school’. The director told me that it in fact had nothing to do with the 
tragedy, which I had assumed. He said that at this time of year, when it warmed up a bit, it was common practice to 
remove the ice and snow from the roofs of buildings in buy areas, lest it melt and fall down in sheets and blocks on 
pedestrians. 

As I walked the streets, I observed how much ice and snow, especially ice ‘stalactites’ hung over the 
pedestrians as they walked. Most seemed oblivious. I wonder how often people are injured by falling ice. Perhaps it 
tends simply to melt down in drops. The director told me that apparently ‘receptionist/consultant 2’ had been 
covered in a falling snow drift once. In fact one just missed me recently. And in Germany I once got covered in a 
snow drift that fell from the eaves of a house. 

If one of those long, thick, heavy ice ‘stalactites’ hit anyone they would be a goner. And the ice had a habit of 
slipping down in large pieces from the roof, so that it hung out quite a distance from the eaves before falling. The 
falling ice and snow would have to do a lot of damage if it fell on someone. I have no anecdotal evidence, let alone 
statistics, indicating that many people have ever been injured in such a way. Still, I always look up, and try to avoid 
walking directly under sheets of ice, and ice ‘stalactites’. 
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The day of the dead 


Soon after I arrived I noticed that red and yellow glass ‘lanterns’ were being sold all over the place. It seems 
people place these at the graves or memorials to their dead relatives. On the night of what Americans call 
“Halloween” the Poles celebrate the ‘day of the dead’. I think it is also known as “all saints day’. Poles visit the graves 


and tombs of their dead relatives and pay their respects to them. I was invited by the Director to go with him to have 
a look, but I wasn’t in the mood. 
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Another disappointment 


In fact my first disappointments was to find, after having bought and tried every available sort of 
‘gingerbread’ I could, that Polish gingerbread contains absolutely no trace of ginger. At first I was really upset with 
the whole Polish nation for having mislead me. I had come to Poland especially because I thought they shared my 
passion for gingerbread! And now I find that they had been teasing and misleading me all along. I was really 
disappointed with them. 

And only later did I realise how unfair I was to feel that way. They were innocent. Who was guilty? Whoever 
it was that had originally translated the word ‘Pierniki’, the Polish term for their biscuit, into ‘Gingerbread’, in 
English. I wonder whether even the German equivalent, the ‘Lebkuchen’ also contain any ginger. I do prefer the 
German ‘Lebkuchen’ to the Polish ‘Pierniki’, but even it is in no way comparable to the delights of the gingerbread 
my mother made. The recipe for that actually came with our gas oven, which my parents had bought before my 
birth. Later I found another similar recipe. I will include a link to it here if you want to try it. One student tried to 
bake them a few times, but was disappointed with the results of her efforts. I wonder if she really had found the 
Polish equivalent for all the ingredients. Email me for the recipe. Please send me some samples if you manage to get 
them out right! 
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Some Updates 


I ran into an ex-student of mine who told me that everyone in her group was sad that I had not returned 
after the winter holidays. She told me that the head teacher had said that I had left over an incident with another 
staff member. This seems to confirm that I was fired because of the lies ‘Lilith’ told about me. It may however merely 
have been a pretext for the head teacher to get rid of me. In any case I then discovered via this ex-student that the 
head teacher was actually teaching my classes, after the newly hired teacher apparently confessed that he was not up 
to the task of teaching FCE and CAE students. 

This meant that the director had basically taken the student’s teacher away and not replaced that teacher, 
me, with another native teacher. The students were of course upset about this, as they had signed on for classes with 
a native teacher. I told the ex-student that the class should insist on classes with a native teacher, or should demand a 
refund of that semester’s fees. I informed her that the director had known at the time that they had been signing up 
students for the second semester that they would be having a new native teacher. 

The director must also have been aware that that new native teacher was not confident or competent 
enough to teach the FCE and CAE students. In other words the director had willfully and deliberately acted in bad 
faith. The students should have been informed. Only then could they make an informed decision. 

Once more I contacted the company headquarters of the school and informed them of this situation. I 
suggested that it would be polite of them to obey the rules of common courtesy and respond to this my third email. I 
suggested that I would seek to support the students in their attempts to gain justice. I accepted that the school might 
treat native teachers like shit, but that I could not understand how they could treat their paying clients with such 
contempt. I suggested that I would approach the newspapers and support any legal action the students might 
undertake in gaining natural justice, should the head office fail to respond to my email, and fail to take action on 
behalf of the disadvantaged students. The company headquarters made no reply to my email. 
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Response to non-native teachers’complaints about the “unfairly high” pay 
of native teachers 


A few points for the non-native English teachers to consider before complaining that native speakers earn 
‘too much’. 

In Australia and the United States, university students have to pay at least part of the costs of their 
university education. In Australia the minimum cost for a 4 year teaching degree is over AUD $10,000, or around 
25,000 PLN. 

In the U.S it can be much much higher, depending on where you study. Maybe some U.S teachers could 
provide me with some statistics. 

Remember that native teachers’ pay taxes in the country they work in, and never access most of the services 
these taxes pay for. In fact the native teacher is paying for the non-native teacher’s university education. Do we 
expect to be thanked for that? Most native teachers will return to their own county if they are seriously ill. They pay 
taxes to support the health system of the countries they work in, but rarely access those health services. The native 
teacher is effectively subsidizing the health care of non-native teachers. Do they expect to be thanked for that? 

Native teachers usually have to pay their own travelling expenses, at least to countries like Poland. They then 
have to buy all their day to day living items new. They must buy pillows, blankets, sheets, TV’s, stereos, and so on. 
These are things the non-native takes for granted. It is expensive to move to another country to work. And you can’t 
live with mum and dad, or friends, so native teachers invariably must live alone, and pay higher rents than the non- 
native teachers who can either live at home, or share accommodation, or at least find the most affordable 
accommodation. 

How much does the non-native teacher have to spend just to keep in touch with family and friends? How 
much do they have to spend on phone calls, and travelling home to visit relatives and so on? 

When Polish workers, including the same non-native teachers who complain that native teachers get paid 
too much, go overseas, they will not work for Polish wages themselves. Of course not. They expect to earn more than 
they would in Poland. So why do they expect native teachers to earn Polish wages in Poland? Hypocrisy is not pretty. 
(Thank you, Tera, for reminding me of this ‘inconsistency in logic’ on the part of some non-native teachers) 

Some places are fascinating. People will happily go there to work and live for a year, just to enjoy the 
location. Most places native teachers teach are in no way fascinating or enjoyable. They are often dirty, dangerous, 
cold, wet, muddy, etc. etc. It is reasonable to expect people to come to very interesting and beautiful places, and to 
accept low wages for the privilege of being able to live somewhere beautiful and fascinating for 6 months or a year, 
but this does not apply to most locations where native teachers end up. 

Here is the letter that prompted me to write the previous ‘response’ 

NOW YOU SEE HOW POLISH TEACHERS ARE PAID IN THEIR COUNTRY WHAT SHOULD 
BE SAID IS THAT POLISH TEACHERS DO PREPARE FOR THE LESSONS AND KNOW MORE IN 
TEMRS OF GRAMMAR STRUCTURES AND ABOVE ALL EXPLANATION OF SOPHISTICATED 
GRAMMAR STRUCTURES MORE THAN MOST NATIVE SPEAKERS. IN INTECOLLEGE THERE 
WAS NICK HASSELGREEN WHO DID ALMOST NOTHING WHEN IT COMES TO EXPLANATION 
OF GRAMMAR ETC HE ONLY MADE ONE COPY OF SOME STUPID TEXTS AND USED IT FOR A 


THINK? I DON’T KNOW WHAT KIND OF TEACHER YOU ARE BUT IF YOU EXPECT 45 ZLOTYS 
FO 45 MINUTES YOU MUST BEJOKING, WE POLISH TEACHERS WOULD ALSO LIKE TO EARN 45 
ZLOTYS FOR 45 MIN BUT IT IS NOT POSSIBLE WHAT IT IS WORTH MENTIONING IS THAT 
NATIVE SPEAKERS THINK THEY ARE BETTER THAN POLISH TEACHERS THEREFORE THEY 


ROUND IT IS NATIVE SPEAKERS WHO DON’T CARE ABOUT THE QUALITY OF TEACHING 
THEY THINK THAT THE FACT THAT THEY ARE NATIVE IS ENOUGH DON’T YOU THINK? 
MAYBE YOU HAVE THE SAME ATTITUDE DON’T YOU? I AM TIRED OF CORRESPONDING WITH 
YOU REALLY SO I WON'T TRY TO PERSUADE YOU TO ANYTHING I VALUE MY TIME THE 
TRUTH IS THAT A LOT OF POLISH TEACHERS ARE MORE DEVOTED TO THEIR WORK, HAVE 
AS GOOD ACCENT, PRONUNCIATION ETC AS NATIVE, SO WHAT FOR ARE NATIVE..? THIS IS 
MY LAST EMAIL TO YOU. YOU REALLY HAVE MADE ME ANGRY AND FURIOUS WITH YOUR 
LAST EMAIL. 

END 

I think she was mad at me for asking her to give another teacher at her new school my email address. I went 
to her new school after she told me the school needed a native teacher. So I went there out of respect for her 
consideration in emailing me about the job. I was totally freaked out by the director, who spoke as if he was totally 
off his head on speed or some such, which is ironic given that the school was using an adapted version of the Callan 
speed method. He informed me, confusingly, that I would have to observe some classes, then teach some classes, and 
then teach him, all without pay, for the first week or so. Then he said he could only pay me 30 Zlotys for 45 minutes 
in the beginning. I ask for the average pay that natives get here. Many natives demand and get paid more than the 1 
Zlotys per minute I charge. I cannot imagine a native teacher working for nothing for, what was it he seemed to say 
in the end, at least 8 hours of classes for which I would have to prepare over 8 hours for? 

Anyway, just as he finished his manic speech, pacing at times, at other times interrupted by equally ‘speedy’ 
telephone conversations, all the teachers came in from their classes at the same time. There was no laughter, no 
conversation, they didn’t have cups of coffee. They sat down on the chairs which were set along the walls, so they 
were all facing the middle and each other. I was freaked out. I felt like I had just walked into some sort of cult. They 
were all neatly dressed, the men in slacks, business shirts, ties, and black shoes. I really wanted to get out of there. 

Anyway, the Director told me that he would see me on Thursday for my first observation lesson. He hadn’t 
even asked me if I wanted to work for him. Then a colleague from one of my schools, who works at that school too, 
asked me when I was starting. I didn’t want to answer that I had no intention of ever working there. I left in a hurry. 
The teacher who sent me the above email, who had been playing hard to get, was suddenly asking me questions 
about my new apartment, and when she could visit. I had lost interest in her a while ago. 

I don’t get it with women, how they think they should play hard to get, or need time to decide whether to 
give you a go or not. I mean, how hard is it to decide if you like someone or not. So I guessed rightly, as I began 
reading the email, that she was probably jealous that I had taken an interest in a lovely black-haired teacher who had 
seemed to be interested in me, as I was waiting in the office for ‘speedy Gonzales’ the director to talk to me. 

Oh, I have to make the point again, of how directors and school staff will totally ignore you as you waste 
your time hanging around for them to attend to you, even if they have actually made an appointment with you, and 
you have walked through the cold night air from your warm apartment just to have them waste your time. 
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More horse-talk 


I have since seen horses being used to pull old long carts full of compost, and a large cart full of furniture. I 
observed both instances on busy roads. 
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As expected, my efforts are wasted 


Apart from ruining my eyes, my efforts have once more come to naught. No students who had been 
complaining to me about having no native speaker ever got back in contact with me. It seems they just accept their 
lot. Like most people, they complain in private, but do nothing to change the system at all. People like me are just 
used as a convenient person to complain to. The victims never ‘go public’. So the perpetrators get away with 
whatever they find convenient for themselves to do. 

The newspapers never responded to my story in any way, and the head office just ignored my emails. I feel 
really naive after all the years I have sought some gesture of justice from people. People just don’t care really. 
Probably they realise deep in their hearts that they themselves would behave no better than their perpetrators, and in 
fact want to be able to get away with the injustices they themselves commit, benefit from, or intend to, and so they 
never seek justice for anyone, even themselves, unless someone else is going to do all the hard work for them, like a 
lawyer, or naive idealistic person like myself. 
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More bad experiences of poor customer service 


The Deutsche Bank employee I dealt with promised me many times, on separate occasions, that Deutsche 
Bank could and would transfer my money from Australian Dollars directly into Polish Zlotys, thus avoiding the 2 
separate transaction fees every other Bank I approached said they would have to charge. I was typically persistent and 
cautious in ensuring that there was no misunderstanding. As it happened the bank charged 2 separate transaction 
fees, for a transaction from Australian Dollars into Euros, and then into Polish Zlotys. 

When I enquired as to what had happened, the same employee blamed my bank in Australia for not, as a 
courtesy to me, asking the Bank in Poland for a special ‘Key’ to enable the direct transaction. After going to great 
lengths to have a letter translated into Polish by a friend, the Bank had the nerve to respond to none of the substance 
of my complaint, to answer none of my questions, but to condescendingly and incredibly insultingly comment that I 
was apparently ‘unhappy’ with the situation, and that they would offer me a slight discount on one of their 
investment products. I can’t believe they had the contemptuous notion that I would ever be using any of their 
products or services at any time, or any place, after the huge costs they imposed on me for their own incompetence 
or lies. I have since heard that another bank, the German ‘Raffeisen Bank’ has advertised that they can do the 
Australian Dollar to Polish Zlotys transaction in one go. 

It is infuriating to have to deal with organisations and staff who don’t seem to know or care about what they 
are doing. 

It took me weeks just to arrange the transaction, as my bank in Australia kept promising they had carried out 
the transaction, only to respond to my later queries about where my money was by stating that they needed new or 
different information from me. First they promised I could carry out the transaction by phone, then by fax, then by 
fax and phone, then only by letter, and then by fax and phone again. I only had a bit over an hour each day when the 
office hours for Poland coincided with those of Australia. It was very frustrating. 

Another thing worth mentioning bank-wise is the cunning strategy of Millennium bank to offer 15 day 
terms on its ‘Auctions’. The auctions are an interesting investment tool. You can ‘bid’ by offering your money, and 
then state what interest rate you want. Of course the bank takes the bids with the lowest interest rate demands first, 
and so you need to keep up to date on the rates that were accepted in the previous months, and make a judgment 
call. It means you can get much higher interest than you would from alternative short-term investments. 

It seems like a really good deal, until you pay close attention. The ‘trick’ is that the term is 15 days, and your 
investment will mature the day after the last auction closes, so you will have to wait around 13 days to make another 
bid. The bank assumes you will keep the money in one of their accounts, which offer zero or nominal rates of 
interest. So in effect, if you average out the return you receive from the ‘auction’ with the return you get from your 
money while it is waiting for the next auction, the effective interest rate your money earns is actually much lower 
than the auction rate that attracted you to the bank. 

I have also spent the last month trying to sort out what laptop and TV tuner is most appropriate for me. I 
have had to ask continual questions at different shops, from different people, check out information on websites, 
and then re-confirm or challenge the sales staff regarding what they had told me, and more importantly, not told me. 
I almost bought laptop and TV tuner combinations that wouldn’t have worked together at all, for technical and 
software reasons. No-one bothered to offer advice about these issues. I had to find out in a ‘hit and miss’ way, and 
only in an indirect fashion. 

One salesperson insisted that if I bought an Acer laptop, that it would come only with Polish software, and 
that I would have to buy an English version of Windows XP, which he had to charge me more for than the Polish 
version. As it turns out, which another salesperson verified for me by opening a box and checking out what software 
was with the laptop, namely Windows XP in Polish, English, and Hungarian, the laptop comes with all those. 
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It turns out the TV tuners required Windows XP in order to function. Only one Aver-Media TV tuner 
works with Linux, and that one is only a digital tuner, and there are very few programs broadcast ‘free to air’ on the 
digital band at present, so that tuner wasn’t an option. 

It turns out that there are laptops in the Acer range with the normal screen, which is better for use for TV 
viewing. I wouldn’t have known if I hadn’t found out by pure chance. In fact this more desirable feature comes at a 
discount, rather than a premium. The widescreen versions are actually more expensive. 

I wonder why I get up most mornings! I suppose only because if I don’t I end up with migraines... 
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Shoddy workmanship is alive and well in Poland 


I have moved into a new apartment. The building is still being finished, so I have lots of dust and noise to 
put up with, but that is to be expected. What I didn’t expect was that people would just come into my apartment to 
have a look around, I expect assuming no-one was living there. And then someone with keys to my apartment just 
tried to open the door, without even bothering to knock at all. Luckily I had used the second lock, to which I think 
only I have the key. I agreed at first not to use that lock, to allow people to gain access to my apartment, but the guy 
who was to finish off my apartment had a whole day to do the bits and pieces he had to, and I wasn’t going to have 
people just rocking up and coming in without the common courtesy to even knock, so I now use both locks. 

The person doing the work in my flat is working for the actual developer. I add this point as the job he is 
doing is pretty shoddy. There are faults and ‘collateral damage’ all over the apartment due to carelessness or poor 
workmanship. I wonder if some of it might be deliberate, out of spite or jealousy. Apparently such workers get paid 
very little. Why should they do a good job for people who basically exploit them? Why should we get to live in the 
apartments they build for us, when they themselves will never be able to afford them? 

I had to laugh ‘though, when the guy actually nailed and glued my pot and frying pan into the small 
compartment under the oven. I had put them there. It seemed a perfect place. He had then ‘finished’ off the kitchen 
cabinet by placing gluing and nailing a piece of the cabinet over that compartment. 
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Alternative employment contract forms you may not be informed about 


A common form of employment is the short term contract, in which you are engaged for the limited period 
of the contract. You are not an employee as such, as I understand it. The employer makes no contributions to health 
insurance, i.e. (Dr) Z.U.S and so on. For a normal employee the non-wage costs to the employer amount to around 
48%, as we have discussed in earlier parts of this story. 

‘The school’ that first hired me had actually employed me as a ‘translator’ in one of their ‘sister’ (?) 
companies, on a 500 zloty basis. 

A similar thing occurs in Germany, where you are effectively employed officially on a retainer that represents 
the minimum wage they can employ you on. This means you are covered by health insurance, and make the lowest 
contributions to the fund that are possible. This means both you and the employer benefit in terms of lower 
contributions i.e. the employer must make a contribution on your behalf, calculated as a percentage of the wage they 
officially pay you. On top of that the German employer will pay you a per-lesson rate for every additional hour you 
work above what you would need to work to cover the minimum wage. 

However in Poland, it seems that ‘the school’ wasn’t making any contributions on my behalf, and only 
withholding my contributions, based on my contracted hours for each month. The withheld the 19% tax of course 
also. 

So the second most common form of engaging native English teachers is that of the ‘firme’ or company. As a 
company you pay the same income tax, but you can reduce your taxable income by claiming certain legitimate 
business operating costs, such as a laptop and mobile phone. So you can in effect pay less tax than if you were just a 
contracted teacher. Also for the first two years you pay a discounted rate to Z.U.S. In fact you only pay 30% of the 
normal Z.U.S contributions. This is a significant saving for the first two years, remembering that a person operating 
as a company normally would pay over 10,000 Zlotys per year to Z.U.S. There is more paperwork involved. 

Of course you will need to get a Polish speaking person to do the initial paperwork for registration and so 
on, but you also have to complete tax returns every month, no later than the 20th of the current month, for the 
previous month. Z.U.S forms need to be completed no later than the 10th of the current month for the previous 
month. Of course you have to pay both your tax and Z.U.S by the same dates. You have to either go to the tax office 
and pay, or send in your tax returns, and pay at the post office. You will be charged 5 zlotys for that privilege. You 
will be charged 8 zlotys in total to pay your Z.U.S charges at a bank, or a little less if you pay at a post office. Of 
course you will be wasting a lot of time and energy doing so. 

Another form of employment contract I have since become aware of, is that of the “Umowa Ojawo”. 
Teachers under this form of contract are treated as ‘artists’ or ‘authors of unique works’, and as such pay income tax 
on only half of their income. A description of the ‘unique’ works must be completed in Polish, describing the 
teaching program planned. This program is ‘unique’ for each teacher, assuming they don’t just use textbooks and 
official curriculums. Someone from the school would have to write up that document for the native teacher, but it 
does happen. The Directors will often tell you that they only do it as a favour or reward for some teachers. I know a 
few teachers employed on this basis. The other advantage is that you only have to do a tax declaration once a year. 
The school withholds the tax? Or you pay it at the end, FI have to find out. 
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More complaints, and more inactivity 


I ran into another student, this time outside my new flat, who complained about things at ‘the school’. She 
complained that ‘the head teacher’ was doing a really bad job. She said all the students of his class, which I shared 
with him earlier, thought he was lousy. I was surprised. I hadn’t expected complaints about his teaching. It seems he 
had the class playing games for one of his “conversation classes’ and they were really disappointed. It seems he must 
have lost interest and motivation. It made me wonder what the school was like now. The student said that the class 
size, originally 15 when I was teaching, and had fallen to around 10 or 12 just after I had ‘left’, was actually down to 5 
students, only a few weeks into the second semester. She said that no-one was intending returning to ‘the school’ 
next year. 

Once more I explained the situation the school was in, and that all they had to do was to write an official 
complaint, and either demand what they had paid for or their money back, and threaten to go to the papers or take 
legal action against ‘the school’, and ‘the school’ would have no choice but to do the right thing. Again I said they 
could email me, and I would pursue the matter with the head office of ‘the school’. Again they did nothing. Again I 
had wasted my time and energy trying to help the students, and make ‘the school’ accountable for its poor 
management. 
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Some further experiences and observations: June 2006 update 


I agreed to teach some classes at a private high school, what they call a Gymnasium up to about age 15 or 16, 
and then Lyceum from ages 16-19, more or less. I agreed to travel to a school for one 8 a.m. lesson. On another day I 
would have one 8a.m lesson and then a 9a.m lesson. I had a few other lessons that were not so inconvenient also. I 
didn’t want to, who would? But the person who asked me was nice and said they ‘needed’ someone. So I did the 
lessons. We will see later how such ‘good nature’ and ‘flexibility’ is rewarded! 

I even agreed to work for the original rates I was paid at my first school, even though I was told I could ask 
for more. I was being flexible and not greedy. 

Another disappointment, first. I was offered other work too, for example 6 lessons on one day. The other 
hours offered were the single 8a.m lesson, and on another day, one 8a.m and one 9a.m class. My supervisor said I 
could have all the hours if I wanted, but said she had also told a teacher I was acquainted with from another school 
about the work. My supervisor said we should work out together, what hours each of us would do, but that she 
preferred me to take all the work. She suggested I take the rewarding 6 lesson day, and let the other teacher do the 
irritating and unrewarding 8a.m lessons. 

I spoke to my colleague. She made a very dramatic representation of her need for more work, due to the costs 
of raising her 18 year old daughter. She claimed she desperately needed the work. (Later I was to find out she actually 
had around 40 or 50 lessons a week, and so was earning twice as much as a judge, and almost 10 times the typical 
salary of an educated Polish worker. Of course I was really disappointed. I felt ‘dirty. She had used me. She had 
taken advantage of my good nature). So I expected that she would also take the inconvenient and unrewarding 8a.m 
classes as well, seeing as how she so desperately needed (She said in a way no-one understands, that no-one would 
‘validate’. Isn’t it interesting how everyone feels that their needs are greater than everyone else’s?) More work. But 
no. She was only going to take the lucrative and convenient hours I generously let her take. She claimed she ...”had to 
have at least one morning free”... (She exclaimed this once more in her dramatic way, using dramatic hyperbole, and 
claiming that I...” just don’t understand”... her problems, her inconveniences, her needs, etc. etc. I didn’t feel good 
about it, but I let her have her way, and I took the really inconvenient hours, and let her have the ‘choice cuts’. 

Of course only later did she reveal her ‘definition’ of needy. She was earning a huge amount of money by 
Polish standards, but, of course, I ...”just didn’t understand”...that she needed more money than everyone else. Of 
course the only people she compared her situation to were the university professors who in fact earned ridiculous 
amounts of money by Polish standards. Compared to them a doctor earned mere pocket money. 

So I feel ‘dirty’ about the whole thing now. And then there’s more to feel ‘used’ about. I felt it would be 
wrong for me to give her work offered to me and then charge the school more than I was charging. I told her not to 
ask for more than I was getting, as it would be inappropriate. However she went behind my back and did ask for 
more. So I was once more disappointed. 

I later learnt to ‘interrogate’ her statements deeper. For instance she claimed that she couldn’t get health 
insurance. After a really frustrating ‘interrogation’ it became clear that she could only not get private health 
insurance for ‘pre-existing’ health problems. Now there is a big difference. She said she had cancer, in the U.S, and 
that no-one would insure her now. After her earlier dramatic representations of her ‘situation’ I am less ready to 
believe anything she says. 

So often she kept saying that ... “no-one understands”...how hard her problems are. It is really irritating, once 
you comprehend her nature. She expresses herself so dramatically, seeking sympathy, in a manipulative way. At the 
time my supervisor was ‘offering’ me 20 or more hours at the high school for the next year. I told this colleague. She 
had been going on about ..."how important”... it was for her to get the job I seemed to have been offered. Again, she 
exclaimed dramatically, I ..."don’t understand”... why she needed it more than me. Her whole manner assumed that 
she was expressing some ‘moral’ right to the job, some superior right to the job, some ethical grounds for me to give 
her the job. She said how important it was for her to get that particular job. She exclaimed that it was the only place 
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where she really wanted to work. She kept expressing herself in a way that defined my claims to the job as 
unreasonable, and hers as completely compelling. 

I explained to her that this was the only chance I had to teach in a real school, after being denied that chance 
by the corrupt Australian government who had blacklisted me there. I had long-term plans for developing the 
English teaching approach at the school. I wanted to be a real teacher, and take part in all the activities at the school, 
to help it develop a real positive, productive culture and environment. It wasn’t about the money or hours, but about 
the chance to develop a real relationship with the students and school over many years. I wanted to eventually 
become director of a private languages high school, to have the chance to show all my persecutors just what is 
possible if you are intelligent, ambitious, and committed to teaching and education. 

Of course she had some ‘morally’ superior claims to the job, which nobody, as usual, including myself, 
“understood”. Her problems and desires and needs were ‘morally’ superior to everyone else’s. This is the implication 
of her tone, her dramatic manner, and sometimes her explicit utterances. 

As it turns out, what my supervisor told me wasn’t true. The director of the high school actually offered her 
work. 

A few comments about the director. He had been a science teacher. He had a basic ability to communicate in 
German. The ‘languages’ high school he ‘directed’ focused on English and German. The students constantly 
complained about how the school had gone “down-hill’ since he had taken over. They constantly derided him. 
Apparently he told everyone about his 170,000 zlotys Mercedes. Some students thought he had paid for it from their 
fees. The director had cancelled most of the cultural activities at the school, the foreign trips, exchange programs, 
and so on, if what I was told is correct. 

He had a problem with me wearing shorts, or, as he put it in his German, my “underpants” (Unterhosen). 
The first time he said this the German teachers erupted in laughter. He didn’t comprehend why. He had exclaimed, 
in the staff room...”my teachers are coming to school in underpants”... He later asked me into his office to explain 
that in Poland teachers didn’t wear shorts. I tried to comply with his wishes, but I kept sweating in the over-warm 
classrooms, and later told him I couldn’t teach while sweating like a pig. 

It is noteworthy that the Polish teachers don’t like to open windows. Apparently they think that a breeze 
across your skin will make you sick, or so I have been told. On warm days the staffroom stank of sweat. I opened the 
window slightly and they complained and closed it again. I had to get to classes early to ventilate the rooms. At ‘the 
company’ school, the one who had invited me to Poland, there were always problems with that. The company policy 
was to ventilate the rooms between lessons, but students would stay in the classroom, or arrive early, and complain at 
the open windows, to the director, if what he said is true. He also complained when I opened them between and 
before classes, saying it was winter. He didn’t have to teach in a room full of 15 breathing, sweating people. 

I tried to convince him of what had now, for over a decade, been recommended by the German housing co- 
operatives to prevent damp and so on; to open all the windows wide for a minute or so to replace the air, rather than 
leaving the windows slightly open the whole time, letting the heat escape, and doing little by way of replacing ‘stale’ 
and damp air. But he didn’t want to be convinced. People are so hard to reason with! And so students would end up 
leaving windows open all lesson, resulting in higher heating costs, and providing little relief from the sometimes 
stifling, stale, unappealing air. I was often on the verge of throwing up, with the combination of migraines (no paid 
sick leave, and you were obligated to find a replacement teacher under ‘the company’ contract, and the ‘close’ ‘stale’ 
air. The problem is that once you are in a room, you become accustomed to the smell, and don’t notice it until you 
come in from somewhere with fresh air. On top of that, there seems to be, as I said, a cultural difference about the 
value of fresh air, and the tolerance of stale, sweaty air. 

Anyway, my dreams of being a ‘real’ teacher are apparently not compatible with the principles desire to run 
the school into the ground. He wouldn’t even buy whiteboards. He simply ‘brushed off any complaint about the 
antiquated chalk and blackboards with, to paraphrase and translate his German, “The way of a teacher is not 
paved/strewn with roses”... 
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My supervisor, like everyone else there I spoke to, was not happy working at the school, and in her case, it 
didn’t fit in with her career plans. She was on the way to becoming a professor. This irritates me. My colleague, who 
tried to manipulate me into giving her the job that had at that point appeared to be going my way, recently informed 
me, after being offered the only English teaching work that any Native was being offered, that she would simply not 
take that work if she got the more lucrative and satisfying work she was negotiating with a particular college. I was 
appalled. 

One minute getting the work is a life and death question, and I am supposed to sacrifice my ‘moral’ 
aspirations and professional (as a real teacher) ambitions to meet her “needs”, and the next she will simply move on 
to greener fields as soon as they become available, independent of whatever ‘promises’ she had implicitly or explicitly 
made. It is frustrating and infuriating. I wanted to make the school into a valuable experience for the students. My 
colleague, like apparently everyone else working at the school, merely sees the school as a place to earn some money 
for a few hours each week. They hate the work, are frustrated and unmotivated, and merely ‘milk’ the school and 
students for a good income. I am not being cynical. I should have recorded the expressions they used. As usual, when 
I tried to achieve the minimum of my ambitions regarding producing a productive teaching and learning 
environment in my classroom i.e. a minimum of discipline and respect, I was told not to take my job seriously. They 
told me that native English lessons were considered a “joke” by everyone. 

In fact none of the previous native teachers, I am told, actually marked any homework, or provided any 
grades to the Polish English teachers. I was told not to care about my job. It seems that the job of a teacher, in most 
places I have been around the world, is to pretend that the students are learning. As long as you don’t rock the boat 
no-one seems to care that students are missing out on a quality education. 

Another irritating thing about that colleague. She won’t even get a simple TESOL qualification. She “can’t 
afford” it she dramatically exclaims. It would cost her the equivalent of one week of her earnings. She was offered 
work she didn’t want, and doesn’t like, over myself, who is a fully qualified teacher and TESOL teacher. She told me 
that the Director even told her that half her students didn’t want her to teach them. I told her that students had told 
me that the director seems to prefer teachers the students don’t like. Perhaps he assumes that must mean they get the 
students to work hard? 

She had told me that she had been ‘let go’ by her employer, the same one who owns the high school, for some 
unfair reasons. It turns out, on interrogation, that she wasn’t qualified, and that some accreditation system had 
rightly required that a minimum number of teachers in a school have at least basic, easy to obtain, TESOL 
qualification. She was let go for this reason. 
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From Russia with Loathe 


From 

Russia 
With 
Loathe 
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President School 


Please note that I will only use the real names and other means of identification of those who cheated me, lied to me, 
and abused my trust. I use their names to identify them so that you, the reader, can avoid suffering the same fate at 
their hands that I did. I will withhold the names of the other teachers to avoid any avoidable inconvenience to them. 
Of course these same teachers cannot make any claims re: reciprocity as they did nothing to help me, and so I have 
no obligations to them, other than those I chose to make in line with my personal ethics and philosophy. I don’t 
wish them ill. 

They could easily have avoided any inconvenience to themselves by supporting my claim for severance pay. 
One accused me of blackmail when I explained to them the risks posed to them if I reported the school, in an 
attempt to gain some degree of natural justice Vis a Vis the school and Gerhann. I can’t believe how stupid and 
stubborn people can be in that stupidity, trying to deny reality, and the consequences of that denial. Surely the 
school would have easily accepted their self-defined obligations to me when faced with the prospect of losing all their 
native teachers, and being prosecuted for tax evasion and the illegal hiring of workers who have no work visas. But 
hey, people are incredibly stupid, and stubborn in that stupidity. 

Anyone interested in following up my story can use the following information. The former address of the 
school is: 

NP President School 

143030, OK Sosny 

P/O Uspenskoye, 

Odintsovski r-n 

Moscow region 

Natalia supervised all the native teachers, and made all my travel arrangements. Call her on mobile 
89161383885, landline in Moscow 9300 711 or email her at nvlubow@gmail.com 

The recruiter who did all her dirty work and told me verbatim that he got paid 10,000 U.S dollars for 
recruiting us: Gerhann Swart. Call him on +79268839004 or email him at gerhannswart AT yahoo.com 

Ask him why he hated me, and why he got geocities to delete my entire webpages and email account. I lost a 
decade’s work. Luckily I had back-up copies of most of it. However I lost all my email correspondence with Gerhann 
and the school. That may have been Gerhann’s real target, as at the time I had not yet written up this account. 

I wonder if he had lied to President School about how much he had given me to cover my airfare and visa 
costs. That is the only explanation I can find so far as to why he kept telling people that I had not given him my 
receipts for those costs. And as to why I was the teacher rejected, when I could have done Gerhann’s job, and the job 
of any of the other teachers, better than any of them. 
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My arrival in Moscow 

A job offer in Moscow had given me a bit of momentum, to get up and leave Poland. I was determined to use 
the situation as positively as possible, and to take a chance now and continue on to Tallinn, and see what I could 
make of my situation there. So whatever happened, I was determined that something positive should come of it. 
First to have seen Moscow, and second to have used the momentum of the moment to try my luck elsewhere. If you 
aren't happy where you are, then what do you have to lose by moving? 

Of course it is hard though, to gather up the energy to give up what you have, which is at least secure and 
comfortable, for an unknown future. I had luckily found a cheap, nice flat where I was living in Poland. I knew it was 
a one-off. I would never be able to find a similar flat again. But I had no life. I was miserable. I had no other reason to 
stay other than inertia, and the fact that I had nowhere to go. 

I had spent the last 12 months applying for employment, being offered positions, having those offers being 
taken back, and in the last months being sent contracts for a new position, all with the same recruiter and school. 
The offer had changed several times and promised conditions had been revised and reduced and then increased. I 
had gone to considerable effort and gone through a lot of uncertainty and stress in obtaining the Russian work visa, 
having to travel on two separate days many hours by train to Krakow. 

I had given away most of my possessions to a friend to pass onto her relatives who lived in a village and had 
been happy with my previous gifts. I had given up my apartment. It had been very hard to find, and would be very 
hard to replace. In fact to find one of similar location, cost, conditions would be impossible. I would also have to pay 
one month’s rent in commission to the Makkler to find me anything at all. At the airport in Poland I had drunk 
several cans of red-bull, as they would not allow me to bring them onboard the plane. 

I had to wait ages in line at the Moscow airport to get through customs. By the time I got out of the airport I 
was very thirsty and after a day’s train travel and flight very tired. 

Gerhann was waiting for me at the exit. He seemed awkward. I had no idea why. He led me to their mini- 
bus. My first shock. It was so old. So dirty. And no seat-belts. 

In the mini-bus I felt parched and sick from the heat and was becoming dehydrated very quickly. Gerhann 
had not apparently thought much about picking me up. He did not even offer me anything to drink until I asked. 
His son gave me a nearly empty bottle from which I could suck one or two mouthfuls of water. It was a very hot day. 
The traffic out of the airport was really bad. Gerhann had known it would be. He could have guessed it would be a 
long trip, but didn’t seem to have thought about it. He had gone shopping with his family and the mini-bus was full 


I had to wait a long time before we got to the school to get a good drink. 

Then straight off the plane and the mini-bus and they took me to talk to the Director. That was not fair. At 
his apartment, which was about 100 meters square, with two bedrooms, a huge living room, and two balconies, I 
noticed a Russian woman cleaning. Gerhann and his wife each earn over 20 U.S dollars an hour, and they pay the 
cleaner about 2 U.S dollars to clean up after them. And they feel superior and self-congratulatory about this, as 
usually the cleaner only gets paid about $1.50. I spoke at uncomfortable length with Gerhann‘s mother about South 
Africa. She was old so there is no point commenting on her seemingly racist views. 

I am sure you can, like me, forgive Gerhann's mother for her racist nonsense, due to her age and the time and 
place she grew up in. 

But I still found her talk shocking. She told me that "The blacks have no vision. They are not a god-created 
race. They are artificial, they are a man-made race’. 

But this was in fact quite interesting, as technically she was right. From a sociological perspective, all races are 
constructs. They do not exist as such. Thus they are man-made. But I don't think she was expressing such an 
enlightened sociological observation! 

However what interested me is that before the fall of apartheid, they had native Africans doing all their 
cleaning and so on around the house, but afterwards they had had to do it themselves! 
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They said they could arrange a cleaner for me too, and that in fact my apartment would be cleaned regularly 
by some Russian woman anyway. I said I couldn't allow that. I quipped that I would feel that I would have to give 
up my Australian passport if I did that. I’m happy for the landlord to pay the cleaning lady, but I will clean up after 
myself. It is a matter of principle. Exploiting inequality is not consistent with my ethics. 

A later friend of mine in Moscow, Misha, told me that he paid his cleaner about the same, per hour, as he 
earned. She insisted on bringing her husband with her as she thought that he must expect to have sex with him for 
that sort of money! 

Gerhann commented himself that he ‘was drinking too much’. He made me feel bad when I declined his 
offer of a drink. He said, pretty aggressively, that in Russia you þad to have at least one drink with your host. It was 
O.K though. The vodka he offered me was something I hadn't tasted before. I like to try new things. It was quite 
nice. It was flavored with Silver Birch sap. Vodka is very easy to drink when it is cold. I recall Gerhann telling me 
never to mention alcohol, let alone alcoholism, in my classes. He said many of the rich kids already had drinking 
problems. 

The American teacher had a broken finger. I joked that I would call him ‘broken finger ‘from now on. He 
offered to help us all, take us to the Metro to explain things, and so on. However he was obviously a smoker. We 
were having an introductory Russian language, Cyrillic alphabet lesson, and I asked him how to ask people not to 
smoke in Russian. He replied that no one would ever ask a Russian such a question. When I asked about the signs on 
toilets, he drew a triangle pointing upwards, while talking about a downward pointing triangle as being the sign for 
female toilets. And when I got confused he gave me a strange irritated look, and wondered why I was, according to 
him, confusing the issue. 

In fact there were no-smoking regulations in all buildings and public transport. However Wasily was not so 
enlightened. He got really angry when I asked him not to smoke in the minivan. He only complied as apparently 
Natalia or Lubov really hated smoking. That is what Gerhann said anyway. Maybe that time he was telling the truth. 
He was constantly adamant about everything, even contradictory things. When I asked him if the local little shops 
would try to short-change foreigners he replied that they wouldn’t. When I said that I had already been 
shortchanged, he replied, adamantly, “Oh yes, once they see that you are a foreigner they will definitely try to rip you 
off’. Once I simply waved some smoke out of my face in the mini-bus, and the driver, Wasily, acted like I had 
insulted him. 

The first time I heard the door chime in my flat in Oosovo Twopick, which he falsely claimed was only a few 
minutes’ drive from the school, but which turned out to be over 20 minutes’ drive, I was a bit surprised, and only 
went to the door on the off chance that it might possibly actually be a door chime. The chime, which Konstantin 
told me was common enough, played birdsong. It sounded like birds were singing in my hallway. It was interesting 
too that on TELEVISION I saw full nudity during the daytime. Free to air TV was pretty good, with fewer 
commercial breaks and fewer ads than in Australia. 

I wondered why there seemed to be a water heater in the bathroom, when all the hot water, for bathing and 
heating, was all central. The heating was not only central in the European sense of there being one water heater for 
an entire building. There was a central water heating plant for an entire suburb. I learned later that in summer they 
close down the water heating plants for about a month, for maintenance, and more importantly, descaling of the 
pipes. The water in Moscow is very ‘hard’. The American teacher and Gerhann complained at great length about 
how irritating the water was for their skin. They talked about having visited specialist clinics trying to treat the scabs 
and sores that they developed. It seems that when the water made them itch, they scratched, and scratched, and the 
scratches became sores, etc. 

It was true. The water did irritate the skin, and it was hard not to scratch that itch. I just rubbed my hands 
gently over my skin to get some relief from the itching, avoiding scratching. It was mostly on the tops of my arms 
that it itched. I never did anything drastic like get a water filter for showering. They recommended finding the best 
skin moisturiser you could find, and dousing yourself in it. They used both filters and moisturiser. The problem of 
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course was worse in winter when the air became cold and dry. Of course Gerhan made no effort to provide us with 
either of these things. Of course he had made no mention of “ulcers” and rashes requiring specialist treatment when 
he was recruiting us. 

That said, the water was really hot, never ran out, and was incredibly cheap by western standards (though for 
a pensioner living on USD 100 a month, I guess it was merely reasonable. 

There were lots of wild dogs, often of similar appearance, sort of bigger, thicker, German shepherd type 
dingoes. They roamed the little forests and foraged through the garbage. I guess people fed some of them directly, as 
people feed pigeons etc. They looked pretty healthy and happy. I guess their life in the little forests isn‘t that bad. 
They of course fight and mate and breed as they would in the wild. This must be a sort of freedom maybe their more 
comfortably housed peers envy. In the city I saw the same thing. Small packs of stray dogs sleeping together, roaming, 
fighting. They would often lay right on the footpath, or in the Metro underpasses. In winter people put cardboard 
on the concrete for them to sleep on. Some looked fine, unperturbed by the cold. Others limped, had bloody cuts, 
frothing at the mouth, looking absolutely exhausted. Months later on television I saw the dog catchers using blow 
darts to round some up, and the local babushka stall holders actually intervening, trying to stop what they seemed to 
see as their ‘ pet ‘dogs from being round up. 

Gerhann had promised us that we would have our own self-contained, one bedroom flats on arrival. They 
were just waiting for us. Given the exclusive nature of the school etc. we all expected nice apartments. On our way 
from the airport Gerhann let me in on the bad news. They didn’t have apartments for any of us yet. We had to stay 
with him and his family. His mother and son were here, but leaving in a few days. Teacher ‘S’ was the first to have 
her own apartment. However it was appalling. As I walked through it with Gerhann before teacher s arrived he kept 
exclaiming how much work they had done to it. I couldn’t help but think that if it was so crap now, that it must 
have been meters deep in shit to arouse such excitedly positive ejaculations of praise from Gerhann now. It was even 
worse than the cheap flat I had in Poland. It had absolutely no security. It was really small and crap. There was 
nowhere to put a washing machine. When I went there with teacher s I tried to console her. I visited her later to 
improve her mood. She was pretty depressed with the apartment and had had other arguments with Gerhann when 
I wasn't around. 

I was trying to be positive about everything, and all I got in return from Gerhann was statements such as 
“Mate”... Mate, you seem very stressed about most things most of the time. I would prefer having these types of 
conversations with you in person. By the sounds of it Russia and its people are going to be very difficult for you to 
get used to”. And this avalanche of negativity came from the man who told me he was going to teach me to think 
more positively. The same man told me “fuck the school”. All I had expressed to him was the fact that I was not 
going to ride in any unsafe transportation. I asked whether the mini-buses had seatbelts in the front passenger seats. 
It at first appeared that only one had safety belts, so I said that I would ride in that mini-bus. I asked him if he could 
arrange for me to be picked up etc. in that one. His reply was “Will try my best mate. Seatbelts are not BIG in 
Russia”. Funny that. They are in fact the law. All passengers are required by law to wear seatbelts. People are fined for 
not wearing them. I simply stated that I would feel too stupid if I had a serious injury because I hadn't been wearing 
a seat belt. As usual his response was over the top, globalising simple matters and trying to make out that I was being 
impossible. “I will stop this now” he SMS‘ ed. Exactly what he meant I still don’t know. It seems he was trying to 
bully me into risking my safety to avoid inconveniencing anyone, especially him. 

Oosovo-Twopick seemed lovely at first, full of beautiful pine trees like the sort I missed after my stay in 
Korea, but taller. Like the pines in some places in Germany. They have lovely red bark, and grow a bit twisted, with 
very dark green needles. But then you see all the open rubbish tips scattered throughout the forests, especially near 
the apartment blocks. The notion of a ‘luft kur’ or ‘fresh air spa ‘is a little tarnished by their habit of burning even 
plastics. The otherwise lovely, cool, sweet forest air is ruined for at least a while as they indiscriminately set fire to any 
rubbish they haven't recycled, and which hasn't been eaten by the dogs. Of course there were always people going 
through the garbage looking for anything that could possibly be salvaged and re-used. There were also small clearings 
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next to the garbage where some more considerate people actually bothered to place re-useable items. Most of the 
time they just threw them in with the rest of the garbage, soiling perfectly serviceable clothing etc. I saw more or less 
the same behaviour in the city suburbs, but there people might often leave stuff hanging just outside the apartment 
blocks, or leave them in plastic bags next to the large dumpsters, or at least on top where people walking past could 
see them. Most items I saw were gone an hour later. This included children’s plush toys, toys, clothing, shoes, old 
electrical items etc. 

Ycobo (pronounced Oosovo), was near a very posh suburb that was surrounded by a huge brick wall. They 
called them villages, and they were like medieval villages. The houses were all huge architect designed originals. 
Nearby they were finishing off a Beverly Hills type retail village, with outlets for Lamborghini (which actually had 4 
Lamborghinis in the shop window), Versace, and so on. The wall was really high, maybe up to 10 meters in parts. 
This is where the mega rich lived. One day the militia had everyone waiting for half an hour on all the on-ramps to 
the road running into Oosovo, simply to clear the entire road from start to end, to allow the President's entourage 
to drive the entire distance free from any other traffic. 

In the flat I noted that some door handles opened up, and some down. The same applied to light switches, 
which were often located in places unconnected with the lights they operated. Switches were often even outside 
rooms. The balcony of the flat was full of wooden planks and other junk. The landlady was getting a nice rent, but 
still treating the flat as her own storage room. I asked Gerhann about this. He said that the landlady would remove 
these things and other junk the following day. Of course I never heard from anyone and nothing was ever moved. 
This is typical of my experience of Russian landlords. They leave so much junk in cupboards and so on that it is as if 
they are still living there. 

In a later apartment the cupboards were full of dead pot plants, really kitschy plates, bowls, lots of empty 
glass containers, electrical appliances that no longer worked, and so on. Of course I spent some time cleaning and 
rearranging things. The worst thing I had to move were carpets that were everywhere, in cupboards, on cupboards, 
leaning against walls...and all covered in thick layers of dust that went everywhere as soon as I even got the mere idea 
of moving them and storing them in the storage room. The school had bought me lots of totally useless pots, 
cooking things, plates etc. The frying pans were good but the utensils metal. The oven didn’t work. After a week of 
cold meals, I decided to try to soak spaghetti in hot water boiled in the water kettle. In fact the result was edible. The 
rest of my food ended up a welcome meal for the Asiatic looking young man who swept the car parks. He got all the 
other stuff I had bought too. But I left the toilet seat, as I had thrown out the old one. 

I was told that the central heating works really well, once they decide to turn it on. My later boss said that 
there were official guidelines. Once the temperature dropped below a certain temperature for a few days running 
they had to turn it on. As it turns out, the central heating is massively overdone. Even with old windows that let in 
draughts, I was constantly sweltering inside, and having to open windows for relief from the uncomfortable heat. I 
was sweating etc. as if it was summer. 

Gerhann has just told us that we will have to use public transport to get to work. This would involve a one 
hour trip to and then from work. For some teachers this would require changing mini-buses, and waiting out in the 
open for long periods of time. This was definitely not what Gerhann had promised us. We had been promised flats 
within walking distance to the school, or transport by the school mini-bus. 

Gerhann kept changing the day that we would go shopping in the school mini-bus. Usually he would do so 
after we had been waiting for him to arrive for some time. No apologies. Just statements. When we finally did go it 
was a very stressful event. The traffic was terrible. Wasily was in a bad mood. We ended up going to the Megastore 
near the airport. The German love for Ikea might be explained by history. It appears the Nazi‘s never made it to 
Ikea. Just before Ikea there are large red metal Xs on the ground. They mark the point the Nazi‘s reached before 
being pushed back by the Bolsheviks. 

His favourite supermarket is Stockman’s. It is really expensive which explains why it is convenient i.e. not 
too many customers. I only had to wait for ages once. Every other time I had gone shopping, even on the first 
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Saturday, I only had to wait in line a few minutes, even at the really cheap and well stocked Ashan department-store, 
supermarket. Sort of like a huge Woolies, Franklins, or Coles, with everything from food to shoes to electrical 
appliances. That is where I met Elena, without whom I wouldn't have managed to stay in Moscow. She had lived in 
Australia for four years, in Mount Druitt, Parramatta, and Strathfield. She said that normally the queues stretched 
the entire length of the store, and people had to wait for hours at the check-outs. 

I only saw this for myself once, at a Ramstore. All other times I only had to wait a few minutes at most. Of 
course I was the only one on the first shopping ‘expedition* to take a quick look to see how bad or good the queues 
were. Gerhann and his wife stubbornly resisted even the slightest look. They were adamant that the queues were 
always four hours long. Philosopher that I am I tested their statements and found no queues to speak of, even on 
that Saturday, usually the worst day for shopping. They wouldn’t listen to me when I got back. For them reality 
didn’t matter. Only what they thought mattered. They thought there were always hours long queues at Ashan, and 
they weren 't interested in the fact that today, and all but one other day I went shopping, there were no queues at all. 

Gerhann was adamant about many things. One of them was that no-one would change the U.S dollars he 
gave me for Rubles without my original passport. I offered my driver’s license, and the girl didn’t even look at it. 
This seemed to contradict Gerhann once more. However just like his comments about Ashan, the supermarket, it is 
possible that I was just lucky again. A later boss told me that the girl would have been in trouble if anyone from the 
authorities had observed the transaction. Gerhann had told teacher s not to buy any winter stuff in Vietnam, where 
it was really good value. I suggested it was a good idea to. After a few days Gerhann told us we would be going 
shopping later that week for winter clothing, and that it would be very expensive. 2??? 

The shopping trip, the waiting for the mini-bus and constant changes in schedule, the traffic, and the trip 
home, during which we waited about 30 minutes for the President’ s entourage to come and go, was pretty stressful, 
almost traumatic. It was very hot and uncomfortable in the old mini-bus. Back at school the next day I suggested we 
might simply go to the nearest reasonably sized supermarket, a Ramstore, that was only 30 minutes away. This 
would enable us all to do our shopping, even for electronic appliances and so on, without all the stress and trauma. 
Wasily would also have his Saturday afternoon free. First teacher s was complaining, and then when I gently made 
my point, she turned nasty on me, stating that “of course there must be some reason why we go to the Megastore (or 
was it that particular bank they wanted us to go to, which she didn’t”. I have no idea to be honest. It was totally 
unnecessary. Everything that is available there was available at our nearest Metro station. 

We could be in and out in a few hours. I guess that Gerhann only ever visited one particular shopping center, 
and made absolutely no effort to find alternatives. He was only there for the money and that was that. He had no 
interest in finding out anything about Moscow. He didn’t know anything about the local transport apart from the 
one mini-bus to the closest metro station. He was always ready with some negative exaggeration about how hard it 
would be for us to use this bus to go shopping ourselves. He didn’t want us to learn anything. He wanted to keep us 
totally dependent on the school mini bus like he was, to justify being able to use the bus and the driver for himself. 
He didn’t want us to be free to travel into town. It wasn’t that hard once someone told you where the trains went 
and when, like Konstantin did for me. Gerhann said the driver earned about half as much as us, which meant about 
1500 U.S. 

I overheard snippets of conversations between Gerhann and the other teachers from the front seat of the 
mini-bus. It seems that last year some teachers just left in the first month, some were fired after only 3 months, and 
so on. So it became clear that the contracts were meaningless. In fact we were given ‘new ‘contracts to look at. This 
was the first sign that things were as dodgy as I feared they might end up. The new contracts didn’t specify a salary. 
They didn’t refer to health insurance. They talked about accommodation with shared facilities. Gerhann said we 
should look at them and get back to him. It was days before we heard from him again. I have no idea what conditions 
the other teachers finally worked under. Teacher S wrote told me over the phone that they were now being asked to 
teach all manner of classes at all manner of times. That was the last I heard from her. Later she emailed me with nasty 
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insults, and even lied to me, stating that my registration had been cancelled, and that I was illegal. Luckily I had gone 
with my new friend Svetlana to the company, and subtly managed to get a copy of my registration. 

Svetlana didn’t at first understand why I was being so cautious and indirect until later, when that company 
lied to me as well, saying that Presidents school had paid for my invitation letter, and that they could therefore 
cancel it. Pure lies. Anyway, I told them, when I went there with her, that I had lost my copy, and needed a new 
copy. I got there a few days before the school had talked to them about lying to me, and so they had no reason to be 
suspicious. Svetlana was surprised by all the lies and nastiness. 

One time I waited over 2 hours for someone to take me home from the school. I was sick with migraine and 
had had too much stress. All of it was totally avoidable. Gerhann had had over 6 months to organise things, in fact 
up to one year, so there was no excuse for the chaos that awaited us. No-one ever apologised for leaving me waiting 
without explanation. They treated me like some sort of foreign serf. The school must have known for some time that 
they were changing premises, and yet they still told us about their tennis courts, indoor swimming pool, and so on. 
Why mislead us? In fact it turned out that they had no idea where their school was going to end up. Gerhann of 
course kept promising us that our flats would be close to the school. 

How could he possibly make such promises when even the Director apparently had no idea where they were 
moving the actual school to? It was interesting though. Gerhann‘s son took me on a mountain bike ride down to the 
river for some welcome relief from the stress. The water was lovely and refreshing. We then took a huge elevator 
back up to the top of the hill. It seems the whole area had been a playground for Stalin and his Bolshy elite. Whole 
families are living in one room flats, and Stalin has a huge lift built just to take him from the river to the top of the 
hill. That is Bolshevism. It was also no secret in recent times that he had a private underground rail line built from 
Moscow to his little getaway. 

One of the Australian teacher s actually called me on my Oosovo Twopick landline to verify her own doubts 
concerning Gerhann‘s statements to everyone that I had returned to Poland for urgent dental treatment. He had 
offered her my job. She informed me that the flat I had been staying in had only been rented for one month. Note 
that Gerhann had told me that it had been leased for a year (just one more lie — can this guy open his mouth without 
lying?), and that I should go ahead and start putting up posters and so on. Teacher ‘S” was really unreliable and 
inconsistent. She would complain really angrily about things, and then when I voiced mild complaints in a meek 
tone about the same things she would turn around and tell me off. She obviously has no idea how she herself comes 
across. 

She was aggressively stating to me one minute that they'd better reimburse her for the taxi fares she paid to 
go the embassy in Vietnam, to get her visa, and of course she had no receipts. Then later she tells me off when I ask 
to be reimbursed for my aids test, even though they didn’t give me a receipt. She almost maliciously criticises me 
saying, well of course you won't get reimbursed without a receipt...no business will ever reimburse you without 
receipts. And she is the one who got reimbursed 350 U.S for sending her junk from Japan, and taking an expensive 
flight with a stop-over in Vietnam, over 3500 U.S, when she could have easily found a flight for about over one 
thousand dollars less. 

One moment she is angrily arguing with Gerhann, and the next she acts really cheerful and acts like she 
never had a problem, had never been angry, and never questioned anything. When I told Gerhann I had left lots of 
valuable stuff in Poland, as no-one had told me they would pay to have it shipped, and that I could arrange to have it 
sent after me, he was more or less rejected the idea. He went on aggressively about something, so I stated the fact that 
the only one of us who had not done what they had said they would was him re: the promised flat which I still 
didn’t have. He said “don’t go there” pretty aggressively. He accused me later of being aggressive. He implied that 
under different circumstances he would have responded with violence etc. 

What really pissed me off was that after I had gone to teacher s to provide some moral support and 
assistance, she unnecessarily got involved in my conversation with Gerhann, and actually took his side. Why on earth 
would anyone do that? She was really strange and nasty that way. I can’t understand it. Funny how Gerhann says I 
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am aggressive, when he is the one who says “Fuck the school”. He has no love for Russia or the school at all. He is 
there only for the money. He does their bidding, supports them to their faces, and behind their backs shoots them 
down and doesn’t give a shit about them. He is always saying negative things. 

Gerhann said I was stupid for bothering to save the school money by not getting the same day, really 
expensive visa. They all did. I was the only one trying to do the right thing, and I am the one sent home. Typical of 
this planet I guess. 

The sheets Gerhann gave me to sleep on the sofa cushion on his lounge room floor must have come from a 
kindergarten day bed. They were tiny. I used several of them just to cover the cushions, and a bit of me. I didn’t 
complain. He had lied. They still didn’t have any accommodation lined up for me. They gave me some food they 
had bought. I swapped the expensive meat and tuna and dairy stuff for a few cans of baked beans. His wife only did 
so reluctantly, even though they got a great deal out of it. His son was very nice, but very talkative, like I was, and my 
brother’s son is. 

I think we are all talkative because we are seeking acceptance and approval, meaning our parents never 
show/showed us enough attention. He is going back to live with his grandmother, who has some very extreme, 
including religious views. She will force him to go to church etc. His grandmother expressed the concern that his 
parents care more about earning money than they do about being good parents. She thinks they should return to 
South Africa. He can’t stay as the school doesn’t have a class appropriate for him, and the other private schools in 
Moscow are prohibitively expensive. 

I feel really sorry for the sad, tired looking cat that sleeps on the bench outside Gerhann’s apartment. His son 
pats it, and says that he feels sorry for it too. He says it has ticks. It has several bald patches, and looks really lethargic. 
He says that the villagers feed it etc. He seems genuinely interested in its welfare. 

Gerhann talks about the new school where I will be working as a ‘cottage ’, and that I may be living there 
and teaching there. But he keeps changing the story. In fact it seems the schools does not really know where it will be 
operating from. They were kicked out of the sanitarium grounds after some dispute with the landlord. That's all I 
heard. Gerhann then says that I will be moving to another temporary flat for 3 days before moving again. 

At the school, before a staff meeting, the other Australian teacher, teacher “T’, who brought me some ginger 
from Australia and wouldn't take any money for it, appears pretty pissed off and upset. She says she will go home if 
things don’t get better. As she rightly states, she can earn better money doing casual teaching in Australia. She is 
working at the Captains school. They don’t have accommodation for her yet either. It seems she will have to take 
two different mini-buses, i.e. public transport, to get to school, and have to wait quite some time between buses out 
in the cold. Gerhann and the others joke about how bad Captains school kids were when they had to do some 
summer classes with them. They stop when Deano arrives. Deano is the head English teacher of that school. 

The next time I see “I” she seems happy enough again. 

I am introduced to the Russian English teachers I will be working with at what they call the ‘International’ 
school, which will be totally separate from the rest of the school. In other words I will not be working with any of the 
other native teachers. One of the teachers talks my head off even though I keep reminding them I am very sick, with 
migraine, and only able to sit there because I have taken strong pain killers. I ask Natalia if she can find a chemist 
that stocks codeine i.e. panadeine forte. I want to make sure I can get these in Moscow without a prescription. They 
are in fact easy to buy anywhere, and have 20 mg of codeine. In Tallinn you can only buy 8mg without a 
prescription. The other teacher appears much more intelligent and empathetic. She keeps looking at the garrulous 
teacher and then protectively at me, implying she will ‘call her off if I ask her. She is aware that the other isn’t 
taking any hints, and continuing to interrogate me and trying to get me to commit to visiting the state school where 
they both used to work, and I think still do? She looks alarmed for my wellbeing. It is nice that someone has an EQ 
out here, and takes some interest. I dread the thought of facing the garrulous one every day for the next year! 
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Even after getting your expenses pre-paid, they try to rip you off 

I am told that Lyubov Mashina, the Director of President's School, always says 'no' to any request, so I 
should not bother approaching her. 

Of course Gerhann was negative about everything, and appears to have never made any effort to become 
independent. He had no idea how to catch a train to Moscow, or even the bus to the local metro and shopping. He 
paid the school driver to take him shopping once a week, and expected all the other teachers to do the same, just 
because he was too lazy. 

(In hindsight Gerhann may have been lying to avoid providing the other teacher’s and I with any 
information that might allow me to become independent and mobile. He was keeping me as isolated as possible. A 
form of control I guess. His easy trip shopping would cost him four times as much if we were all not compelled to go 
with him, and pay our share. In reality there was a bus that ran from nearby, to a large shopping district, and the 
Metro. It was very cheap compared to paying the school driver to take us shopping). 

Looboiv, which was how Gerhann pronounced Lyubov’s (The School Director’s) name, apparently claimed 
to Gerhann that she had given me X U.S dollars up front to pay for my visa and other expenses. 

I only wish she had given me a quarter of what she had claimed! 

I reminded them that all the money they sent me went towards my expenses. I had given Gerhann all the 
receipts. I had a little money remaining from the money order they sent. I had offered to give it back. 

The school then complained I didn't give them any receipts! 

I then reminded them that I was there, and had a visa, which sort of indicated that I must have either paid 
for a visa or the fairies had given me one for free! 

Of course I didn't say this, just thought it. It was obvious. 

They were playing stupid games. 

Weeks later when one of the other teachers contacted me by email she made some comment about me and 
tax receipts? 

I had given all my receipts to Gerhann on the day that I arrived. 

Even though I was completely exhausted Gerhann insisted I go to the trouble to find and give him those 
receipts. And in any case that is a joke, as the school do not pay any taxes. They do everything in cash, without tax. 
That is how they do business in Moscow. She must be thick as. She goes on saying that the school did not promise to 
pay for expenses. Then why did they pay þer expenses, which were about ten times as high as mine. Including 
hundreds of dollars just for her “excess luggage’, hundreds of dollars for a premium express visa, and thousands for 
airfares with a holiday stop-over! 

I had told them before they had agreed that I would have to travel to Krakow twice to apply for the visa, and 
then to pick it up. It was the cheapest way to get the visa they insisted I get. I had calculated everything. It was to 
their advantage. 

(Later I found out that the other teachers just paid the premium fee for their visas, which cost the school 
about three times what I had cost them, to get a visa. I was willing to travel two days by train, taking two days of my 
own time, in order to get the cheaper visa. I was happy to visit Krakow so I thought it worked out best for everyone. 
Krakow is definitely worth visiting if you are ever in Europe. I have seen most of the most famous medieval cities, 
and Krakow is definitely up there with the best of them. It even has a fire breathing dragon!) 

In the end simply by changing the destination on my flight I again saved the school money. I had been the 
cheapest recruit of all the four teachers. I was the most conscientious when it came to spending the school’s money. 
And how do they repay my conscientiousness? 

One thing that really irritated me was to find that while I had sacrificed most of my personal belongings, 
even clothing, to save the costs of transport, the school had paid hundreds of dollars(each) to have other teacher’s 
extra luggage (far exceeding anything necessary) sent from Australia by plane. 
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I was really irritated also to find that all the webpage comments about Russians never wearing sandals was 
rubbish. I had left two brand new pairs of the most comfortable sandals behind in Poland based on this information. 
And so I spent days looking for sandals in the village I was staying in. Because everyone wore sandals. And it was 
stinking hot and humid. 

After everything, all I asked for, quite humbly, was a few hundred dollars to help me survive when I got to 
my destination. I had given up most of my life for these people, thousands of dollars’ worth of furniture and 
clothing. We had negotiated and signed contracts months in advance. In the end they gave me two hundred dollars, 
which was what my change in destination had saved them in terms of airfare. 

After all they had put me through. 

In reality the School owed me at least one month’s severance pay. Around 2500 U.S dollars according to our 
signed contracts and Russian labor laws. 

But of course I was never going to see any of it. It was not that they were not capable of wasting huge 
amounts of money on stupid things. Tracey, one of the Australian teachers, had cost them 7 times more than me. 
And she had spent most of her time complaining about everything. To think that I was the one trying to get her to 
calm down, and ‘wait and see’, not to over-reach or act too hastily. 

No. It was simply their arrogance. They imagined they had invited me to Moscow for a job interview. After 
having decided that they had not needed me, they would just send me on my way. 

That was their position. They were rich, and the rich in Moscow imagined that everyone else was merely a 
serf, a peasant, a slave to be used and abused by them. That was clear in all their manners. 

And of course they were deeply religious. God personally had given them wealth and power, and of course 
that gave them the right to dispose of and use the serfs, who God had decided to make poor and powerless, as they 
saw fit. For it was clearly God's will! There were a lot of religious paintings and so on around the school office. 
Gerhann had warned me that they were quite religious. 

At least at the first meeting I was introduced to ‘Sehpir’. I got to eat lots of Sephir during our first meeting, 
which up to that point I had never had. They are a real Russian treat. Sort of like a thicker version of the soft part of 
Pavlova. 

I ate as many as I was offered. They had set up a sort of buffet of sweets for our first orientation day. I had 
had nothing else to eat. Nothing else had been offered me. 

Remember that on that long (not just because of the traffic jams at the airport, but because the President’s 
motorcade left the commoners waiting half an hour for his security to completely empty a major highway of all 
traffic), stinking hot mini-bus ride back from the airport, after my flight (during which all the canned drinks I had 
brought with me had been taken from me as part of the new flight security protocols), all I had been able to get 
Gerhann to give me to drink was the last few mouthfuls of a plastic bottle of water that his son had found on the 
floor. 

There were no shops in this ‘village’, apart from one tiny one that only had a lot of alcohol, and only a few 
bits and pieces of ‘food’, and at really high prices. 

Gerhann said he got 10,000 U.S for recruiting us 4 teachers for President’s School. That means he earned 
2,500 dollars for recruiting me. 

He also added that that just covered an internet bill he had somehow run up at the school. He had 
apparently left his computer at the school on over het summer holidays, with some internet connection connected 
and running. It apparently clocked up a lot of traffic, and internet fees. But who knows what really happened. 
Gerhann proved to be such a deceptive, treacherous scumbag, you could hardly expect anyone to believe anything he 
told them. 

I had carefully kept every receipt of expenses related to my visa application and so on, as Gerhann had made 
a big deal about it. I had handed them over to him at our first meeting. 

I had also given him my passport. 
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I had to constantly insist on getting it back after the 2 days he said he needed it for. 

As things turned out I was lucky I had done so. 

Gerhann, in his flat, after insisting I drink a shot of vodka, had told me that he was redundant, but I wasn't. 
They didn't need him, but they needed teachers like me. 

As it turned out he was either wrong, or deliberately misleading me. 

In the end he took Tracy's job, and she took mine. So so much for redundancy. 

And don't imagine for a second they had considered giving me any 'redundancy' compensation, as required 
by Russian law according to the contracts I had with Gerhann, and the school. 

Or at least I thought I had! 

Note that your passport belongs to your country, and not you. You are not supposed to give it to anyone for 
any reason other than police or immigration officials. 

I never told Gerhann who had spoken to me and told me about what he had told the others about me. He 
was of course angry that someone had told me about even more of his lies. Can this guy open his mouth without 
lying? I tried to call teacher ‘S’ for two days, for her own peace of mind, so that she could be sure that I had never 
told Gerhann that she had ‘informed’ on Gerhann. 

Gerhann had SMS`sed me “which of my (my!) teachers is speaking to you?, like some childish dictator 
chucking a fit because someone had shown him disloyalty. 

I anticipated he would use the typical strategy of taking each one aside and implying he already knew who 
had spoken to me, and thereby bluffing them into giving away that it was in fact them, when he actually had actually 
had no idea beforehand. 

None of the teachers who stood to lose their jobs if I informed immigration about the school showed any 
interest in helping me. Their responses were provocative and verging on madness, given the factual situation and the 
behaviour of the school up to that point. 

Either that or they really think I am stupid. This means that they cannot claim any rights of reciprocity. 
They did absolutely nothing to help me. They concerned themselves not one iota for my wellbeing. I have no 
obligation to them to do the same. Of course as a nice guy I still don’t want to inconvenience them if I can avoid it. 
But I gave them the chance to help make any such problems unnecessary. 

All I asked them to do was to as Natalia to pay me a month’s severance pay in compensation for all the 
inconvenience and actual costs associated with their decision not to honour their contract, or as they put it in that 
infamous SMS, meet their “obligations” to me. 

In fact I had been very cautious. I had asked my landlady to keep my flat for me for a week. However I had 
given away my television, etc. etc. already. But I was lucky that my landlady liked me enough to do that. Normally I 
would have had to pay one month’s rent to a real estate agent, and then the high cost of temporary accommodation 
in the meantime. Also I would have lost a really good, inexpensive, new, centrally located apartment. It had been so 
hard to find. So hard that I had moved in while they were still building the building. I spent about a year walking up 
the unfinished stairs, and enduring often 24/7 industrial site noise pollution, from the nerve jarring high pitched 
shrieking of power drills and electric saws cutting through metal, tiles, and concrete. 

I had also missed the peak hiring period for that year, which is August, for jobs beginning in September. It 
was really miserable of them to simply treat me as a means to their own ends, without any concern for the 
consequences of their behaviour for me. The context of their SMS to me makes it absurd, mad even re: SMS of 
August 27, 2007. 17:40: Following a meeting of the executive members of President School management & after 
establishing the final number of students, it has become apparent that we are unable to fulfill our obligation to 
employ you as a teacher. We have also decided not to claim the USD 700.00 & are prepared to repatriate you to 
Poland at our expense. Kindly let us know as soon as possible when it would be convenient for you to return to 
Poland. Gerhann. They decided not to ‘claim’ some arbitrarily calculated 700 U.S dollars from me? What the hell 
could that mean? 
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I spend months of stress getting an Aids test done, travelling twice for a day to Krakow to go through a 
pretty stressful visa application process. I sacrifice all the other job offers I had been made, and would have been 
made. I arrive thirsty, after the airline refuse to let me bring over 100 mL of fluid onto the plane, to spend hours in 
traffic jams, in a hot, dirty minibus. The only fluids they can offer me are the minute remnants of a plastic bottle of 
water, and then on further enquiry, about a third of a small bottle of water. (How much consideration and brains 
would it take to anticipate that I might need something to drink after a 2 hour flight, and hours in the heat of 
Russian traffic? On top of that they insist on chatting. They have actually just gone shopping. And they didn’t think 
to bring at least some water for me? 

They are A-holes clear and straight. They are bastards. They are liars and cheats. It is one thing for schools to 
screw you. But when a fellow teacher becomes their recruiter and screws you it is even worse. He knows what it is 
like from my side of the fence. It is despicable. This sort of creature, however, seems to be the rule when it comes to 
native teacher recruiters, at least from my experience. 

They really expected me to accept that I had really only been invited to Moscow to attend a job interview? I 
go through the whole ordeal just to talk to them about the possibility of working for them? They don’t know their 
student numbers until the day before school is set to begin? This is considered reasonable, to offer me a job when 
they have no real idea if the job exists or not? I guess they just hired an extra teacher to cover themselves in case one 
or more of the teachers didn’t turn up. The least they could do was to compensate me with at least one month’s 
severance pay. 

They didn’t see it that way. But to talk as if they had given me 700 dollars and they were being generous in 
not asking for it back only highlights their madness. I bought a visa so I could fly to Moscow, drive in a dangerous, 
hot, uncomfortable mini-bus with no water for hours, then sleep on the floor of Gerhann’s huge flat, being ‘accosted 
‘to talk for hours on end to all manner of people, when I told them I had a migraine and had taken medication to 
ease the pain, and then to go straight back to the airport without having seen anything of Moscow whatsoever...and 
for this I should repay the 700 U.S it cost me for a visa, ticket, and travelling expenses? Madness. And Gerhann 
accuses ME of playing games? I did everything I agreed to, and they began from the very beginning with lies. 

In fact a year earlier Gerhann had already welcomed me to his team. He had offered me the job and sent 
contracts. Then a few months before the job should begin he simply sent me an email informing me that I didn’t 
have a job any more. Just like that. 

No explanation or apologies. I had rejected job offers in the meantime as they wouldn't leave me free to 
begin the Moscow job I had accepted in late August. 

That was bad enough. I felt like telling him off, but didn ‘t bother. 

I didn't want to burn any bridges, just in case a job might materialise after all. And it did. 

A month later he offered me another similar job, with even better conditions. I accepted this after clarifying 
the situation with him. 

So I wasn’t surprised by what happened that much. Just really disappointed once more in humanity. 

And after what happened in South Korea I wasn’t curious to see what would happen if I argued the point 
with them in Moscow. 

I was completely dependent upon them for my flat. I didn’t even know how to get to the city. They could 
have done virtually anything to me with more or less impunity. 

So I played the meek puppet, while trying to find a way to stay in Moscow, or at least get to see a bit of it 
before being rushed out of the country. I guess they didn’t want me around to tell my story to other teachers, other 
schools, or worse, the immigration department. 

None of the Native teachers were paying taxes. All of them were being employed illegally. Many like 
Gerhann, the American teacher, and Deano, had been working illegally and not paying any income tax for many 
many years. Like I said, Gerhann must be mad to accuse me of playing games. 
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Because of past experiences I was very cautious. Like I said I told my landlady that there was a good chance I 
would be back within a week, and asked her to hold my apartment for me. I was a good tenant and she liked me so 
she agreed to. I told the school I had no money to cover the visa costs, and then later the plane ticket. This was to 
ensure that I didn’t end up out-of-pocket for those costs. I will always insist on having the minimum costs paid up- 
front. 

Never trust them. If you do you are being naive, and making yourself dependent on their good-will, which 
they don’t have. They see you as a mere means to their ends. You are an object, like any other piece of equipment in 
their office or school. They will make a good impression, as long as you continually concede to their whims and 
fancies, and accept whatever changes they make to your working conditions, pay, etc. But assert yourself in the 
slightest and you will see a totally different side to them, one that will surprise you. They are ruthless dodgy business- 
people. They are usually incompetent to boot! 

When I arrived I was promised by Gerhann that we would all be paid from the moment we arrived. Of 
course I had to ask to be paid several times, inventing excuses as to why I ‘needed* to be paid. My visa debit card 
didn’t work, for example. So in the end I got a few hundred dollars, most of which I spent on food and other 
household things I had to leave behind in the rush to leave. 

I gave most of what I had bought to a young man I saw sweeping the car park. 

But the point is that I was careful to minimise my losses. You should be too. I could easily have been left with 
a 2000 dollar bill for my inconvenience, when you consider the cost of Russian visas (up to 500 dollars), travelling 
expenses associated with applying for and picking up the visa, getting an aids test, flights to and from Moscow, and 
related living expenses. It is insane that they acted like they were being generous in not forcing me to pay them for 
the costs I incurred in coming to work for them. They acted like I had come to Moscow for a job interview. F-ing 
MAD. M.A.D mad! 
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Relying on the kindness of strangers 

My second day in my new flat, after having been left to my own devices, I wandered for many kilometers 
until I noticed the flow of traffic towards a main road, where I sought to find a bus stop or someone to ask about 
busses. 

I noticed some people standing around what could be a bus stop, and asked them if they knew where I could 
find a bus to town. No-one seemed to understand me, so I waited to see what sort of bus would stop for them. 

I ask someone getting onto bus 268 if this bus goes to Ashan. He replies ‘nyeher’ or is it nyet? Anyway, I get 
on. He says it will be the last stop and Ashan will be visible through the left hand side window. 

The result was that I discovered that a little private mini bus ran from Oosovo Twopic into the local town, 
where there was a Metro station. 

I then found my way to that Metro station, and then to the big Ikea and shopping center I had been to with 
Gerhann in the school mini bus. 

It was interesting that people would pass their bus fare from person to person til it reached the driver, and 
then their change would come back the same way. I was nervous about riding in such obviously unsafe transport. 
The minibuses were covered in scars from greater and lesser accidents already. Car wrecks could be seen on every 
stretch of road. Sometimes the 4 wheel drives were tipped on their sides, other times they were perched a meter or 
more off the road, up the side of a hill, in the trees. I saw cars whose entire undercarriage, wheel struts and all, had 
been ripped off by the impacts of collisions. Within the first five minutes of riding in the mini-bus with no seat-belt 
I saw five serious accidents. This reinforced my natural instinct for survival. I still had things to do with my life, and 
dying in a car wreck simply because I was stupid enough to ride without a seat-belt would be too stupid for words. 

While shopping at Ashan I talked to a girl working there who had, as fate would have it, actually recently 
returned from Mount Druitt in Western Sydney, of all places! 

She offered to help me find work. She checked the internet during her lunch break and contacted several 
potential employers, giving them my mobile phone number. This was how I came into contact with ‘Sunny’, and 
also eventually got involved with BKC, living with the American, Ryan, for one month. His ‘story’ is so fascinating 
and educating that I will dedicate an entire chapter to him later. 

People appeared shy and unwilling to communicate, but if you asked them, many spoke English, and 
everyone I ever spoke to was as helpful as they could be. 

I asked one young guy with a guitar in a shop where the nearest music shop was. 

It was a long way away and hard to get to. 

I needed a pick. 

So he simply gave me /is guitar pick, and would not even imagine considering taking any money from me for 
1t. 

And that was a real big thing for me, having a guitar pick!!! 

One thing struck me. Of all the people who helped me it was clear that definitely they would never even 
consider imagining for one moment that they had actually helped you. If you said thank you, they insisted there was 
absolutely no reason to thank them. I think Jesus should have been born in Moscow. He would have gotten on 
much better. 

If it had been up to Gerhann and President's school I would have endured everything I had gone through 
without even having seen Red Square. 

At the bus stop I had also asked a local about how I could get to Red Square. He was very nice. He told me 
he was traveling into the city the next morning, and that he would be happy to show me how to get to the train 
station, and even take me on the Metro and leave me in Red Square. 

He worked in the city. 

He had also, like me, found himself doing a job very different from the one he had accepted. 

His aunt lived in my block. 
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He gave me a time to meet him the next morning, in front of my building. So the next morning I waited a 
little earlier than we had agreed. After a while I thought maybe my luck was still bad, as he did not show. 

But then, a little late, he turned up, and off we went. 

He had turned up near the agreed time, but late enough for me to really wonder if he was coming at all. 

We walked to the train station, Iliyinskoe, and got on a train to Beloruskaya. 

At the station he explained how the signboards worked, so that I would be able to find my way home. 

He had to work late, but said that if I got lost, that I could come back with him. 

His explanations were very good. 

Gerhann had had no idea at all where the train station was, or so he had claimed when I had ‘pestered’ him 
about it. 

(It was in fact just a short walk from my flat. And trains left fairly regularly in the mornings). 

The trains, the ‘Electrishna’ took you to stations where you could change to trains to the airport and down 
to the Metro. It would have been very confusing on my own, to know when to change from the ‘Electrishna’ to the 
‘Metro’, the Moscow underground. So I am very glad that I got lucky and found this young man to help me! 

Without the help of people like Sunny, this young man, and the many other Russians who helped me, my 
trip to Moscow would have proven a complete, and very short, disaster. 

We changed trains at the end of the ‘Electrishna’ and then headed through a bit of a maze until we were in 
the Metro station connected to this station. 

We travelled by Metro and then got off at a Metro station near red square, called Teatralnya, and walked to 
the Kremlin. He then had to go off to work. 

He had taken this detour from his trip for me, a total stranger. 

Before he left me, though, he offered to check the internet to see if he could find me another job. He sent me 
several SMS's that morning about job applications he had made for me. And one of the potential employers he, 
Konstantin, or Elena, the girl from Ashan, had contacted, then called me. It was ‘Sunny’. She agreed to meet me in 
Red Square. 

It was a bit of a slap-stick comedy routine when she got there. Each time she called from Red Square we had 
somehow ended up on opposite sides of it. So I suggest me meet at Lenin’s tomb. But Sunny has no idea what I am 
talking about. One reason for the confusion was that Russians don’t use the word ‘tomb’ to describe Lenin‘ s tomb. 
They don’t even recognise this term as such. 

After 3 ‘ misses’ , I got her to wait for me at the at St. Basil‘s corner of the ‘Goom’ arcade, one of the 
entrances to the GUM ‘department store’. 

She could only offer me a few hours’ work but seemed very keen to help me, and even find me somewhere to 
stay temporarily. I thought she was mad. Why would I stay for just a few hours’ work? She called the airline for me 
and changed my departure date to give me a few days to try to work something out. She showed me a few metro 
stations with beautiful mosaics and stained glass windows, her favourite metro stations, and then told me how to get 
to the circle line where the most famous ones are, but after she left I got confused and tired, and thought it would be 
better just to try to get home in one piece rather than risk the extra stress. 

Following Konstantin’s tips on how to read the signs and buy a ticket, I managed, after asking a few people, 
to get home. The stations are numbered in a way I was not familiar with. 

Thanks to him I got to see Red Square, the Kremlin, and so on, and meet Sunny, who proved my greatest 
asset. I have dedicated this Moscow section of this book to her. 

I walked for hours and hours. 

It felt like a victory over Gerhann and the school. At least I had gotten to see a little of Moscow. 

My favourite place at that time was the shopping arcade next to the Kremlin. It is like being in Venice 
without the water. ‘Goom* has so many ‘bridges’ and stairways, ‘Jungendstil’ lights, a lovely glass dome, and some 
gorgeous baroque rooms with huge chandeliers. 
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GUM is wonderful. Probably my favorite shopping center in the entire world. 

Inside it is sort of like Venice without the water, all arches on 3 levels. 

It was decorated with the loveliest of art deco lighting. 

One funny thing is that tourists were paying about a dollar to use those disgusting plastic porta-loos just 
down from Red Square, while inside GUM you had these perfectly clean, modern, free toilets. You had toilet paper, 
sinks to wash your hands in, even liquid soap and paper towels. 

All this for free, while one hundred meters away tourists were lining up to pay to use those disgusting 
buckets of excrement. 

Of course it is an ill wind that blows no good. For the business was good for the babushkas were ran the 
porta-loos. And it gave me something to laugh about for once in a long time! 

Oh, a helpful tip. The first time I was in the GUM toilets I thought there was no toilet paper in the toilets, 
as there was none in the cubicles. I had a look around and worked out what was going on. There was a large toilet 
paper dispenser on the wall near the entry. They had their own unique system. So look for them if you are there. I 
always carry some with me in any case. The system probably has some logic, but it seems to me that it may lead to 
people taking more than they need. I mean who is not going to err on the side of caution? Not like you are going to 
want to risk having to go for seconds! 

After I finally realised I was best to wait for her at that GUM department store entry, we then had some 
more fun getting confused about which entry. 

Finally we found each other and I explained my situation to her. 

She said she could not guarantee work at the moment, but she would help me find accommodation. 

Sunny was soft spoken, calm, gentle, and exuded a real strength. She had come by herself from the Black Sea 
where her family lived about 7 years ago. Moscow had completely changed since then. Much busier and hugely more 
populated and crowded. 

Sunny called me later that day and said she had arranged a place for me to stay, but not until Sunday. 

She then offered, in what sounded to me to be a very seductive (playful?) voice, that I could 'stay with her’. I 
asked her if she could change my flight, to give me some time to see if I could find some work in Moscow. Later she 
called me. She was laughing beautifully on the phone and in a soft gentle voice she crooned 'T've booked a new flight, 
so now you have to stay...heh heh’. She had such a wonderful voice. She never sounded irritated. 

At one point along the Kremlin wall you have a line of sight that includes a Mercedes star (from the 
Mercedes building) between two red Bolshevik stars (on top of two Kremlin towers). 

You can easily become paranoid after people keep warning you to “be careful”, and tour guides and others 
keep reminding you of high crime rates in the city. Once in Prague after such a warning I wouldn't make eye contact 
with anyone, even the gorgeous blonde who said hello to me and smiled while we were crossing one of the lovely 
bridges. While walking along the river embankment, alone, alone mostly deserted streets (Moscow wakes up around 
10 a.m.), I felt very vulnerable, imagining someone could easily mug me and throw me into the river. (I laughed a few 
days later when, in a television drama, I see a dead person floating at the exact same spot where such thoughts 
overcame me). 
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A first: being fired by SMS 

SMS of August 27, 2007. 17:40: 

Following a meeting of the executive members of President School management & after establishing the 
final number of students, it has become apparent that we are unable to fulfill our obligation to employ you as a 
teacher. We have also decided not to claim the USD 700.00 & are prepared to repatriate you to Poland at our 
expense. Kindly let us know as soon as possible when it would be convenient for you to return to Poland. Gerhann. 

SMS of August 27, 2007. 18:24 

Please confirm receipt of last message. Gerhann. 

SMS of August 27, 2007. 19:55 

‘Are we going to play games now?’ Gerhann. 

It seems that his earlier messages in which he insists on immediate confirmation of receipt of any SMS he 
sends, were intended to ‘train’ me like a dog to respond immediately. He appears very nervous and desperate for 
immediate confirmation, to ensure that he has control over his obedient, ever responsive recruits. He knows he's 
done the wrong thing by me in a big way, and needs and immediate response to indicate that I am going to play 
along like a subservient little dog to the whims and fancies of his boss and himself. He needs peace of mind that I am 
going to do whatever suits the school, totally without regard to our contract, let alone any notion of fairness, justice, 
or decency. He is a fucking mad A-hole. 

I respond as if I am their obedient puppet. I don‘t want to risk any confrontations or consequences like 
those that occurred in South Korea. I feel extremely vulnerable. I am in the middle of nowhere, with no friends. I am 
at their mercy at the moment. They could get away with anything. So I just act like I have accepted their 
unacceptable behaviour. To buy some time I say that I am just now returning from an emergency dental visit in 
which they only had time to deaden the nerve, and that I have to go back tomorrow to complete the dental work. 
Then I ask for a day or two to recover from that, before flying. 

I know Gerhann won't enquire as to details, as our contract promised us full health insurance with dental 
cover up to USD 100 per visit. Of course after our arrival Gerhann acted like we hadn‘t had contracts, and offered 
us new contracts for us to look at before signing. 

One of the things that was so disappointing about the whole situation was that the school made absolutely 
no attempt to at least give me the chance to have even a quick look at Moscow. They had made a formal agreement 
with me. They had sent contracts and I had accepted them. The whole thing had been about a year in the planning. I 
had given up my apartment, most of my belongings, and left Poland with one bag and my guitar, all based on our 
agreement. The school had disrupted my life on a major scale. I had sacrificed all the other potential job offers I had 
been made, and would have been made, had I not accepted their job offer. I had come all the way to Russia, and 
experienced a great deal of stress, in getting visas, making arrangements, and then arriving in Moscow and dealing 
with so many new people and things. They not only dishonored their contract, they wouldn’t even pay the 
minimum one month's severance pay I was entitled to. On top of that I was not even going to get to see anything of 
Moscow, apart from the airport, a shopping center, and the ‘villages’ we had lived in. I find that abysmally appalling. 

So I was determined to at least buy enough time to try to get into town. I would pretend to be going along 
with them, so they would leave me alone for long enough for me to try to sort out a way to stay in Moscow. 

Warning: you probably do not have any health insurance coverage at all 

Douglas (8499 728 6917), an expat American, who was responsible for the ‘International Dept. at President 
School had ' told me during our first group meeting that our dental insurance coverage was now zero. 

The job offer I accepted from Gerhann, in writing, included up to 1000 U.S dental coverage. They said that 
health insurance had proven too expensive, and that now they would merely cover us for treatment at the local 
clinic, and maybe help us with emergency dental treatment. Gerhann knew that I had put off going to the dentist in 
the last hectic week of giving up my apartment, getting visas and tickets, and giving away most of my possessions, let 
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alone running around trying to cash the Western Union money order they had sent me. So he wouldn't want to be 
reminded of just one more thing he had lied to me about. It was a reasonable story. It bought me some time. 

SMS of August 27, 2007. 20:52 

Thank u for the reply. Sorry things did not work out. Gerhann. 

SMS of August 28, 2007. 10:55 

Gerhann SMS's to say that they want to buy my ticket this morning. 

Further SMS`s direct me to return the SIM card they provided me with. Is this in the hope that I will lose all 
my contact numbers, or at least be stranded at the airport with no mobile phone access? So I copy all the numbers 
from my SIM card to my phone, and erase all the numbers on the SIM card. 

All the time I was worried about how keen they might be to make sure I left Moscow, how far they would go 
to make sure I did, and how confident they were I was leaving i.e. whether they had any doubts or suspicions I might 
not be their meek puppet after all. I gave them absolutely no reason to doubt that I was anything but their meek 
puppet. I meekly asked for a few hundred dollars to survive until I found work in Tallinn. In reality it was nothing 
but a token gesture, as 200 hundred dollars will last you about a week at best. I merely did it to get anything I could 
to help make the situation more acceptable. I didn’t realise the flight to Tallinn had saved them 100 dollars 
compared to a flight to Poland. But this is the point anyway...I was not scamming them...] had no idea that I would 
be able to manage to find accommodation and work at such short notice. I expected I would be in Tallinn in a few 
days. 

I wasn’t too upset about leaving as I had intended to go to Tallinn anyway. I had merely taken a strange 
route via Russia. I kept imagining different scenarios. If necessary I was willing to go to the airport, pretend to go 
through the check-in, and then if someone was still watching me, pretend to enter the departure area. If I had any 
problems I would explain what was happening to the check-in staff, and if necessary call security. I considered that if 
any goons were sent with me I could go to the toilet and wait there until they got bored and left. I would at no stage 
give any indication of my intention to stay. This sounds a bit wacky in hindsight, but after my experiences in Korea I 
am a bit paranoid, or sensitive to the possibilities. I like to be have alternative plans ready. The plan is nothing, the 
planning is everything. It gives you a sense of confidence that you will be able to deal with foreseen eventualities and 
contingencies. 

I contacted Natalia just to make sure that what Gerhann had told me was true. There was a possibility that 
he was lying about everything. He lied so often it was reasonable to doubt anything he told you. She defended 
Gerhann. She spoke in an angry loud voice, telling me off. They appear to like Gerhann. Of course they do. He does 
all their dirty work for them. There was no misunderstanding. They are all just A-holes. They treat teachers like 
serfs, to move around like chess pieces, which absolutely no real concern for their wellbeing. They simply need native 
teachers to run their business. 

That is the full extent of their concern. Teachers are simply means to suit their ends. She started ejaculating 
all sorts of rubbish. We didn’t have a contract. She sent me $500. She started accusing me of arguing, when I had 
never ever argued with anything. I had acquiesced on everything except the seatbelts, and on that matter I had been 
extremely gentle, careful, diplomatic, and meek. It was ineffable to me how she could claim that she wasn’t firing 
me, she just wasn ‘t hiring me. So what the fuck, I thought, was I doing in Moscow? 

Did I come here for a job interview? I thanked her politely for everything she had done (nothing, but I 
didn’t want to find out what they might do if I asserted myself in the slightest). I reminded her that I had never 
argued with them. I am totally dependent on them and their ‘goodwill’. I was amazingly meek. I doubt anyone who 
knows me would have recognised me. All the time I was thinking how SHE doesn’t have to deal with the problems 
she has made for ME. She is fine. She thinks people are toys to deal with as she sees fit. You really get a sense of the 
‘new Russian ‘arrogance, a carryover from the years of serfdom where anyone with any position of authority lorded 
it over everyone like demi-gods. Or maybe it is from the Bolshy years, where the bureaucrats had so much power, and 
everyone dobbed everyone else in to the party, sending off tall poppies to the Gulag and so on. 
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Later Gerhann must have spoken to her, as he sent me this SMS “Why are you being such an asshole. Are the 
lies you are telling Natalia feel better about yourself. Which of my teachers tell you things”. I had simply told Natalia 
what teacher s had told me, namely that Gerhann had told everyone that I was returning to Poland of my own 
choice, for dental treatment. I wanted to make sure that Natalia knew the truth. It appears she was in on the lie. Silly 
me imagining they had any ethics, and that it was just Gerhann who was a ruthless piece of trash. 

On the morning of my hasty departure Deano and his mate came over, while the landlady was inspecting the 
place, and then someone from the school came with my ticket and 200 U.S dollars. I had stated that I had no money 
to cover me while I looked for work in Tallinn (I saved them over a hundred dollars simply by not returning to 
Poland, so they could hardly complain). I meekly asked if they could be so generous as to provide a ‘goodwill’ 
payment. I wasn’t going to risk asking for the severance pay and unpaid wages that I actually was entitled to under 
the contract. They just kept mouthing the absurd statement that we hadn't signed the contracts yet. I wasn’t 
surprise at our first meeting to hear the clear message that we would do our contracts later that week. Do them later 
that week? Hadn't we already ‘done’ them almost a year ago, and then again a few months ago? What did 
“Welcome to the team” mean then? After Korea I was no stranger to this mentality and ruse. They get you there 
with disingenuous agreements, promises, and contracts that they have no intention of honoring. Once they have you 
in the vulnerable position of having moved to a foreign country, given up your apartment etc., and having turned 
down competing offers, and having nowhere else to go, and no other job to go to, they feel confident in 
‘downgrading ‘their original offers. 

The woman from the school who came with my ticket couldn't find the iron, and made a big deal about it, 
like I might be trying to steal it. The school is weird that way. They waste huge amounts on recruitment and poor 
management, but make a huge deal about tiny things. Anyway the apartment is spotless. This is one of my 
irritations. I have lived in 5 flats in the last 6 months, due to being moved around by schools, or later bosses. Each 
time I find disgusting filth and disorder, broken things that need to be fixed, which no-one has bothered paying 
attention to for years. I hate cleaning things that haven't been cleaned for years. I'll give more details later in this 
story. In this flat there were carpets all over the place that were soaked in layers of dust. 

Any movement send clouds of unidentifiable dust flying everywhere. Moving them was a really disgusting 
endeavor. Of course the oven didn’t work. The washing machine was broken and unusable until Vasily the driver 
showed me how to open it with a piece of string. There was all manner of home renovation stuff filling the balcony. 
There was enough junk lying around the apartment, filthy, dusty etc. junk, to fill the third room. It was really 
uncomfortable to use the toilet with the door closed. I don’t know why they had made such a hash job of it. I had to 
buy a new toilet seat among other things. I only mention this as shopping was such a problem. We spend a whole day 
just going shopping in town. 

Traffic is ridiculous. Gerhann said they only went shopping on Saturday, as everyone needed a day’s rest 
afterwards to recover. This is because Gerhann made absolutely no effort to get to know Moscow in the years he had 
been there. He was totally dependent upon the school mini-bus and school driver. He wanted us to be too, so that 
we would share the costs, and justify the expenditure of the school and driver in driving him to his favourite 
supermarket, miles across the other side of town. 

Anyway, back to Deano and my apartment. It became apparent that the school had offered Deano my 
apartment. He said that it needed some work first. He said it was much worse than his Moscow apartment. He said 
the rent was about 20,000 Rubles, much less than Gerhann had said. That was really reasonable for a 60 meter 
square apartment, considering Gerhann told me it cost about 1000 U.S dollars a month. Deano laughed at that. Of 
course in Moscow suburbs, near a Metro, the apartment would have cost 1800 U.S dollars a month. 

I mention Deano as he was the head teacher of Captains School, which works closely with Presidents 
School. The first job Gerhann had given me was actually at Captains School. Note the spelling Captains and 
Presidents when you search for them on the internet. He tells me that he is actually looking for a new teacher. So he 
and I cannot understand why Presidents school are sending me home. Later Presidents school behave even more 
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not-understandably, perhaps even maliciously. Deano’s boss is desperate for new native English teachers, so much 
that they are recruiting overseas in Canada. He wants to offer me a job, but feels he should first consult with 
Presidents school. 

They tell him not to hire me. This is outrageous behaviour. Presidents school not only inconvenience me 
greatly, renege on their contract, fail to pay me any severance, fail to make even the most humble gestures re: they 
don’t even offer to show me a little of Moscow, or even tell me how to get to Moscow from my flat...and after all 
that they stop another school from hiring me. Why? Because I say I won’t travel anywhere without the minimal 
seat-belt restraints required of all drivers and passengers under Russian law? That is the only thing I didn’t scrape 
and bow and meekly accept. 

I told Gerhann that I take reasonable risks in my life, but that I would feel too stupid for words if I died or 
got horribly injured because I was so stupid as to ride in a mini-bus or car without a seatbelt, especially given the high 
number of accidents I had already witnessed. I checked and found that one mini-bus definitely had a passenger side 
seatbelt, and said I would ride in that one if I was allowed to use it. 

Russians are definitely the most genuinely helpful people I have ever encountered. 

I offered lots of things to the young man who helped me, not only by taking me directly to Red Square, but 
actually helping me find a job, but he wouldn't even recognise that he had helped me. He kept replying that he was 
happy that I had found a job. If it hadn't been for him and Elena, the girl I met at Ashan, who had lived in Australia, 
I wouldn’t have managed anything at all. The whole trip would have been a total waste and disaster. So I was 
wondering who to give my stuff to. Then it came to me. I noted that some people made their living sweeping up the 
car parks with brooms made of twigs. 

Before I left I put together all the food etc. I had bought and gave it to one young man doing such work. He 
looked bemused or confused at first. I left the things near him, smiling, and said ‘please ‘in Russian ‘Spesiba), 
indicating that I wanted him to take the bags. I walked off, not sure if he would even take the things. When I looked 
out my window a few minutes later he and the bags had disappeared. I had gone through the stressful ordeal of 
shopping for the second time the day before. I had enough for over a week. You had to ride in a (unlicensed?) mini 
bus crammed full of people, for about 30 minutes. 
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A potential new job? 

A Russian lady I met on our first shopping expedition, who had been married to an Australian and had 
actually lived in Mt.Druitt, the suburb where I taught, has found many potential new employers for me. I have to ask 
them to come to me if they want to interview me, as strange as that sounds. She keeps arguing with me on the phone 
that no Russian school will do that. They won't even look at my webpage. They will demand that I come to the 
school with copies of my resume etc. One school however is not far away from my flat, so they finally agree to send a 
driver to pick me up. At one point during our many telephone conversations the driver said something like” you are 
in Dusseldorf?” I have no idea what he could mean. Anyway, I am told that a driver will pick me up at 13:30. He 
comes at 15:00. It seems the school's driver will be my interpreter. I am a bit baffled as to why they don‘t use their 
Russian English teacher to translate. 

After wasting a lot of time waiting for the director to talk to me, after our initial 10 minute interaction, I try 
to clarify their offer, and to clarify the minimum conditions I need. The whole thing is a farce really. The director 
says Igor will translate for us, but he doesn’t make much sense. After having wasted a few hours, during which I 
managed to get some emails off to my bank and so on, I start looking for Igor, the driver, to ask him to take me 
home. However he asks me, as if it is a legitimate question “you don’t have don’t have transport?”. He says this like 
this is a novel piece of information for him. The idea that I might expect him to drive me back home seems like a 
sudden and surprising piece of news to him. He F ‘in well drove me here himself this morning. He acts like it is up to 
me to find my way home. He wanders off, saying that he needs to be here for the parents, who are attending some 
information session about the school. He says, totally genuously, “You need to get to Ilyinskoe?” Everyone here 
seems F ‘in mad. 

Gerhann called! I’m very concerned. He zever calls. He only SMS`s. He ‘d rather lie and screw people as 
impersonally as possible. He knows what he is doing is wrong, and he doesn’t have the guts to do it face to face. I 
don’t blame him. I'd be worried about how people might react if I treated them the way he has treated me. The fact 
that he deigned to actually CALL me is disturbing. I turned my phone off, to avoid interacting as long as possible, to 
give me as much time as possible to think, plan, and act, to make the best of a bad situation. 

Igor, the driver, wanders back to the office. He acts like he expects me to get home by myself. Apparently it is 
my personal problem. So much for their charming smiles and hospitality. I am supposed to get home by myself. They 
act nice when they think you are going to accept some lousy job offer from them, but once it seems you aren't so 
stupid or desperate, they ignore you. The director of this private school 40 minutes west of Moscow (651 4493 or 
+79031563177?) seemed like he only wanted to show me off to the parents of the potential new students, and then 
fire me after what he called a three week trial period. Like so many other Directors, he acted as if I had already 
promised to work there, even before we had negotiated anything. I really thought I was going to have to pay heaps to 
get a taxi home. I couldn't believe they could be so rude. 

Luckily however one of the teachers I had been chatting with will be driving in my direction, so they ask him 
to take me home. However on the way home I am not sure if he is going to take me all the way, or just drop me off 
somewhere. His smile and comments don’t help my paranoia. He has a sort of Charles Manson smile and look 
about him. Perhaps they have contacted the President's school and are playing with me? I am very relieved when we 
take the familiar route towards Oosovo, past the lovely old wooden houses lining the crap road. They appear to be 
similar to the houses from Siberia I have seen photos of. I wonder if they are replicas. There are several, all different 
colors with different sets of carved wooden eaves and so on. Luckily he does take me home after all. 

The school was inside an army base, with the rotting Stalinist flats the soldiers were housed in. Some truck 
blocked the way out, so the teacher driving me home had to take a really roundabout way to get out. The suburb 
however was full of really interesting and expensive architect designed houses, and of course Audi Quattro’s, 
BMW's and so on. We passed what appeared to be two sisters, each with the same designer clothing, designer 
hairdo‘ s, and luxury BMW 4WD`s. The single lane road was treated like a 3 lane highway, sometimes with really 
expensive cars taking real risks driving on the side of the road, which was full of huge potholes etc. 
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Flight to freedom 

I didn’t let on about any of my ‘adventures’ away from Oosovo Twopick to Gerhann or anyone from the 
school. 

As far as they were concerned I was as helpless, isolated, and friendless as their previous behaviour, in 
hindsight, appears they wanted to keep me. 

I decided that I would take the taxi to the Airport in the taxi the school had arranged, to avoid any suspicion 
falling upon me. 

As far as they were concerned, they had turned my life upside down with lies and treachery, tricked me into 
giving up a flat I would never be able to replace, tricked me into giving up most of my personal possessions, even 
clothing, lured me to the middle of nowhere, and now I would be leaving, without ever having seen anything of 
Moscow. 

I had asked them if they could just explain to me how to get to Moscow so that I could at least visit it once 
before I left. But they were adamant that I just go. They would not even let me see Moscow even once. 

It is really hard for me to understand why they would be so mean, deceitful, treacherous, and unkind to me. I 
had done nothing to harm them or their interests in any way. 

I could see that they were really keen to see the back of me, and to have me out of Russia. So I did not try to 
reason with them, or appeal to their sense of justice or fair play. I just pretended to be their puppet. I let them 
imagine that they were getting away with their scheme. I let them imagine I was in their power, and would acquiesce 
like a good little serf to their whims and fancies. 

I asked if they could change the destination of my flight from Poland to Tallinn. They agreed to this. They 
probably realised that Tallinn was much closer, and that they would save money that way. I guess my request also 
reassured them that I was acquiescing to their will. 

I was to leave the next day. At my the flat, the School's representative, who had come with ‘Deano’ made a 
big deal about locating an iron that had been left in the flat. As if I was stealing an iron? 

I had spent hours cleaning that flat, moving junk into cupboards, onto the balcony, buying a new toilet seat, 
and a lot of food. It had been a great adventure just to go shopping, and carry all that stuff back. 

And all they cared about was some iron? 

I had given the food to some poor looking young man I saw sweeping up the carpark. He appeared confused 
at first, and then really happy. I had given him things like toilet paper, tomato paste, pasta, tomato juice, fruit juice, 
and other good stuff. About 100 U.S of groceries I had bought before getting the news that I had to leave. 

In hindsight I should have given him the toilet seat too! But I was a bit dubious about whether he would 
even take the food I offered. I was happy that he finally did. I wonder what he thinks about that incident? Did he 
ever tell his friends or family about some strange foreigner who was giving away groceries in the car park? 

Like the people in Poland who inherited all my furniture, a new television, my new shoes, sandals, office 
chair, suit, and all the other stuff I left behind in order to take the job offer, at least some people were probably happy 
about everything that had happened so far. 

The next morning I met with Deano and the woman who had interrogated me about the ‘missing iron’. She 
gave me an envelope with 200 U.S in it. Which was, I realised weeks later, about what I had saved the school by 
changing my flight destination. 

One thing that really made no sense was that Deano had made it clear that the school he worked for 
desperately needed a native speaker. So why on earth was President's school unwilling to let them take me? 

Days before Deano, at a time that President’s school was working out that they didn’t need all the teachers 
they had recruited, had quietly given me his phone number and implied that if I contacted him he would get me a 
job at his school. 
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I think that my changing of my flight destination had reassured them that I really was just up and leaving as 
they had wished. In fact I had made the change as a fall-back. I had no real reason to think I would find work, or just 
as importantly, a place to live. 

Sunny had been told by Aeroflot, on the phone, that I could change the ticket date, even on the day of the 
flight, at the Aeroflot office, at no charge. So that was my plan. To change the date, see what I could manage in 
Moscow, and at very least continue on to Tallinn, which I had considered moving to from Poland. 

I'd never heard of such a service before. I guess I ‘ve rarely paid full price for a ticket, and never had to change 
dates, but I’ve usually been told that it is quite expensive to do so. So that is one advantage of flying Aeroflot. 

Sunny offered to change the departure date for me on the day I was leaving, after the school had gotten the 
tickets, so that they would not know about my plans. 

So I took the envelope, thanking them, and got into the taxi. 

On the ride to the airport I saw a car about two meters up the hillside, virtually stuck in a tree. I could only 
wonder how it ended up there. 

I considered asking the driver to take me to the city instead of the airport. I asked him if he understood 
English, and then if he cared where he took me. 

On hearing this he seemed to have misunderstood, and called the school. I pretended I only wanted to make 
sure that he was taking me to the right airport. 

Later it became apparent that he may have been pretending not to understand me, as another teacher 
emailed me triumphantly proclaiming how stupid I was to talk to ask the driver to take me to the city, and that 
everyone therefore knew that I was still in Moscow, as if that were a crime. 

At the airport I found a German speaking Russian who also spoke excellent English, who helped me get 
sorted with buying a new SIM card. I SMS’ed Sunny, the young woman who was helping me, that I was on my way 
back to Moscow. 

We had arranged to meet at a particular Metro station. She was taking me somewhere where I could stay for 
the weekend, before finding somewhere else to stay. 

And so I ended up at the airport. First thing I did was to check that the bookings Sunny had made were O.K. 
Then I asked at the airport if it was possible to cash-in the ticket, and what the penalties would be. Apparently 
virtually none. So I decided just to cash in the ticket. I could then get a train out of Moscow to St. Petersburg, and 
then out of Russia. It would be cheaper and I would get to see more too. 

(Ultimately I travelled by train directly from Moscow to Tallinn. I have yet to visit St. Petersburg due to the 
problems with visas). 

Then I went about getting a new pre-paid SIM card for my phone. One well-dressed man I asked spoke 
German, and he directed me to the counter where the cheapest pre-paid phone cards were sold. I then contacted 
Sunny. She told me which bus number to catch to the city. 

When we met she told me, in a voice that sounded very seductive to me, that I would be staying with her at 
first. And then on Sunday she would take me to another flat, where I would be ‘staying with 3 girls’. She was always 
laughing in that innocently seductive, completely charming voice of hers. She added that I would be ‘sharing a room 
with one of them!’ 

She found the whole thing delightfully amusing. Then, sounding quite seductive, she quietly noted that the 
Svetlana I would be sharing a room with had one big bed in her room. I would be sleeping in that bed with this 
Svetlana!! It just seemed like all the foreigners’ dreams of sexy Russia had come true!!! 

I had earlier sent two SMS’es meant for her to the wrong number. When I told Sunny she laughed and asked 
what I had written. Her question intimated that she expected it might have been something romantic or erotic! 

On the subway to ‘her' place, a young girl seemed to look at Sunny and I as if we were a couple. I saw us in a 
reflection in a mirror, and Sunny commented that 'we looked ‘promising’! 
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When we got to the flat I would be staying in until Sunday, another couple are just preparing to leave. I 
could not work out who was who. Was that her boyfriend? Is it his flat? I get the impression it is her flat, but she 
gives me all sorts of different notions about whose flat it is. 

Anyway, none of my business. What is so impressive is that I am here, and that she is letting me stay here, 
and that she has found me somewhere to live. A total stranger. After what people from my own country had done to 
me, and Gerhann, after months of pretending to be my friend. 

After all the people who had every reason to be nice to me had done to me, to finally be ‘saved’ by total 
strangers who have come to my rescue! 
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The Sunny side of the street 

Sunny may have been a little thin physically, but her personality was very generously proportioned! 

I am happy to say that the last time I saw her she looked much healthier. Before she had been too thin. She 
had looked unhealthy. You could see all the veins under her skin. But now she looked healthy. I told her. She 
apparently had not been aware that she had been so thin about a year before. 

I had brought her the largest marzipan bars I could find, as a thankyou gesture, knowing she would not 
accept any gifts in return for her kindnesses and real, much appreciated, impossible to do without, assistances. 

Even a year after I had seen her she had gone out of her way to help me again, despite my terrible moods. 

But she seemed to give most of the marzipan away to friends that were with her. 

I think the man with her was her fiancé or husband, but didn't ask. We had met at McDonalds so she could 
take me to a bank she had earlier called and made arrangements with, to ensure that I would have no trouble getting 
my money. 

The marzipan? I had found some once in Moscow and frozen it. When she tried it she loved it, so I gave 
most of it to her. She had never had it before. So I brought marzipan to Moscow and took Sephir with me when I 
left! 

One of the street names across from the flat I stayed at with Sunny was actually called "The sunny side of the 
street’ Street (In the Russian equivalent of course). 

And I was walking it with ‘Sunny’ (The diminutive form of Svetlana). 

But the street could not live up to its name. We saw a typical Moscow street dog loitering around the 
garbage. Sunny showed a real empathy for the poor thing, saying 'He is hungry’. I had resolved not to suffer with it. I 
had so many other problems. I really wanted to buy some food for it, but I felt as overwhelmed as it was with my own 
situation. 

She didn't buy anything for it either. So her empathy merely made her feel bad, without making the dog any 
less hungry. This is the sort of thing Nietzsche despised about empathy. But on one level if made us nicer to actually 
care. Not care enough to do anything. 

But there was a spark of hope for humanity. Still, holistically, that spark was more masturbatory and ‘false’ 
than of any real value. One of those things that Hollywood work with, to let us repress the facts of our viciousness, 
malice, cruelty, ruthless opportunism, as any honest look at our history and present show. 

No, when we look in the mirror we see the caring faces, not the fire-bombs falling on cities, or the animals 
being tortured in ‘labs' and ‘farms’. And of course Sunny ate meat. And when I challenged her on the contradiction 
between her concern for stray dogs and her carnivorous diet she gave the conventional response. 

‘Do you like cats and dogs?’ I asked. "Yes, but I don't eat them’, came her ‘reply’. 

It was fun deciphering the Cyrillic letters of street names and shop names. Many of the words were the same, 
and of course the names. But many letters were missing. Karl Jung Street translated into the equivalent of ‘Karl Ung’ 
Street. 

When I went shopping with Sunny she found some cans of 'mash' that she said I would probably like. I ate 
them with bread. Delicious. This became a food staple for me. It appeared to be a combination of pumpkin, 
cucumber, and maybe eggplant? 

Sunny said that a doctor had told her that tomatoes were bad for you! 

She had wanted to catch the bus/tram, as she had a monthly card, but she walked with me anyway, so I 
wouldn't have to pay for the bus trip! 

Sunny told me that when she had arrived 7 years ago, to a completely different Moscow in terms of its 
population size, traffic, and demographics (it was almost completely ‘European Russian’ then) she had often been 


stopped by police, who expected her to pay bribes. 
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She had been taken to a police station at least once for not having the official permit to stay in Moscow. 
They could detain you for no other reason, for up to 3 hours, for not having your pass on you. It was a real boon to 
the Moscow police. 

Before all the speeding cars, this would have been the biggest ‘perk’ of their office. It was the easiest way for 
police to ‘plump’ up their meager earnings. 

Most foreigners I met carried small amounts of money for bribing police. When I discovered how common 
it still was to be stopped for such bribes, I felt stupid for having constantly asked the police for directions and so on. 

But this behaviour on my part had apparently worked in my favor. I had stumbled and bumbled my way into 
a secret way of benefitting from the traditional Russian culture, and a principle psychologists had been aware of for 
decades. 

For if the militia helped you, and became your friend, they could not possibly then ask you for a bribe. 
Psychologists even in the U.S will tell you that politicians there ask their potential voters to help them in some small 
way. Once they have done so, they tend to feel, ironically, positive towards them. Yow d expect it to be the other way 
around, the typical ‘you scratch my back I scratch yours’. So it is a little counter-intuitive. But humans are emotional 
and not rational beings. We rationalise our actions after the event. And so if we have happened to ‘help’ someone, 
our minds will justify it to our consciousness as rational, assigning it some valid motive. And thus we will feel obliged 
to continue being nice to a person once we have started. 

So while my ignorance, naivety, and friendliness shocked most people I spoke with, it probably saved me 
from a lot of trouble and bribes! For in fact, as I discovered later, my papers were not in order at all. I had done what 
the School and Gerhann had instructed me to. But it was technically far from ‘kosher’ with the authorities. 

In hindsight I see it as another way the School, and Gerhann, sought to control me and the other teachers. 
At any moment they could reveal the ‘error’ in our papers and have us kicked out of the country, or at least ‘put in 
our place’, out of fear of this possibility. Later Gerhann tried to play this ‘card’ to get me kicked out of Russia, but 
Sunny and I had gotten our ‘play’ in earlier, and had had some luck with the immigration official who we dealt with. 

In the Russian Federation you had to have a special ‘Moscow pass' to legally live and work in Moscow. Being 
a Russian citizen was not enough. Sunny was a Tatar. She had blond hair, blue eyes, and a markedly triangular face 
capable of great expression. It was capable of registering deep empathy and mostly of radiating sheer joy and pleasure. 
I was surprised any time I noted any sort of negative expression on it. 

While Moscow had once been, like her, blonde and blue eyes, and true to its Nordic, Viking legacy, today’s 
Moscow was becoming more and more Asiatic. 

Moscow was filling up with Asian Russians. The ‘color’ of the city had changed markedly from blond to dark 
in the last 7 years. 

At least I was lucky that by the time I had arrived, the authorities had managed to clear up a lot of the gangs 
of kids, professionally organised crime, who used to pick-pocket commuters. Some of the older kids would also use 
the opportunity to ‘feel up' female victims, according to Sunny. 
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The flat sunny arranged for me with the 3 girls was in Oktrobyskaya, down the way from Gorky 
Park, on the river 

The telecommunications tower across from Oktrobyskaya is called 'the corset’, as that is what it looks like in 
the daytime. However it only truly ‘shines’ at night. Then lights turn the cabled tower into a beautiful filigree of 
lacework of constantly changing colors. It really is one of the highlights of Moscow. 

My second favorite spot was ‘Detsky Mir’ (Children’s World) with its lovely old display consisting of a real 
balloon ‘piloted ‘by various animals. It is within walking distance of GUM and red square, so be sure to visit it. 
Especially if you have any children with you. 

The first time I came here with Sunny we saw a woman crumpled on the footpath. Everyone ignores her, but 
Sunny stops and asks her if she needed help. Sunny said she seemed only drunk. After Sunny leaves me with Svetlana 
at the flat she remains out of contact for several days till Friday afternoon. She calls the 90 minute meeting I had 
with a potential banking student a ‘visit’, so I assume I am not getting paid for it. But she has helped so much I 
wouldn't imagine mentioning it. She has never asked me for anything. I stayed 2 nights at her place. She cooked a 
little, though disparaged her own soup. She forgot to add enough oil and salt and so on. And of course if it was not 
for Sunny I wouldn't be in Moscow at all! 

My first indication of my new room-mate (and bed-mate) Svetlana's bossiness comes when I look for a good 
orientation point so I will be able to find the flat again. There is a massive Russian church 5 meters from the flat. So I 
suggest that. But for some reason Svetlana insists that the Metro shop is a better orientation point. It only has a small 
sign, and is itself easy to miss. I would need some orientation point to find the actual shop itself, let alone the Metro 
stop. Remember the Metro is underground! Such a great orientation point for someone wandering the streets lost 
and looking for home! But Svetlana insists!!! 

Julia from BKC telephones to tell me to come to the BKC office on Monday for orientation. I call on 
Monday and I am told that there is no orientation for me. I should come to a particular school the next day. I 
remind her I get lost easily. Then she remembers that they usually send someone to pick up new teachers from 
Metro stations. So she will send a girl. Sadly mot Katya. She is busy, and married! So why no ring? Why not make it 
clear to others? Why do these young women not wear wedding rings? And then constantly flirt and smile with 
interested men? Maybe after having found Mr a/-right-for-now, they are still looking for 'Mr Better?’ 

Sunny has two cans of my favorite vege mash, and calls invitingly. 

I have never seen so many Cayenne Porsches or stray dogs in my life! One of the dogs has a bleeding ear, and 
wet, unkempt fur. It is so sad to see. I will see many more such sad sights. Sadly. 

The Boney M song ‘Sunny’ has been in my head for days now. Then suddenly one of my students at the 
BKC School starts singing it to herself!! She says it is her favorite song! 

I come home late at night from teaching to find Svetlana my room-mate is teaching 3 students in ‘our’ room. 
She never bothered warning me. So I am left to sit out in the hall, and decide to quietly practice guitar. 

Nastya is cutting someone's hair in the kitchen. She is a hairdresser. Svetlana, perhaps bitchily, says I should 
ask Nastya if I can spend the time in Nastya’s room. 

Funnily enough Nastya shows me into her room and gives me a chair to sit on to play guitar. She is very 
friendly. She comes into the room and, with her back to me, takes off her top, and then bra. She leans to the side so I 
get to see her nipples and breasts. After putting on another top she turns, gives me a warm friendly smile, and goes 
back to the kitchen to finish Elena's hair and makeup. They are getting ready to go out. Elena's long black hair kept 
breaking off as she was brushing it. It clogged the bath strainer. I was a bit worried about her health. I hoped the 
breaking hair was not a sign of something worse. 

I don't get how you can charge a flat-mate 1000 Rbl for one week, and then kick them out until 10.30 pm 
while you teach private students in the room. 

‘You may put your juice in the kitchen’. This was a direct order from Svetlana. ‘No-one will steal it!’ (?) 


272 


All the storage and floor-space in our shared room was apparently reserved for her. All my things were to be 
put somewhere else. It was clear that they were ‘unclean’. Everything was apparently unclean to Svetlana. Everything 
was ‘foreign’ here in Moscow. She was superior to everyone and everything. But the thing is, she actually said "You 
may put your juice in the kitchen’ as if she was referring to a pile of stinking dog-shit. 

‘When are you leaving?’. Well, I had paid for one week in advance, so that might be a clue, I thought. ‘Friday 
night or Saturday morning? It seemed that her brother's arrival time would chance according to my answer. I 
doubted there was any brother coming. It seemed her dreams of ‘happy ever afters’ with me had gone sour, and now 
she had no motive to let me stay. 

I got suspicious at first when she conducted a loud telephone conversation with her brother, apparently for 
my benefit. It was too loud and too specific. It sounded phony. (No pun intended!). 

It was early morning, I was still in bed trying to sleep. 

As I will repeat to anyone, I am not a morning person. Not at all. I do my best to have this politely 
understood by anyone who may have to deal with me in the morning. I am reasonable. Just not a morning person. It 
is not a novel notion, not being a morning person. I am sure most people have heard of such people. I suspect we are 
not that uncommon. Given that the actual phrase exists, and is widely used, I suspect that it is a common enough 
personality trait. 

Apparently she felt obliged to find something her brother said so amusing she had to just laugh and laugh, 
and then laugh some more! 

She was in the hall. I closed the door to the room. I tried to get back to sleep. 

Later when she came in she just had to ask 'Why?' (...had I closed the bedroom door?.. I guessed). My every 
move was a matter of concern to her. A complete control freak if ever there was one. ' Did something disturb you?’. 

Well, I thought to myself, perhaps your extremely loud and possibly ‘fake’ phone conversation? Your 
horrible laughter? Your voice? 

But I keep this to myself. ‘No, I answer' (In fact it would have been clear to anyone that I was in bed trying to 
sleep!). She felt the need to make conversation about anything, including the fact that she had just woken me up. 
Did that disturb me? Tell me about it? What about me forcing you to talk now when you are trying to sleep disturbs 
you? Really? What do you find disturbing about being disturbed? ??? 

When I asked her about the ‘landline’ in the room, and whether it worked (no phone was connected to it, 
but there was one in the hall that she had used). I had to keep pointing to the phone cable, the wall socket, the 
telephone out in the hall, and even then she just didn't get it. I had to repeat the question over and over. That is 
really fun when you are already irritated and over-tired, and don't want to talk to the person in the first place! 

I was trying to find out what local calls cost, and what it cost to get the landline connected. She took 
advantage of the situation to try to draw me out. 

She then accused me, ‘Vow you're talking’. As if that was proof that I had been lying all along, and had simply 
been trying to avoid talking to her! Now where would she get such a strange idea? Who would not be overjoyed to 
bath in her sparkling wit, her glowing warmth, her generous empathy, her fantastic listening skills, and her 
scintillating conversation? 

Who would not be seduced by her warm, approving, accepting hospitability? 

I explained, for the n-th time, that I am not a morning person. 

Her response leaves me incredulous. After having ignored all the hints, cues, and direct statements on my 


Iam speechless! 

But sadly she wasn’t! 

So you might be in a better position to understand my irritation with her, here is an account of my very first 
morning with her, after I have just grunted ‘morning’ to be polite 

'T'm sorry but I can't talk in the morning until after my second cup of coffee. I am not a morning person!’ 
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So she goes on with 'So how did you sleep?’ I explain softly again ... ‘please wait until I have had 2 
coffees...sorry but I don't talk in the morning’. 

‘It's not polite you know!’. (And harassing a half-dead zombie who has politely told you twice that they need 
to be left in peace for a while is polite?). 

Then she goes on pushing 'You never talk to me...you leave the room...you always go to another room’ (Now 
I wonder, just why would anyone want to leave the company of such a considerate and charming person? Someone 
who picks the exact wrong time to push...someone who does not give a hoot about you at all...someone so selfish...so 
focused on themselves...so unable to take a hint or completely disinterested in the wellbeing of others...and this 
person is the one who you are supposed to want to spend your time with? Someone you are supposed to want to talk 
to? How can someone be so blind or inconsiderate? So selfish? And then actually expect others to ike them?) 

She then picks this moment as the most appropriate (malicious or just stupid?) to explain to me that when 
two people live together ....' 

Arggghhh...she just never listens. She just ignores any hint or direct statement that does not suit her! She is 
impossible to talk to in any case, as she constantly breaks the conversation to demand explanations, and her English 
is so bad. She never imitates you, copying you after you suggest improvements tacitly in your answers. She continues 
using bad English after you have more or less repeated her phrase in correct, good English. She is just so arrogant. 

I found out weeks that that she has been teaching my new boss. One day in his flat I see the textbook and her 
notes, and they are mostly wrong! I mean wrong about simple nouns, simple phrases, simply syntax. 

She is so combative and aggressive and never listens to corrections. Then when you do correct her she will 
just argue. Why argue? What is there to argue with a native speaker of English??? 

And this is so ironic. For later my new boss A actually questions my corrections of her mistakes in his 
workbook, and in his usage. 

It is as if, because she is from BKC, and maybe has some certificate from one of those dodgy companies that 
charge people lots of money for it, that she could possibly know English better than a native? Some academic 
arrogance? 

Anyway, She doesn't ever /isten. So why on earth would anyone want to talk to her? You don’t talk with her, 
let alone to her. She just dominates the interaction. It is a monologue with her demanding your attention and 
offering you absolutely nothing in return. Not her attention. Not her interest. Not her consideration. Not the 
slightest return for your effort to feign interest. No recognition of any gratefulness when you try to improve her 
English. The teaching of which she has made her career! 

Last night, at around 10p.m, Svetlana finds that she just ‘has’ to wake me up. 

Like a prison guard. She is angry that I didn't use ‘my’ blanket, the one she supposedly kept aside for my use. 
You now, like the old blanket you keep for the cat or dog to use. 

I couldn't find it. I had recalled her mentioning something about a blanket just for my use, but I had not 
been able to find it. I had not wanted to go through her personal stuff looking for it in any case. And I had been very 
tired. And very clean. And actually wearing clean clothes in bed. Not sure what the etiquette of the situation 
required. I was more laying on the bed than in it. I had just thrown the blanket over my legs during the night. 

‘You didn't find it? You didn't look? I hadn't wanted to go through her stuff. 

She woke me up telling me 'I didn't think you'd be asleep’ ??? 

Then she wakes me up first thing in the morning, and tries to start an argument about something. And 
when I go to the toilet I find she has used the last toilet paper and not put any new toilet paper there. How rude. 
Then I figure it was a plot to force me to have to talk to her, simply to ask about where I might find some toilet 
paper! 

She forces me to interact, and then wonders when I avoid her, and don't want to interact with her. What is it 
about such people? 
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She smiles glowingly in the morning as if imagining she is beautiful, and everyone is admiring her. She has 
her hair up in a bun, drying it in a towel, and laughs ‘don't look at my hair’, as if we are ‘intimate’ and she is normally 
‘perfect’ and does not want to be seen ‘less than perfect’ at any time. Something out of a Mills and Boon novel I guess. 

She then goes and puts on some really irritating CD of nature and birdsong in the kitchen. It is so loud and 
cheesy. She makes no move to close the kitchen door, to avoid disturbing the others who are still sleeping. They 
work evenings. 

She shows no-one in the flat any consideration at all. I am sure she defines only herself as a victim of life, and 
of others! She appears completely blind to her own actions, and how she might be imposing on others. She seems to 
have no idea what consideration of others might mean. She only understands what her own personal inconvenience 
means! 

Nastya, the lovely little brunette who changed in her room in front of me that other time, tells me she 
doesn't Jove her boyfriend. The problem? He keeps all the money he earns. He is in London, working and saving. 
They meet occasionally but he doesn't like to spend the money he works so hard to earn. 

I bring this anecdote up with Ryan, a few weeks later in our shared BKC flat, and he states what I was 
thinking, that surely if they were serious, then she should be happy that is saves his money, so they have something to 
build on. 

Back to my current room-mate, Svetlana. 

She had a big thing about never wearing shoes in the flat, especially in her room, or of eating or drinking 
anything in there. 

I once had a bottle of cola sitting in the corner among my shopping and clothing, and she freaked out ‘Is that 
a bottle ...:??2' 

What? I couldn't imagine what she was on about. She was freaking out as if the cola might somehow jump 
out of the bottle and spread itself out to cover her entire room. 

‘Want me to throw it out?’ was my reply, trying to be as accommodating as possible without any hint at her 
absurdity. I had to act as if it was natural for her to be so alarmed. I acted apologetic, simply to defuse the situation, 
and avoid any need for further discussion of the matter. 

She insisted that I wash my hands all the time. She would ask me if I had washed my hands any time I came 
in. She would insist I did it again to ‘prove’ to her that I had. 

She set the bed up for one, and expected me to keep 'my’ blanket in a bag on the floor. I opened the 
cupboards when she was not home to find a few of her winter jackets and so on hanging with masses of space 
between them. And yet there was ‘no room’ for any of my things in any of her cupboards. I had to keep my work 
clothes in my bag on the floor, in a particular spot. And I was paying pretty high rent. At first I had wondered about 
the one blanket. Had it been her intention, conscious or otherwise, to try to get me to sleep closer to her? 

She tried to read the notes I was writing. She actually tried to take them from my hand once! These notes. 

She did exactly the wrong thing to do with me when I feel ‘trapped’ by someone’s attentions and demands 
for conversation. 

She asked me ‘Why do you always leave the room I am in?’ 'Is there a problem?’ 

Well if you fear you know the answer already, asking it is a form of passive aggression, and that is hardly 
going to inspire me to feel more positive about you, is it? (not that I said this, but surely it is logical...but she was just 
too aggressive, and of course if you feel trapped already, being chased from room to room is not going to make you 
relax and warm to someone, is it!). 

She asked so many questions, she made Ryan, my later flat-mate, seem like a respectful recluse in 
comparison. 

Worse, she rarely understands my English when I do answer. So it is impossible for me to communicate 
easily and readily with her. 

Iam the opposite of what she wants. 
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I want to be left alone. I am completely stressed out. I have no idea where I will be sleeping, living, working 
or just being in the near future. 

I have just been screwed again by humans, after a long line of such abuse. 

Iam in a strange place with complete strangers. 

She has absolutely no empathy at all. 

She appears completely oblivious to any kind of feedback. 

She appears to be under the illusion that she is a fascinating beauty. 

She has no self-awareness. 

She has no charm or grace. She has no modesty. 

She appears to imagine herself to be the most supremely wise of beings. 

She appears to imagine I should want her company 24/7. 

I ask her a few questions. I am curious as to whether she was living here with her boyfriend. She was sharing 
with me due to the high cost of rent. I got the impression her boyfriend had recently left her. 

She would not let me boil tap water in the kettle. She bought huge bottles of water. 

The other girls, the hairdresser Nastya and her friend (girlfriend? In any case they shared the one bed, and 
were very affectionate) who worked in the administrative side of the same salon, if I understood correctly, had no 
problems drinking boiled tap water, like me. 

Only they did smoke in the kitchen. But when they realised how much I hated it they appeared to do so less 
and less, and always with the windows open. 

Svetlana expected me to leave all my things in the hallway, 24/7, even with all the strangers, students, and 
friends coming and going, and me with all my documents, passport, and money (no bank account yet) in my jacket 
pockets. 

She made a point of leaving her shopping in the only tiny corner of the floor I had taken for my bag and 
things. And she left really heavy stuff leaning against my guitar. She was impossibly self-centered and appeared 
completely disinterested in the wellbeing of anyone but herself. 

She had made a point of telling me that the other two girls were not her friends. “They are not my 
friends!’she had stated, indicating that she could not trust them not to steal her food, and so she had to keep all her 
food in her room. And in the only spot she had allowed me to keep anything of mine in. 

I stayed in Elena and Nastya's room while they were doing their hair in the kitchen, after Svetlana had again 
‘occupied’ our shared room with another private student, around 10 p.m at night 

Nastya (Anastasia) had a lovely smile, and was warm and unselfconscious. Now she was sexy. 

SUNNY was endearing. She had said that she thought too much, and needed to have someone read to her 
for 5 minutes before going to sleep. She got her boyfriend to call her each night! If Sunny had not been a carnivore, 
religious, and keen on reproducing, I would have gladly read to her each night! 

But in any case I had ruined whatever chance I might have had by honestly declaring that I never intended 
having kids. Stupid of me, yes, but at least honest. I was not sure if she was single, or how serious her relationship 
with ‘Basha’ was. 

A year later when I came back to get my money out of the bank, Sunny once more was extremely helpful, 
even despite knowing how irritable and easily frustrated I was. 

I was glad to see that she appeared to be engaged and getting married soon. But I really could never tell with 
her. She was mysterious when it came to working out her private life. Where she lived, with whom, on what basis??? 

I hope she is happily married and has her own school on the Black sea with her friends and family. Even that 
cat she told me about. 

When she was a student living with many others in one room, she had found a stray cat. But she was living in 
some sort of dormitory accommodation, and pets were expressly forbidden. So she would smuggle the cat in and out 
in a little bag. 
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The cat apparently understood the secrecy, and kept very quiet while being ‘smuggled’. 

Once I said that maybe one day we should go to the Black Sea and run an English school together. She said 
she would ‘keep it in mind’. But like most women I have ever met, it seemed everything revolved around having 
children. 

I have dedicated this book to her. Without her most of this story never would have had a chance to happen. 
I hope I get a chance to return all her favors in some way. But like all the Russians who helped me, I think it would 
never occur to her to ask for anything. Let alone as a repayment for their generous kindness. That, it seems, is 
something they would never consider. 

Sunny, like me, loved to eat ginger. And she had realised her dreams of becoming a camp counselor in the 
U.S, which I had considered trying. She had managed to travel through Switzerland for free as part of an exchange 
program during her university studies in ‘Cultural Organisation’. 

Svetlana, her namesake, but so far from her in terms of grace, charm, warmth, and generosity that it would 
be ludicrous to call þer Sunny, in fact she reminded me so much of the moon, was irritating, pushy, freaky, paranoid, 
controlling, and everything most people run a mile from, if only they are free to. 

She felt the need to tell me that her ‘Grandma adores her'. She would brush her hair and appear to imagine I 
was admiring her. 

I ‘watched’ her book (her English really was that bad, and she was teaching post intermediate students, that 
she thought people ‘watched’ books!) about her home town. All I saw were lots of the same sort of pictures of tundra 
and dark lakes, with some sort of bleak mountains. She clearly expected me to be in raptures over the beauty of her 
‘homeland’. Did she imagine that we were going to live ‘happily ever after there?’. Why did I get the feeling that she 
did? 

When I am talking with her flat-mates, she is so chatty and friendly with them. But she told me she doesn't 
like them. She was really explicit in explaining that they were zot her friends, as if such a thing might somehow 
reflect badly on her (?) 

In their company she makes a show of getting me to ‘promise’ to tell them about myself, as if they needed to 
go through her? 

I was quite happy to chat with them, as they demanded nothing. They payed attention to cues when I was 
not feeling talkative, and never once got pushy. So I was quite happy to chat with them when I was in the mood. And 
anyway, Nastya was really cute. 

Now that we are all together, Svetlana is all smiles. Such a phony. I wonder if it was them that had snubbed 
her in the first place, and whether perhaps they were now tolerating her because she was sharing her bed with me? 

Does she have any friends? She is so pushy, and appears to feel herself so superior to anyone else. She never 
listens. 

Svetlana's first question. Her very first question to me. The first thing she asked me was...'do you have any 
children?’. "You want them, don't you?’ 

Her second question related to my personal property. "You don't have your own flat in Australia?’ Really?’ 

I recall how Sunny had asked me about kids too. I had joked with her that it is easier to have other people's 
kids, as then you can see what you are getting. I might not /ike my own kids, I had joked. 

I guess I blew it with her with that. I wondered if the whole week was some sort of predatory operation on 
Sunny’s part to find a father for her children! That said, if I had been on the look-out for a mother for my children, I 
certainly would have considered her for the role. She had the qualities I would want in a mother. I mean my own 
mother. And in a partner. In all senses of the word. 

The only thing that might have been hard to deal with was her apparent belief in religion. 

Nastya left the toilet door open while she peed. I played a little guitar to see if she would close the door, or if 
the open door was an invitation for me to ‘accidentally’ see her naked. I was tempted just to take a stroll down to the 
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toilet to see, but I didn't want to take the risk. She closed the door, but appeared later in the kitchen in black panties 
with a white crotch. Or was that a panty-liner? 

I can imagine that Sunny might have told Svetlana that I was ‘chatty’. 

It would not have been a deliberate deception on the part of Sunny. For I was very talkative with Sunny. 
Because Sunny never ever would dream of demanding anything of me. 

Sunny never pushed when I was not feeling communicative. In any case Sunny was the sort of woman you 
enjoyed being around, and communicating with. And her English was really good. She had a lovely, sparkling, 
charming, endearing voice, the sort that kittens and small children deserved to hear! I can hear her right this very 
moment as I write this. Her way of ‘chuckling’. Her voice was so musical. The sort of voice you'd want you mother 
to speak to you in. Or to speak to your children in. 

It was true that I was a little disappointed the first time I had met her, hoping she would be more attractive 
than she was, but she really was a dear. She had so many positive qualities!! But I was appalled by the idea that Sunny 
might imagine that Svetlana and I would make a good pair, or that I might be the slightest bit interested in 
Svetlana!!! 

Radio Megapolis were on air with their program ‘Say YES to sex’. 

Nastya is the beauty of the flat. Her name just sounded so darn sexy. Nasty-a. Someone any man would 
certainly want to ‘do the nasty with!’ One morning I came into the kitchen to find her in her beautiful long hair, and 
a G-string. She was not at all uncomfortable or self-conscious. She had no reason to be. She was lovely. A beautiful 
child of nature. Her dark hair hung down over her pert breasts, and she smiled as we chatted a little. She had a 
beautiful bottom. When I talked she put her fingers to her lips to get me to talk more softly, so I would not wake the 
others, and attract their attention. She complained that her boyfriend in London was too careful with money. It 
seemed to me she was hinting that if I offered to take her out, that she was definitely interested in a new boyfriend! 

Nastya is 25. She kisses Elena on the lips, straddles her, hugs her, and puts her hand in her crotch. They hold 
their ‘breasts’ and ask me what they (breasts) are called in English, laughing. I point to their pussies. They touch 
themselves there, but won't tell me what pussy is in Russian. 

They are so playful and positive and cheerful. There is nothing at all ‘dirty’ about them or cheap. They are 
perfectly innocent as lambs. This is how everyone should be. I envy the men or women who get to share in their 
innocent sexuality. Probably men who enjoy spending their money on fun things. Not like Nastya’s current 
boyfriend who is working in London. And certainly not at all like me. But I don’t harbor any ill will towards them 
for wanting to have fun. And for wanting boyfriends who can and will spend their hard earned money on it. 

They ask me why I don't have kids and a wife. Nastya thinks I am 40. About the first time anyone has ever 
come close to rightly guessing my age. Only this time she has guessed older. I must be looking aged through all the 
stress. Last year Edyta thought I was younger than her. And she is a youthful looking 34! She had been attracted to 
me as a ‘younger man’. Of course she too wanted at least the choice of babies or no-babies. And I made it clear that I 
could not offer any woman that hope. It would be deceitful of me. And I don’t treat deceit lightly. 

I could never say in the east who is gay or not. In Bangkok everyone seemed to hold everyone's hands, and 
females are generally much more intimate and affectionate than I was used to in Australia or Germany. 

So I could not comment whether my charming flat mates were sexual partners or just intimate friends. Good 
luck to them either way. They will always hold a special, positive, place in my memories. 

They were nice in many ways. They even kept cat food for hungry stray cats. I see a beautiful brown-reddish 
tigered cat with a lovely face and green eyes. And a younger grey-black tigered one. I would love to take them ‘home’. 
But I have no ‘home’. I cannot offer them anything, I have no security to offer anyone. Not even myself. No ‘home’. 

Last night I felt like I had been bitten by mosquitoes. But it is more likely the Moscow water. Everyone who 
comes to Moscow complains of itchy skin. Some cannot stop scratching. Many use bottles of lotion. Others get 
water purifiers on their showers, the same they use to purify their drinking water. I have heard of foreigners going 
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home with terrible sores from scratching. They sting and itch even as I write these notes. But there is no insect in 
sight. 

I remember ‘broken finger’, at President School, (I keep writing President’s School as that seems more 
correct, but it was called ‘President School’), saying that lots of his friends had problems with showering, and had to 
get water purifiers put on their showers, and still ended up using bottles and bottles of moisturiser. 

I wonder that Nastya and Elena have left food on the window sill, but the window is closed and the sun is 
hot. And the food has been there for a few hours. So I open the window to let in some of the cold air. It makes me 
wonder who would leave milk in the sun? 

The flat phone keeps ringing. If it is for me they can SMS me. I do zot want to 'chat' with anyone or to take 
messages for Svetlana, and then have to endure her re-questioning and interrogation of me, and her inability to 
understand even my basic English, or her use of any excuse to corner me and take advantage of me for free English 
lessons. I felt sorry for her students. Her English was terrible. 

I found some parasite swimming in my tea. I spooned it out and it kept swimming about in the spoon. I put 
it down the sink. 

Svetlana finally allowed me the tiniest space for hanging things. I hung a few things on the door, and put 
some things in a bag behind it, and she made a huge issue of it. I was supposed to keep everything in the most 
inconvenient spot she had allocated to me. The tiniest spot. The least space possible. While she kept all her junk 
everywhere, casually dropped or thrown, taking up the most possible room. 

She had this arrogance. I was not going to question anything. I needed somewhere to sleep. So she was 
master and I was peasant. Once I had left my cup on the table in the room. She had picked it up and carried it out 
like I had committed some grave offence. She acted like her cupboard was packed full, when in fact she had winter 
coats and all manner of junk hanging loosely, with large gaps in between. It had been completely unnecessary to put 
me to so much bother and stress about my clothing. She said I should hang my jacket, which had my passport, 
money, I.D, and all my valuables in it, iz the hall. Where strangers came and went at all hours? 

She was just impossible. 

And on top of that was angry at me for not falling in love with her? 

Oh, and what's worse, she keeps trying to engage me in conversation, and to correct her impossibly bad 
English. 

So in other words she is demanding free English lessons on top of everything else. 

Normally I would be happy to assist. But she never listens. She never accepts my feedback. She argues about 
the most absurdly wrong things. She is the worst of all students. One who won’t learn. One who challenges your 
authority on the most basic of things. One who denies that a native teacher could possibly know better than 
someone who has learned English from textbooks, and using a grammar-translation method. 

"My mother just told me that my brother's coming...you need to leave by Saturday, and you need to be away 
by 7.30 to 10.30a.m'. 

This news came out of the blue. I had been told I could stay there indefinitely. I wonder now at Sunny's 
comments when I was moving my stuff. She had said ‘don't take it all’, as if Sunny had some idea this might happen. 
Now I have to repack and carry all my stuff back again to Sunny’s office. 

On the day I came back to return my keys she freaked out 'You've got your boots on again’, as if she had just 
caught me disemboweling a live kitten in the kitchen! 

I had just freshly polished my boots to parade gloss, and had been about to leave the flat when I had to go 
back into the kitchen for something. She had ‘caught’ me in the unforgivable act of wearing shoes in the flat! 

Elena, one of the other girls, the flatmate of Nastya, smiled knowingly at me. They were not friends. They 
hated her. But rent was expensive and so people just kept their feelings to themselves. 

Having cornered me in the kitchen, Svetlana tried to get my new mobile number off me. I don't recall why. I 
told her that the others had it and she could get it off them. 'Ask Nastya, she has it’. 
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Svetlana then, full of venom, repeated 'Oh, Nastya must have it’ as if it was a crime to prefer Nastya over 
herself. She spat out the phrase as if it was the accusation of some heinous crime. 

And this got me wondering why the girls chatted with each other whenever I was there, as if they were all 
friends, when in private they told me they hated each other, I mean Svetlana hated/was hated by Nastya and Elena. 
And Svetlana was just jealous of the overabundance of joy, sensuality, fun, and, well, ‘life’ in her two flat mates. 

On the Friday I was leaving Nastya intimated, by her manner and tone, that she was sad that I was leaving, 
‘You here in evening?’. No. “Ohhh...Call!” I will! 

I do end up calling her several times. But those conversations are too private to repeat here. 

Now it was Saturday afternoon. I had just come to return the keys to the flat. 

Svetlana had said I had to leave the flat, her room, and her bed, by today, as her brother was supposedly 
coming on Friday. 

If she has been telling me the truth, then she certainly must lie a lot, as even when she is telling the truth she 
appears to be lying. !!! She has lost the power to tell even the truth convincingly!!! 

She seemed to me peeved that I didn't fancy her, and in her anger at my 'rejection' of her, had decided to 
avenge herself by making me homeless. 

Lucky for me I had managed to find a month’s accommodation, attached to a month’s work at BKC, a 
language school chain around Moscow. 

The thing about Svetlana was that I really had absolutely no interest in her. I found her really unattractive in 
every way. I had tried to find something attractive about her. The first time we met at the metro, with Sunny, I was 
actually horrified that I would have to share a room with her. 

Don’t get the wrong impression. She didn't stand out in any particular way as ugly. She had a nice figure. 

But she had this greyish skin, and a really really really sort of ugly personality. 

Like she was in total denial. 

Maybe she was the combination, in my mind, of all the girls I'd ever known who felt they had not been 
appreciated by the world, and were not willing to accept their place in in, in terms of the men they were going to be 
considered attractive by. 

They somehow felt they were beautiful and lovely creatures, and blamed men for not recognizing their 
beauty. I can't explain it. But it really got on your nerves instantly. 

I did sort of wake one morning to find her getting dressed, and peaked out the corner of my eyes. She had a 
good figure. But no real breasts. She had worn a singlet the first day, and I could see down it. Nice big nipples 
though. The thing is, I guess, if she had not had such an attitude, we could have had something, but nothing 
romantic, and I think that is what irritated me so much. 

She would not accept what she could have, because it was not the ideal she demanded. And she did not have 
the bargaining position that a beautiful woman has to demand anything. 

I slept naked as usual. The bed was big. A few times I let my arm lay out a little, so that if she had wanted to, 
it could have ‘accidentally’ made contact with her, and things might have gone on from there. But, like that girl 
whose home I stayed at one night near Mount Druitt, she clearly imagined she was some sort of beauty, and expected 
romantic nonsense. 

And so they both had ruined any chances of some great sex. I would have given them a positive experience. 
But I guess they just set the stakes too high. Either everything, or, as far as I could see, nothing. 

I guess women measure everything differently to men. They are conditioned to expect to be paid for the 
privilege of letting a give them pleasure!! And so they bitch and complain and end up alone, lonely, and very very 
bitter and twisted. 

Of course I too end up alone, and miss out on sex, and affection, because I am too honest. 
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I often wonder if maybe I should just play along with their fantasies. More or less lie to them. Or let them 
make assumptions. Knowing they are probably making assumptions about what my attentions mean. And therefore 
being passively deceitful. 

I guess one thing that peeves me is that women seem to put all the moral responsibility on the man to lie. 
They can then both have some sex and get some affection, and then the woman can blame the man when it does not 
turn out as she had intended. 

I have written about that sort of thing at length in my other books. And if you want to know what sort of 
things I have not included in these autobiographical books, then you will have to read my novels. 

Anyway, Svetlana gave me the impression that she thought she was lovely, and expected your adoration in 
return. It was really a strong sort of arrogance or denial. She smiled at you expecting you to smile back as if she was 
some sort of fairytale, gorgeous, sexy, princess. I felt cornered any time she was there. She would never take any hints, 
and seemed to blame me for not desiring her. After all, I had been thrown into bed with her, and I had not tried 
anything 

But as with that girl in Mt. Druitt, I was more worried about practical things, and was not going to risk 
losing the only place I had to sleep in Moscow. She should have had the sense, both girls, to realise this, and if she 
had been interested, she should have made the first move. Surely both girls should have had the sense to see my 
situation? I would not just have been risking rejection. I would have been risking homelessness!!! 

There is a big statue of Lenin in the square outside the metro. I asked people about him, and it seems that 
they felt a need to keep at least one hero, and so he was it. 

In fact Lenin had been responsible for millions of deaths himself, from starvation. 

Lenin, so the story went, had assumed the farmers were lying, and had secretly kept reserves of food. So he 
had taken all of their produce. It turned out they had not been lying. They had starved to death. Lenin had starved 
them to death. 

It seems that while most Russians had now rejected Stalin, they were not ready to give up all their past 
‘heroic leaders. 

Many Russians in fact had 'rehabilitated' Stalin. Millions made excuses for his behavior. Tens of Millions 
long for a strong leader like Stalin, if you believe the political polls. And you can't blame the poor, who got no benefit 
from the recent changes. They imagine that Stalin would have ‘redistributed’ all the wealth, and not allowed these 
new rich to take everything for themselves. 

However in reality during the Soviet times there was massive inequality. Secret shops for the elite. Bonuses 
for executives. Millionaire ‘party’ writers, film producers, musicians and so on. Everyone had some little scam going, 
and few had any idea just how corrupt their party leaders and officials were. 

Then as soon as capitalism came, each of these party officials used their connections to amass fortunes, often 
becoming billionaires. 

Gorky Park has lovely rambling hillocks and deep little valleys. Signs suggested that stone-age people used to 
set up Mammoth traps in the area. Further down the river towards the University the ground falls pretty steeply 
down to the river. They found a lot of evidence of stone-age human habitation there. It was easy to imagine a 
Mammoth being tricked into falling down a steep gully in a hunt. There were people swimming in the river. The 
concreted edges were mostly broken and fallen into the river. There were lots of bike trails. It was quite nice in 
summer. 

There were a few people swimming in the river, and some fishing. More people were swimming in a small 
reservoir just up the hill from the river. There are lots of steep gullies and hillocks, great for walking and cycling. 
They are forested and very inviting. The trees have grown tall, blocking the views you once had over Moscow from 
the tops of the cliffs here. 

If you want to take a look, get off the Metro at the station on the bridge just before Moscow University. It is 
the site of the most recent terror attack on Moscow Metro. I came to know someone who lost several musician 
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friends in terror attacks on the Moscow Metro. If you have ever been 30 meters deep in a tunnel completely packed 
with people, and with more arriving every minute, you can imagine the nightmare it must have been. 

I ended up at the University after catching the Metro to the Moscow ‘Circus’ to see my new boss Alexei. But 
this I do not get. Why did Alexei get me to travel all the way down to the 'Circus' just to tell me that he did zor have 
an apartment for me, when he could just have called? I had travelled all the way from my BKC flat for nothing. I 
don’t get it. 

But as usual I try to make the best of a bad situation. I decide to check out the Moscow University building. 
One of the famous 7 sisters’. 

Moscow University is up the road from where Iam. Well, a few kilometers walk or so. Nothing unusual for 
me. 

You need an I.D card to get in. But I noted how a guard had taken a break, and so I walked up naturally, as if 
a student, and got out my I.D card and held it up as I walked through. 

I had behaved as if I belonged with the Japanese looking students with passes that were just then going 
through the security point. They looked around for security as I walked in with them. Someone from a side door 
appeared to have become interested in us. I pretended not to look as the guard, quickly returning, showed signs of 
wanting me to return. 

I continued to walk naturally, as if I hadn't noticed, and as if I had no reason to be concerned. Inside I found 
that few of the elevators work. The building is much less impressive up close. At a certain distance, the ‘Markus 
effect’ makes things looks impressive, and much larger than they really are. 

But most of these ‘Sisters’, these buildings built by a Stalin jealous of similar buildings in New York, are 
falling apart. They really need attention. That said, from the distance they are impressive. Up close they are very 
disappointing. Maybe it is like humans?? 

I finally find a few tutorial rooms, all paneled in lovely wood. And a few windows looking out over Moscow. 

Outside again, I note the new apartment blocks that have sprung up all over Moscow. 

Each of these high rise developments appears to have adopted their own sort of theme. Some have French 
style turrets, while others have paladin’ styled UFO's on top. The further you go from Moscow Uni the bigger and 
more impressive the University building appears. It is 14 stories high. It looks huge from a certain distance. Up close 
it is shabby! Built by forced labour!! And to think Socialism made such a big deal of criticising Imperial Roman 
society as 'the slave society’! 


282 


Betrayal and treachery: with colleagues like these, who needs enemies? 

Deano calls me and tells me that although his school is still looking desperately for native teachers, they had 
been told by President's school not to employ me. 

Why? That really sucks. It is one thing to treat me so badly, in a passive sort of way. It is another for them to 
actively go out of their way to harm me. That is just malicious. And motivated by what? People suck. And for 
Deano's school to go along with them sucks too. Mitlaufen! 

Deano is now living in my flat in Oosovo Toopick, sitting on the toilet seat I bought, enjoying the clean, 
tidied up flat I cleaned and tidied up. 

It is just so absurd. Finding a native teacher is such an expensive process. Why on earth would they 
completely reject me out of hand? When I came absolutely free of charge? Already vetted and ‘processed’. With all 
the Visas and documentation? 

Something really queer is going on here. I hear some sort of rumors that Gerhann has been telling people I 
got blacklisted from teaching for child abuse or something equally sinister. I can just imagine what that fucker would 
get up to. 

Gerhann is completely incompetent from all I have seen with my own eyes, and heard, from Deano and 
others. 

At BKC I read my email. Tracy, one of the Australian teachers recruited at the same time as me, is telling me 
President's will never pay me anything, as they won't even buy her a microwave.(?) But she adds that they paid her 
3000 dollars for airfares. Remember she chose the most expensive route. I could have gotten her a ticket for almost 
half that. And they paid hundreds to ship loads of her boxes from Australia. So the school screws me, their cheapest 
and best teacher, but have loads of cash to waste on her??? WTF??? 

When I email Deano, he tells me that Gerhann is useless as head teacher. He could not even find the 
webpage for the British school curriculum, which President's is supposed to be following, under HIS guidance! 
WEFT??? 

Deano tells me that the new school is a total shambles. 

Gerhann had promised me we would be teaching at Stalin's old ‘village’ school, with indoor tennis courts, 
swimming pools, and so on. In fact the complex is now a sanatorium, and the school had already known it would be 
moving (but where no-one had yet to decide) long before Gerhann made all his promises to us. So in fact he knew we 
would not ever get a chance to use any of the facilities he had promised would be available to us and the students. 
Liar!! I got to use Stalin’s lift to the Moscow River though, which was a nice. More or less unpaid babysitting for 
Gerhann’s son, but still a nice day on the river. 

Then I read another email from Tracy. It really got me wondering what sort of malicious lies Gerhann has 
been spreading about me. Tracy was abusing me. She even wrote ‘Stay away from children’. I wonder what tales 
Gerhann has been telling. How dare he! He is such a F#$%%!!! 

I sort of feared that President's school would hire some goons to track me down and force me to leave 
Moscow. I was ready to explain to the school that I had no choice but to stay as I had no money apart from the 200 
U.S they had given me, and so I had to find work in Moscow. 

But it angered me that they should think they had some right to determine my actions. They had not 
wanted me. So why on earth did they care what I did, now that I was in Moscow? 

I had done everything in good faith, and with the greatest conscientiousness. I had attained the visas at the 
least expense to them. I had sacrificed a lot to take their job offer. I had not entered into the contract lightly. I had 
done everything I had agreed to. And they had treated me like dirt. 

They wanted to talk to me, and they paid for the privilege. They had not wanted me, so that was their 
prerogative. I had no obligations to them as they felt none towards me. So what right did they have to try to run me 
out of town? 
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If they wanted to do even more damage than they already had, I thought to myself, well I had the addresses 
and phone numbers of where immigration could find 5 illegal employees and their employer. Contacts that at very 
least should net corrupt immigration officers decent bribes. 

If immigration ever asked me what I was doing here, I was prepared. I was a self-employed business person 
seeking contacts to develop ESL teaching materials, producers for my songs, and publishers for my music. 

I was not an English teacher. That was a fact. I wasn’t. In fact I was going to try to interest some investors in 
my Optimal English teaching approach and materials. 

All this was consistent with the visa I had. The visa I had been instructed to get. A multiple entry business 
visa. It did not entitle me nor any of the other teachers, some of whom had been working illegally for the school for 
several years, any right to work for anyone in Russia. 

So that was probably why the school had been so keen to get me to leave town. 

They feared I might take revenge on them. And why not? Surely people project their own worst motives 
onto others! Criminals are pathologically distrustful of others, assuming that everyone else is a criminal too. Liars 
can’t believe a word anyone tells them. Treacherous people can’t trust others to honor their word. These people had 
done very bad things to me. I guess they had every right to expect me to seek some revenge upon them, as a means to 
getting some sort of justice, to avenging their treatment of me. 

At the time the School was getting rid of me, I had asked the other teachers, all Australians like me, to push 
for some severance pay for me, as was my due according to the contracts I had signed with Gerhann. 

I reminded them gently that I could easily ruin their employment chances too, if they did not get the school 
to leave me in peace. But they did not want to take the hint, and rather than lobby on my behalf, they too started 
emailing me threatening me that my visa had been canceled, that I was illegal, that my invitation had been canceled, 
and so on. 

To think I had been so nice to them, and could easily have called immigration and had them kicked out of 
Russia. And instead of trying to help me, they conspired with Gerhann to try to scare me into leaving Moscow. 

Weeks later Deano told me that President's school had said something to his school and now they won't 
even consider employing me. He asked me where I was then working, but I evaded answering. Who knows who set 
him up to call me and 'spy' on me? His school was still looking for a teacher weeks later. They didn’t have any 
prospects. And still they wouldn't hire me? 

I don’t get people. They do bad things, won’t accept responsibility for them, and instead simply want the 
evidence of their bad dealings to disappear, so they can forget about it? 

Once more any sense of security had been wrenched from me. People sucked. You could not rely on them at 
all. No matter what contracts you had. No matter how reasonable they sounded. No matter how impossible it was to 
imagine they could possibly screw you, they would. They always did. Humans just suck!! Mostly anyway. 

And then total strangers do nice things for you, and you wonder! 
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Moscow Metro and Bus system 

You could get a free Metro map at amy Metro station, but Gerhann had never bothered to get one. He had 
never, in all his years, made any effort to find out anything that would be useful to the teachers he was recruiting, or 
even himself. 

Either that or it was all part of his plan to isolate and control people. To make the dependent upon him. 

Later during my stay, I made great use of the Metro. 

I found that buying a 10-ride Moscow Metro ticket saves you a lot of money. 

But be careful only buy a metro monthly ticket if you are going to use the Metro a lot. 

You use up a ticket each time you exit the metro, no matter how long your journey was. 

You pay the same for each trip. 

So often it pays to walk between Metro stops, as they are usually at most a km or so apart. If you are changing 
‘lines’ then metro stations can be as close as a hundred meters apart. 

The key to getting around is to work out which actual stop is closest to your destination, and to use the 
shared stations (where Metro lines meet) with the least ‘traffic’. Some ‘lines’ come destinations with much more 
traffic than other lines, and so depending on which line your chose for the same destination, you can enjoy sitting, or 
have to stand. It will even determine how long the stops are, and how many stops there are. 

You may even find yourself with a totally different ‘class’ of passenger, depending on which line you chose. 

For these reasons, sometimes it pays to take a longer (by distance) journey, as it will take you much less time 
and you are more likely to get a seat, or more likely to share your cabin with a better ‘class’ of traveler. 

To clarify what I mean, you are more likely to meet ‘crazies’ and ‘drunks’ on some lines, and at some times, 
than others. 

If you pre-pay for bus tickets, buying them from the little booths near most bus stops, you payed 15 Rubles 
per trip. If you paid the driver you paid 25 Rubles. You also paid 25 Rubles extra for large bags or suitcases. 

So the message is clear. Buy tickets before you get on the bus, if you can. 

The clocks in the Metro show the number of minutes since the last train departed, and the current time. 
The trains come and go in quick succession, making a screaming noise like rocket launchers. It is funny how loud 
they seem the first times you use the Metro, and how you later get used to it, and then hardly notice any more. 

The air blasted up the Metro escalators, blowing dust into my eyes. 

A 60 ride card is best if you will be using the Metro a lot, especially if you will be exiting and entering the 
Metro, as each time costs you one ride, whether your trip lasted an hour or one minute. You put the paper tickets 
into the turnstile, and it takes it. With 60 and monthly tickets you simply pass it over a sensor on the turnstile. Many 
people even leave it in their wallets and pass the wallet over the sensor. It then shows a number which is the number 
of rides you have left. 

I saw a few people jumping the turnstiles. And others using their tickets to let others in. Sunny offered to 
lend me her 60 ticket as she had lost it, then bought a monthly, then found it again, or something like that. 

In any case think about how often you will use the metro, and how many short trips. Many people don't end 
up using the 60 rides. Someone actually let me in on their 60 ticket when I couldn't get mine to work. I was always 
surprised by such acts of kindness from strangers. It is such little gestures I guess that keep me going, and working 
towards a better world. Probably meaningless and stupid. But... 

Oh, some tickets are valid for 30 days from first use, like the monthly cards. So figure out if you will be 
making more than 2 trips a day. If so, buy a monthly, if not, buy a 60 ride ticket! 

The metro 'spasms' every few minutes, vomiting out the masses through its ‘throat’, up the escalators, and 
into the streets. 

The arriving and departing trains scream like stereo rocket-launchers. 

In the Metro a 50-ish man steps right on my foot. It appears to have been deliberate. Why do men around 
his age seem to have it in for me? First he appears very aggressive, but then it appears he didn't realise (?) or realises he 
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has done something that might have consequences for him, and he is apologetic. I was wearing boots, so it didn't 
hurt, but it made my boots dirty. 

In the Metro a teenager grabs the bag of a 50-ish man and runs for it. The man calls out, and others chase the 
teen. One man grabs the bag, which the teen lets go of, and another runs after the youth. Then an old woman 
intervenes. I cannot really make out what is going on when, finally, the man holds the youth to his chest and kisses 
him. He then lets the youth go. The man and the woman then come back into the middle of the station. 

I had been scared that violence might erupt. Instead I get to witness something that would have made Jesus 
beam with joy. Go figure! 

A big man pushes his fist into my stomach as I tried to pass through a group across the bridge to another 
Metro line. I was in a hurry. But this shows the latent aggression just under the surface of many people. 

If you know that old video game called ‘frog’, you will know what it is like trying to get around the metro, 
with streams of people getting off trains, and streams getting on. If you get caught in this at the wrong place you will 
need to ‘sharpen your elbows’, as they say in Moscow! The best thing to do is to wait for everyone to get off and up 
the stairs. You then have a few moments before the next train arrives. The platforms sort of go from packed to 
empty in cycles. The empty is just a calm before the next storm, the ‘eye of the hurricane’. 

A young woman with no legs, on a wooden board with wheels, is climbing up the steps in the Metro. A 
young man with no legs in a wheelchair is on a train. A man with no arms begs passively in the Metro, with a sign 
around his neck. He is not the only one I encounter on the one trip. 

Another man with one arm walks up and down the carriage selling blue L.E.D reading lights. 

The bad breath of some commuters is horrific. Really sickening! 

If you don't want everyone to realise you are a tourist, then don't show too much interest in the Metro, 
especially in the more beautiful stations, those famous ones with all their Socialist era art deco. Of course carrying a 
large bag sort of singles you out too! But even without it, a man spoke to me in English asking me "This your first 
time in Metro?’ I said I didn't want to talk as the police might hear me and stop me. He got back on the train. I 
wonder if it was because I had smiled that he had figured me for a tourist? So look serious, and never look too 
interested in anything! 

People move so slowly towards the opened train doors that by the time you get there all the seats are taken. 
So you have to go around them. It is almost malicious, you could imagine. And of course these fat slow things take 
the last seats. Somehow they manage to time it so that you miss out. Simply diabolical! Such cunning! Such 
projection and paranoia? 

I get lost on my own Metro station. I go up and down and end up on another platform. I leave the Metro 
and end up somewhere that looks nothing like the place I went down into the metro. Ah, I am on the other side a 
very busy thoroughfare. I go down and try to come up where I want to, but am still on the same side of the road. 
How on earth am I to get where I want to go?? This would make a funny slapstick scene in a movie. 

There is a solidly built middle-aged Soviet looking woman in the little cabin at the top of the escalators, 
supposedly there to keep an eye on the longer — deeper ones. This one was soundly asleep, snoring away. It would 
have been tempting to try to slide down the metal strip between the upward and downward traveling escalators. 
They were really the longest-deepest escalators I had ever been down or up. Much deeper than in Sydney, London, 
or Paris. As I write these notes a little boy becomes very curious in what I am writing! 

I keep wondering at how people never bother to get out of my way when I am carrying really large heavy 
bags. It is like it comes a as a sudden surprise to them that the person that had been walking towards them for the 
last minute was not actually some figment of their imagination, but a real, sold, material object, as they bang into me. 
It is as if they expected me to go around them. It must be obvious that I am straining under the load. My bags are 
each around 20kg. And people just keep walking into them like they were invisible. One lady even tries to push my 
arm down, and is surprised at the resistance. I am holding a 20kg bag in my hand. Her light pushing is hardly going 
to brush my arm aside! 
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An old woman was selling jars of home-made puree. 

Back out on the street, there are places in Moscow city where there are 10 lanes of traffic. The streets are that 
wide and ‘planned’. Of course when they were built there was hardly any traffic. And before 9 a.m or so the streets 
are empty. But later on the level of visible pollution is really high, and traffic jams can occur at any time, at any 
location, without any predictability or logic. You really have to have nerves of steel, or a death-wish, to cross at a 
pedestrian crossing. Even at those with lights. I had cars swerve around me at high speed through red-lights as I 
crossed the road. It really destroys any enthusiasm you might have had for going for a walk, even to the shops. 

Despite the fact that trains arrive and depart every minute or so, it can still take some time to actually get 
onto one of them. They arrive, some people get off, others get on, and you are left on the platform. This cycle 
continues until you are one of the lucky ones to get on. 

The Metro is mostly full of people who shouldn't exist! I don’t mean to be, well, mean. Just honest. It is 
really depressing for a Eugenicist! 

I see people wiping their hands on little moistened towelettes after inadvertently grabbing the hand rails. 
Cleaners come through regularly wiping down the rails and cleaning up. But the rails must be real contagion carriers, 
smudged with sweat and grime. 

Beautiful women and girls often smile back warmly at me, though some little kids are too shy at first. Some 
kids just keep looking at me without smiling at all. A mother and daughter are playful with each other. Little 
moments like these give life the little value it has. I wonder if for some people life is like that most of the time. For 
them life truly must be beautiful! 
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BKC International and "The American’ 

The scheduler at BKC tells me, during a conversation, that they will be going to study in Hobart, at UTAS, 
where I had lived a year or so. Another co-incidence. First Mt. Druitt, now Hobart. 

She also stated quite simply to me that 'I wouldn't sign this contract myself — ever — it sucks!’ Her words 
verbatim. 

The English Schools in Moscow charge students a lot, and pay their teachers barely enough to live from. 

Her statement more or less clarifies the working conditions for you. 

She told me to go to the first floor, which to some people in some places means the ground floor, and to 
others in other places it means the floor above that. So I ask for clarification. As usual, like other people with limited 
experience of the world, and of the many meanings things can have to different people, she treated me like an idiot 
for not knowing what ‘first floor’ meant. 

Also when I asked her if anyone at the office knew where the Australian Embassy was, she criticised me for 
not knowing it. When it was her business to know. I had asked after noting that the business card she gave me had 
the address of the U.S and U.K embassy, but not that of the Australian embassy.??? 

BKC informed me that if I worked for them I would have to pay for my own visa, and the visa trip out of 
Russia and back again that was necessary to obtain the visa. A visa as a teacher. A working visa. 

But they also gave me the good news that President's school cannot cancel my ‘registration’ for 6 months. 
Registration was the last of the hurdles you had to leap over in to live in Moscow. 

BKC explained the whole process, which I had been saved from by ‘President’s School’. 

First the Visa. This required an ‘invitation letter’, which was usually from some dodgy business specialising in 
fraudulent invitations letters. It was a ‘business’ that the immigration officials sort of turned a blind eye to. 

After all, although Russian immigration claim that the reason it was so hard and expensive to get any sort of 
visa to even visit Moscow, was because the EU demanded visas of Russians going to Europe, when you looked at it 
objectively, the visa ‘industry’ was a great money earner for the Russian government. 

And so many small ‘invitation letter’ businesses were tolerated. It was good for business. It was one of the 
few ‘exports’ available. 

While few Europeans would bother moving to Russia to work illegally, hundreds of thousands of Russians 
were working illegally in the EU. No-one refutes this. The Russian authorities have no fears of Germans and Brits, 
let alone Australians, entering Russia on tourist visas, and then stealing jobs from locals. 

It is clearly a business. This ‘business’ of requiring even overnight tourists to buy, and go through all the 
inconvenience of getting, a visa. 

I personally think it damages the tourism trade greatly. I would have travelled back to St. Petersburg and 
Novgorod if not for the effort and cost of visas. So what the authorities might have gained by making me buy a visa, 
they lost many times over in what I would have spent travelling in their nation. 

So, back to the visa situation. Once you have jumped through all the hoops, and paid out hundreds of dollars 
for visas and invitation letters, you then had to find a permanent address at which to register as a Moscow resident, 
to obtain your Moscow residency permit. 

So sad. The only ‘anecdote’ a female teacher working there had to offer was that she this morning she had 
woken up feeling strange. It had taken her a while to figure out what had felt so strange. And then it had hit her. She 
did not have a hangover. It seems that any spare money the teachers had, simply to make their lives in Moscow 
bearable, was spent on binge drinking. 

I overheard some grumbling around the BKC office over the fact that a female teacher planned to share her 
BKC flat room with her fiancé. Which would mean that the other BKC teacher would effectively be sharing their 
two room, plus kitchenette, plus bathroom flat with two other people, instead of One. I wonder how I would feel in 
that situation. 
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I am told that on Saturdays teachers are required to attend (am I?) or can attend (?) attend 3 hours of 
‘meetings’ and ‘workshops’, after which there is an ‘obligatory’ ‘pub crawl’. 

The scheduler from BKC notices my interest in Katya and asks me if I am interested in ‘our Katya’. 
Apparently she is already engaged. Russians get engaged like most westerners get boyfriends! The scheduler owns a 
flat in Moscow that cost the equivalent of 'a house in Hobart’. She actually plans to move to Hobart to study at Uni 
there. For some reason she wanted to argue with me that it was cheaper to share the rent of a flat in Hobart than to 
stay in university accommodation. ??? 

The BKC offices are across the river from Red Square and the Kremlin. We are very close to the Kremlin, 
and yet most of the buildings have that old cheap rippled glass, and many have broken window panes taped over. 
The windows used to be two separate windows, but now they have been glued together so you only need to open 
one. But the handles actually bang against the glass, even in a slight breeze. Not exactly good design. And when you 
consider they made millions and millions of them! So much for the ‘Planned’ economy. 

I realise there are 15 million people in Moscow, but when I ask someone from BKC if they might happen to 
know a particular director of a particular school, they are really insulting. They could just have said no. That would 
have been enough I think. I don’t think there are millions of English School Directors in Moscow??? 

I do not really WANT to work for BKC, but they are the only possible source of accommodation at the 
moment. So if I want to stay here while I look for the sort of work I might actually want, I will have to accept their 
trial month work and flat offer. 

In the BKC toilet I wonder at the signs, which seem to indicate that you should not flush paper down the 
toilet. But do they mean toilet paper? Or were people flushing the paper towels down the toilet? The basket near 
the toilet appears to have used toilet paper in it, so I am not too keen to know the answer to my question. 

The letter of understanding between 'BKC-International House Moscow (A member of the International 
House World Organisation) and Markus Rehbach (with much humbler pretensions!) "This is to confirm that BKC 
IH Moscow will provide Markus Rehbach with a BKC flat for a month (from the 8th of September till the 7th of 
October 2007) Markus will pay 11000 Roubles as a rent for the above period. During this period Markus will teach 
an average of 20 academic hours per week at BKC with payment and rights as per the standard hourly-paid teaching 
contract. 

As always the ‘understanding’ is rarely clear and transparent. 'An average of 20 hours’ for BKC apparently 
means ‘up to’, and they had no intention of allowing their teachers to work such ‘long’ hours, preferring instead to 
have them working very few hours, and expecting them to use their ‘free’ time writing up lesson plans and so on that 
the school was, according to the agreement, free to copy and use as it pleased. 

Thus it appears that BKC had hired me, an experienced training teacher, to prepare lesson plans and develop 
their curriculum. And so they paid me a little more than their usual inexperienced, barely trained teachers, on this 
basis. 

But when I proved unwilling to be exploited like this, they constructed flimsy pretexts to fire me. 

The crudest pretext is to claim some students complained. The ‘students’ are never named. It is the typical 
ploy of ‘management’. 

As usual they would arrange a meeting without any warning and thus give me no chance to prepare for it. 

Present the unsuspecting victim with some vague complaints, and no chance to respond. The hapless victim 
is expected to 'fold' and accept whatever management intended doing with them, either scaring them into accepting 
a much less attractive contract, or firing them as soon as they have found someone more desperate, spineless, and 
cheaper, to work for them under their generally appalling conditions. 

In any case I hate being observed. I have no confidence. Even if I just got glowing praise from an earlier class. 
I figure it might just have been a lucky lesson. But I felt I did O.K during the lesson I was observed. So I was pretty 
shocked to find the Ados criticising it so harshly. I don't feel the criticism was deserved. If their teachers, including 
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herself, do better than me most lessons, then they must be brilliant. And I have observed them, and they are not 
brilliant. I would never offer them up as role models to any teacher in any school I ran. 

Last night I was told I could stay in the BKC flat, or even a new BKC flat. But today the story has changed. 
The BKC scheduler in fact asks me how my flat search is going. Apparently no-one had bothered to inform me of 
their change of heart. I was now put through to the BKC accommodation section. Once more a clear promise had 
been broken. 

Be careful about committing yourself to any accommodation. I got the distinct impression that School’s 
make reasonable offers to teachers, to trick them into signing leases, paying real estate agents’ fees, usually adding up 
to one month’s rent, and 2 months in advance which is non-refundable, and a thus committing themselves to staying 
in Moscow. The greater their ‘sunken costs’, the greater the motive for staying in Moscow, the greater the teacher’s 
desperation for work. 

So once they have a teacher committed, they can then reveal the truth about the working conditions, hours, 
and so on, that are really on offer. The recruiters get paid to recruit. They have no incentive to tell the truth. They 
are as treacherous as their bosses. Only their bosses are not the ones you deal with. The person you deal with appears 
to be like you. Someone who has sympathy for your situation. Someone who was in your situation. Someone you are 
likely to trust. 

My teaching hours at BKC, in the end, well actually from the start would be more precise, varied 
considerably from that which I was promised, including their distribution. Initially I was promised 35 hours, 
guaranteed. Now it is a maximum of 15. Their excuse is that this is a ‘test’ period. So why not state this in the offer. I 
am no ‘beginner’ teacher. And now they want me to waste half a day of unpaid time coming to the school to tell 
them ‘what I have to offer’ the school. But we have been through all this already. They know everything about me. 
They can see the rest on my webpages. I am more qualified than almost any teacher they will ever have. I have more 
experience than almost any teacher they will ever get. This is so typical of schools. They offer you a desirable deal, but 
when it comes to actually working, suddenly everything has changed. They find excuses, but I bet they just mislead 
you in the first place, luring you in, and once you are in, and have made adjusted your whole life to working there, 
they feel they can do whatever they please, as they have ‘hooked’ you. 

But at least the 15 hours are in 3 hour blocks, from 7.30 to 9.30 P.M. Though I am not exactly thrilled at the 
idea of traveling home alone on the Metro at 10p.m, I have had worse hours. 

Often schools expect you to work 6a.m to 7.30 a.m, and then on the same day 7 to 9.30 P.M ! 

And so you have to get up at 5 a.m, and get to bed at 11p.m, only for a few measly hours work. 

And as most schools and students want lessons during these same sort of times, you can't make productive 
use of the hours in between by taking other work, as there ¿s no other work to take. And so you just have a crappy 
job. You earn less than you would get on unemployment benefits or social security in Australia or Germany. 

I appear to have lost my pink pick, the one that it was so hard to come by. The one given me by that kind 
stranger. My situation with BKC has left me feeling empty, then stressed. My mind compulsively repeats song lyrics 
over and over. I am so depressed. I finally get home at 10.30p.m to the BKC flat. I am so exhausted. 

The head teacher at BKC was useless. She had kept giving me the wrong room numbers, the wrong classes, 
and the wrong times for my classes. It had left a mark on me. 

Apart from making it impossible to be on time and prepared for classes, she had left me completely alone 
during what was supposed to be my ‘orientation’. 

A really cute teacher at BKC shows a lot of interest in me. I tell her about my current accommodation. I am 
sharing a flat with 3 girls. I am sharing a big bed with one of them. I ask her if she would like to share her flat with 
me! 

Every time I look over at Katya she appears to be very interested in me. Sadly the person I am actually dealing 
with is not so cute, nor is the girl I was sharing the bed with. 
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In fact, by some stroke of bad luck, she was one of the few girls in the world I could not imagine having sex 
with, no matter how hard I tried. I couldn't comprehend Sunny's hints that I might like this girl. 

How could I? Not just her skin, which was so grey, but her horrible personality. 

Now Sunny, that is a girl I could easily imagine being with. Not because she was the most beautiful woman I 
have ever met, but because she was, holistically, as a whole, a very attractive person. Someone you'd really look 
forward to waking up the next morning next to, after having made love to the night before. 

But the closest I got was sharing a flat with her one night, I in the tiny side-room to the kitchen, and she in 
the main room. 

Her boyfriend (?) had visited earlier, or some other people had been staying there. 

The facts were impossible to work out. One moment Sunny implied it was her boyfriend's flat, and the next 
it appeared to be hers. 

All I got to see of her that night was her really cute little bottom in some really tight pajamas. Oh well. 

But what stung was that she seemed to have considered Svetlana, the ‘grey’ one, my equal. 

That I should be interested in the other ‘grey’ (irony!) Svetlana really got me. She had hair on her stomach 
and legs. She was some shade of ashen grey. It was sadly absurd and very irritating how she would sit there brushing 
her hair (actually very nice blond), as if imagining that I was admiring her ‘beauty’. Was that how low Sunny's 
estimation of my attractiveness was? 

It was a bit confusing, as she had been so nice to me, had let me stay with her in that flat, had arranged the 
other flat, and once had, on me noting us both in a reflection in a mirror somewhere that "We look promising’. ??? 

Ryan, the American 

Now might be a good time to tell you about the American I shared the BKC flat with for a month. 

BKC had given me the address of the flat, and the phone number of my future flat mate. They had told me 
that they had arranged with him, in keeping with his duties as a full time employee of BKC, to meet me at the Metro 
station closest to the flat. The flat was, they informed me, about 500 meters from the Metro station. 

They said that the flat would be hard to find on my own. And it would be dark, which would not help 
either. 

So I called Ryan on his BKC flat’s landline, and arranged the details of when we should meet. He was being 
paid to do this. He was not doing a fellow teacher a favor. He was doing his job. 

He told me to meet him at 10 p.m at the red/blue platform emergency phone on the Metro station of the 
same platform that I got off the train at. He said that all trains coming from the direction I would be travelling had 
to stop at that particular platform. . 

But when I asked him for his mobile phone number ‘just in case’, he flatly refused, almost angrily re-stating 'I 
will be there, I will be there’. 'T'll be there for sure at 10 p.m’. 

I arrived at the Metro station before 9.40 p.m. I found the red/blue platform emergency phone he had told 
me to find and wait for him at. I waited there until 10.20 p.m. 

But Ryan didn't show up anywhere at all along the underground station. So I used the directions to the flat I 
had been given and tried to find my own way there. 

After stopping a few people and getting lost a few times, I finally found out why I was having so much 
trouble finding the flat. For it was not where you would logically expect it to be. The buildings were not numbered 
consecutively. And the entrances to the buildings were not facing the street, but a back alley. 

One of the people I stopped to ask for directions explained to me that building number 5 was ‘behind’ the 
street, and that the numbers were not at all logical. She said I should go behind the building, and back towards the 
station. I followed her advice. As she said, the flat was indeed not where it should have been. The numbers in the 
alley were completely different to the numbering on the street front. 

So I found the flat and let myself in with the key that BKC had given me. 
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Both rooms appeared to be occupied. It seemed he had been using one for sleeping and one as a lounge 
room. 

Now a particular Moscow phenomena needs to be explained. Due to the housing crisis (builders and 
investors buying up flats and ‘hoarding them’, keeping them empty to drive up prices) anyone with an old Soviet flat 
could rent it out for big bucks. 

And they felt no obligation to actually ‘vacate’ the flat for you. Nope. They left all manner of old junk filling 
up every cupboard, and taking up most of the space. 

You would find dead plants in dried up pots. All manner of dusty old junk clothing, now-useless soviet 
household appliances, books, and general clutter, all taking up all the valuable real-estate you imagined you had paid 
top dollar for the privilege of using yourself. 

I moved all the junk around to make a little space for my few things. The next day my flat-mate turned up, 
claiming that he had in fact gone to the station but hadn't seen me. 

He claimed to have been there at the agreed-on time. However I had been there 10 minutes before until 20 
minutes after he claimed to have been there. 

And we had been very specific about our meeting place. A red/blue emergency telephone stand in the middle 
of the platform. But I took it easy. 

Obviously he had had better things to do, and I had managed on my own anyway, using the map they had 
given me, the door key codes and so on. 

Sure I had gotten lost a few times, asked a few different people, got some bad directions, and then finally was 
sent back along the way I had come, but I had managed on my own. 

Perhaps the logic of the street addresses followed some form I would understand later. Perhaps like the light 
switches in Soviet flats, it followed a logic of its own I had yet to recognise! 

I was sort of proud of my little achievement, given my terrible ability to get lost due to an almost absolute 
lack of any sense of direction! 

But I had caught Ryan out in his first lie. I say first, as, given this context, and many things he told me later, 
and his general manner, I got the feeling that the story he told me /ater was probably also a contrivance to get him 
out of a nasty situation he had probably got himself into. More on that in a bit. 

When I finally did meet Ryan in the flat, he complained that they had not told him I was coming. ????? 

He had been using my room as his bedroom. 

It was still full of his stuff. 

However it was clear in his contract that he was in ‘shared’ accommodation anyway, so there was no reason 
for him to have taken both the huge main room and the tiny little bedroom as his own. 

He must have had it good up to then, a whole flat to himself. Full pay on ‘sick’ leave and lots of additional 
income streaming in, when he was only paying for one room. 

He told me he never watched television or used the video, but both were on standby. 

I was happy to find that the building had a central antenna, so I got good television reception. 

(TELEVISION is my one true companion throughout life! Without it, life is terribly lonely. Like now. But 
at least I get so bored I get around to writing up my notes, which I am doing now. But I crave television. It is my only 
comfort. !!! Sad but true). 

I kept wondering how a ‘non-smoking’ flat could smell so much like an ash-tray?? 

It was one of the few concrete conditions I require of any job or accommodation. I can tolerate so many 
other things, but I will not tolerate being forced to consume tobacco products. I was clear when I negotiated with 
BKC that I would never be able to share a flat with a smoker. So I was stunned. And then simply disappointed. 

Smokers always say stuff like 'I will only smoke in my room’. They imagine the walls of their room will 
somehow magically consume all their smoke, and their smokers breath. They assume that, although I hate tobacco 
smoke, I will be ‘cool’ with all their smoking friends who are bound to visit and simply assume ‘you don't mind if I 
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smoke do you’. It is always offered rhetorically. Any time I have ever asked them not to smoke they have simply 
continued smoking, as if I had not actually ‘minded’. 

BKC had assured me several times that Ryan did not smoke, and that no-one else would smoke in the flat. 

Ryan found that surprising though. For he had been a smoker all the time he had worked at BKC. And no- 
one from BKC had ever asked him if he smoked in the flat. 

Let alone had anyone from BKC ever told him that the flat was a non-smoking flat. 

In any case, he assured me he was not a chain smoker. He assured me he was reasonable and considerate of 
non-smokers. 

That said, there was no mention of him not smoking in the flat. 

He would simply be ‘considerate’, whatever that meant. 

He seemed worried about his failure to meet me at the metro as agreed. I let it go. I was sort of proud of 
having succeeded despite him and BKC. And I didn't want to make our first interaction negative, if it could be 
avoided. 

I mentioned the television he had in his room. He said he never watched it, and wanted to get it out of the 
way. He offered it to me. So I took it to my room. 

It was difficult, requiring a lot of effort, but I managed to follow all the cables back to find a power point and 
the aerial sockets behind the cupboards. 

As Sunny noted/complained, most of the movies you would want to watch on television are on at times 
when you should be sleeping, between 12 midnight and 5a.m. And I just mean good movies, not erotic movies like in 
Germany! But still television was about the only enjoyable prospect my life has had to offer me for many years now. 

Ryan insisted, as if trying to convince me that I must be mad, that he had been at the station at 10, and had 
waited 20 minutes. He said maybe he had failed to recognise me. But that was idiocy. I was alone. No-one else, other 
than myself, with my luggage, was standing anywhere near the emergency phone. 

There is only one on each platform. 

And surely he would have taken a quick wander up and down the platform for anyone even looking like a 
BKC teacher. It would have been really hard to miss, me and my luggage. 

There were two entrance doors to the flat. The second one had a note saying ‘Don't shut’ glued to it. 

The place was a dump. There were damp spots all over the walls, and big ones in the ceiling. 

Most surfaces in the kitchen, bedroom, and bathroom appear not to have been even wiped down for ages. 
There was a sticky slime all over the bath-tub. There was a lot of disgusting, rotting, long hair under and through the 
black slime that covered, both underneath and around, a board that had been put across the tub to put stuff on. 

When I started cleaning, even the really hot Moscow water jetted directly onto it from the shower-head 
made little mark on it. I took the plank of wood away and moved the stuff to the shower rack. 

Ryan told me he hadn’t wanted to move anything in case it disturbed the other flat occupants or owner. But 
there had been no other occupants for many weeks now. And the owner was getting around 1000 dollars a month in 
rent for the flat. 

I used the mop, but of course it was actually dirtier than the bath, and so, as usual, I have to clean the 
cleaning stuff before I can even start using it to clean anything. 

Lucky Moscow hot water is so cheap. There were a lot of disgusting wet rags and junk under the bath-tub 
from ages ago. I remove them to the bin. 

There are old, dried-up plants, and broken light fittings, which I move around in the already junk-filled 
cupboards, hoping just to make the flat liveable. 

Troll up the filthy carpets and put them in a cupboard that is not completely full of the owners junk. 

There is masking tape around all the windows. 

There are huge gaps between the windows and the frames. 

I cannot imagine how this is meant to keep out the renowned cold Russian winters. 


293 


I had to use my leg as a lever to get the kitchen window to close. It was autumn, but soon it would be cold 
again. I only manage to get the bottom latch closed. The top one is impossible, as it has been painted too thickly 
while it was open. So now the window is too big. Like all the doors here. Nothing will close. 

This includes the bathroom and toilet doors. 

And then it occurs to me. All the windows have bars on them. This place would be a death-trap in a fire. 

I plan to move out of here A.S.A.P. 

I begin planning on how to reduce my luggage, to strip it down to the bare minimum for travel. I plan to give 
Sunny some things she can use, or give to friends. 

But outside the window I can see a beautiful green area. Lovely green trees and grass. This in the 15 meters 
between the ugly soviet concrete block flats. Each is four storeys high. 

There are thousands of people living around here in high density housing, and yet there are no real 
supermarkets. If this were Germany, there would be an Aldi or Lidl every few blocks. There is definitely enough 
demand for them. 

The TELEVISION has 12 channels. Madonna's video for ‘Jump’ reminds me of how, while still at 
university, I used to jump over large garbage cans and so on in the street, and occasionally over cars. MTV is so 
bland. Occasionally they play a real song, real music, but the rest is just fabricated tasteless blah. 

I jam a scouring pad into the window frame to sort of get it to stay shut. A cold breeze is already blowing 
through the gaps. 

I note that I haven't seen that many beautiful women here. Living in Poland I had been spoilt on that count. 
Poland seemed just jam packed full of gorgeous women! 

I take down the ‘veil’ curtains carefully. They are just dust magnets, and they ruin the view of glorious green. 

All I see around me are dull, malformed, insipid people who should not be, having kids whom they have 
nothing to offer. They all seem so desperate to reproduce themselves and their horrible little world. So selfish. Their 
lives are so unrewarding. It is a sad irony that the only thing they have to enjoy és reproducing themselves and their 
sad little world. 

I myself really have so little worth keeping, and so much I would like to rid myself of. 

I plan a future in which I live in a tiny, minimalist flat with the bare minimum of furniture, television, and 
Wi-Fi. Just so I can write and think, and watch television and surf the net. 

No more lies, stress, frustration, disappointment, deception, exploitation, treachery, stupidity, ugliness. 

But it is always the same. Pure wishful thinking. 

I just keep moving around. 

I feel crap mostly. Most people are a liability with nothing to offer, and unwilling to accept what I have to 
offer. I have no job, no life. I want to sterilise most people and they want to make as many reproductions of 
themselves as they can. Ugly zombies. And I'm supposed to smile and wear a mask. I hate them. I can only manage if 
I can avoid interacting with them. They are so boring. And through their actions they will ensure that this ugly 
world is reproduced for millennia. 

What is most frustrating is that it could all be so much better. So quickly. But tell me, honestly, are the ugly, 
stupid people of this world ever going to voluntarily give up reproducing? And are their exploiters ever going to have 
any incentive to regulate their reproduction? What slave owner wants his slaves to stop reproducing themselves, and 
thus multiplying his capital, and his source of cheap labour, consumers, and therefore power, privilege, wealth, and 
other benefits? 

Nope. Only when one day robots can do all the work, and the rich come to define the poor, ugly, unhealthy 
masses as a liability, rather than an asset, will such things come to pass. And I will be long dead. Hopefully not having 
to return until my vision of a better world has been realised. I feel guilty even tacitly going along with this world. 
Smiling at people I should be yelling at, and so on. Looking away when I should be doing something. But what can I 
do? 
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One thing I hate is people who can't take a hint. Especially when it is actually, literally, stated. Not a hint at 
all. Not merely implied, but clearly enunciated! 

I told Ryan one morning when he wanted to chit chat that I was not a morning person, and that it was best 
to leave me alone until at least after my second cup of coffee. 

Oh, not a morning person? So, lers ta/k about you not being a morning person!!! ??? 

He asks me how much 170ml is and I say I have no idea, hoping to cut the conversation there. But he 
persists. So I suggest 'half a cup?’ 

Then he continues, 'So, what you doing today? Working? He won’t let up. The questions flow thick and 
fast. 

I remind him gently not to ask me any questions until after I have finished my coffee. He says ‘Sure, O.K’, 
and goes off. 

But Ryan caught the school out in their own lie. The school had refused to let me move in any earlier, 
claiming that there was another teacher living in it. Lies. Everywhere. Damned liars. Why bother lying about that? 
And inconveniencing me so greatly to no advantage? And now the rent had also gone up 10%. Opportunists! 

The washing machine filled, then appeared to soak for an eternity. I asked Ryan about it, and he said an 
earlier flat mate had recommended we use setting one. But even that one took over 2 hours. 

I took out the bit of rotting board that lay across the bathtub to clean under it. It is filthy. I mop. I clean. I 
find that my bedroom door will not close far enough to lock. 

After I have spent hours cleaning things, Ryan makes a gesture which turns out to be very ‘token’. I smell 
chemicals in the bathroom. He has sprayed or ran something over the bath. At first I am impressed, but when I 
actually take a look I see that he didn't actually do any scrubbing or wiping. There were still hairs stuck to the 
bathtub. 

He comes back and asks to borrow money from me to go out with some girl. I told him I had no money, and 
that the reason I had accepted BKC's job offer was that I was not required to pay any rent upfront. They would 
deduct it from my earnings. 

I was a bit confused as to why he had no money. He was still getting paid, even though he was not working 
many hours due to 'the accident’. He also talks about all the other work he has. I got the impression he had many 
private students and work at other schools, even though he is not working his contracted hours at BKC due to his 
‘injuries’. 

I read in the BKC guidebook for teachers about the problems I might have on trying to leave Russia if it 
turns out they have canceled my visa. 

Tracy and other President's school teachers have been telling me, by email, that they have. 

Why on earth don't any of the teachers see that if the school gets away with treating me so badly, that they 
themselves could be next? 

And why don't they appreciate how nice I have been in not reporting them to the authorities. I could easily 
have had them all deported and fined. But I don't. And yet they still do these nasty things to me. People really suck! 

These other Australian teachers have told me that President’s school have cancelled my ‘invitation’, and that 
I am now an illegal alien. They seem sure of themselves. So I want to check again with BKC about it. President’s 
school send me an email stating that they have cancelled my ‘invitation’. Sunny doesn’t believe me. She cannot see 
any reason why they would act so maliciously. In her experience people are good. Lucky Sunny! 

I check with BKC. Apparently, according to BKC's experts, only the original ‘inviting’ organisation can 
cancel my invitation. 

So I get onto Sunny and we find out who did my invitation. Sunny locates them. They are in fact not far 
from her office. So we went there together. I think it through and find a way to inquire about my invitation letter 
without directly making the organisation that did the invitations aware of my situation, and my fears. I explain this 
to Sunny. She goes along with me. And so we get the facts from the ‘invitation’ organisation and it seems that they 
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have no intention of doing anything, and only they can do anything. Sunny is shocked that the School lied to me 
about canceling my invitation. She had read the email from them for herself. 

I empty the small garbage bin in the kitchen. When I take out the liner I see the bottom of the bin is full of 
rotting old newspaper. So I soak the whole thing in hot water. I ask Ryan about the filthy entrance rug. Ryan agrees I 
have done enough cleaning for today. But he does not offer to do his own share. 

He says the landlady insists that everything in the apartment stay as it is. That is Moscow for you. They 
expect you to pay a fortune in rent, and to live with their old junk. They sort of use your flat as their storage shed. 
And I mean junk. Old pots of dried up dirt and dead plants. Hundreds of old containers, jars, bottles, and useless old 
Soviet junk. Just so inconsiderate! 

I roll up another filthy rug and put it in the cupboard. The idea had not occurred to Ryan. The idea of 
cleaning had apparently never occurred to any of the previous tenants of this flat. 

I am so fed up with moving, and having to clean up filthy flats just so I can feel reasonably comfortable in 
them. Everyone will claim they inherited the filth. Everywhere in the world, no matter what age or ethnicity. 
Everyone will complain about how filthy everyone else is. 

Everyone just lives in the filth, using as an excuse for their own filth that ‘it was dirty when I moved in’. Thus 
the flats accumulate the filth of each tenant in turn. Until someone like me moves in and cleans up. 

I was told it was necessary to boil the water before drinking it. I boil a bottle, and leave it to cool. The last 
quarter was really cloudy. I hope Ryan hadn't drunken my water then just refilled it from the tap. 

Ryan seemed to be on the phone forever, till 3.18 a.m. 

In my dreams he was arguing with his sister on the phone. When I woke he was arguing with someone on 
the phone. The quiet breaks in between his telephoning are bliss. But why does he have to talk so loudly at 3 in the 
morning? ... "Theft of my acoustic space’... ‘Audio violations’...I think to myself. 

Ryan is humming happily...probably þe is getting laid...A girl has spent the night...her boots in the hall... am 
not so jealous when I finally get to see her, as she is quite plain...he is always making some sort of noise, either 
telephoning, humming, or putting the washing machine on at 12 at night. 

The washing machine seems to run for hours and hours, all through the night. Every night. 

My window has been painted so thick that you cannot close it, and winter is approaching. The handyman‘ 
sent to fix stuff tells Ryan to put sticky tape over the gaps!!! For a Moscow winter!!! So I force the window shut 
using all my strength, even leveraging my arms with my legs against the wall, and then whack the handle down with a 
bottle. 

Ryan made a big deal about taking the spare set of keys back to the office. I was going there anyway. He made 
out like it was a big thing, them placing their trust in him and so on. 

Ryan tells me the previous tenant left his stuff in the flat. He is coming back in a few weeks, but only for an 
operation. He is ‘screwing BKC’, as they will have to pay for it, under the terms of his work contract, but as soon as 
he is well he is going to leave Moscow. So he is just using BKC to pay for his operation! This is what Ryan tells me. 

In fact it seems that after paying 6000 U.S for Ryan's operation, the result he says of being mugged, 
kidnapped, and almost murdered (I will detail his story later and let you decide if you believe it, or think it is more 
likely he got into a fight!), BKC changed all the working contracts, so that no-one was being offered health 
insurance any more. So these two were to be the last beneficiaries of the old contracts! If I am to believe Ryan, that is. 

I hope the underpants Ryan left to dry on the kitchen central heating are at least clean! 

More and more I loathe the company of normal people. Just anticipating their boring questions and tedium 
gives me migraines. 

I jump when I hear the front key turning, fearing that someone has just come home. I feel ‘cornered’ and 
‘trapped’. I will have to ‘interact’ with them. I will have to smile when I want to run. 

Few people's company is better than my own. 

Few people actually add anything positive to my experience of life. 
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I have to endure their inane, ignorant, stupidity. Any time I try to educate or inform, enlighten them, all I 
get is frustration and stress. Just having to talk to them makes me sweat. 

My phone is ringing. Is Ryan outside? Did he lose his key? Is this a ploy to get me out of my safe-zone so he 
can 'talk' to me? 

I hate inane chatter...it is nauseating...I just feel trapped and need to escape...It is even worse when they 
imagine smugly that they are superior to me...or imagine their interest in me is reciprocated...they have nothing to 
contribute...I try to find things for them to contribute, I try to direct conversations to potentially interesting and 
productive themes...but they just want the inane chatter background noise, meaningless...they are bored and expect 
me to waste my time keeping them engaged while they wait for something to do...while I always have something to 
do...it is called thinking...it is called looking for solutions to problems. 

They only focus on their immediate pleasure...and on getting more money...and on finding ways to screw 
other people out of money and pleasure. 

At least soap operas, the clever ones, are populated by beautiful sexy people. 

The worst thing is that how I live makes me dependent on others, and so I have to play along with their 
delusions of superiority...I cannot assert myself, as I need them to feel superior to me, so they will not feel 
threatened...I need them to let me rent rooms in their flats, to work in their schools. 

I have to keep my true self to myself, as they have the flats, the jobs, and of course are my superiors in a 
technical sense, at work and so on. They have more status symbols, and imagine this automatically must mean they 
are my superior. 

They cannot imagine that if I was in fact smarter, more able, more competent, and so on, than them, that I 
could possibly end up being their sub-ordinate. They assume that as they are my supervisor, they must necessarily be 
superior to me, and I inferior to them. 

Ryan tells me how he has ‘accidentally’ knocked down several people in the subway. He also tells me how the 
other night he threw a bottle of beer at a wall near a guy. The guy got angry. He was pissed though, and when Ryan 
punched him he fell down immediately. Now this is what Ryan told me himself. And it is bits of information like 
this that make me ever the more suspicious about what really happened to Ryan, and why he ended up in hospital. 

And given that his earlier flat-mate was deliberately ripping off BKC health-insurance wise, I can imagine all 
sorts of scenarios. 

Ryan told me he had no health insurance back in the U.S. And that the U.S embassy paid him several 
thousand dollars in compensation as a ‘victim’ of crime. 

I remember Ryan had wanted to borrow money off me, telling me that he had none. But when he opened his 
wallet just now, I saw quite a lot of money in it! 

Ryan tells me how he buys this girl drinks. He tells me he just wants to F her, and that she has a great body, 
but he does not like her at all! 

Ryan tells me the embassy insist on having his X-rays, but for some reason he is doing everything he can to 
avoid giving them to him. I wonder what he has to hide there? 

Whenever I try to have a conversation with him he talks really loudly, and talks ‘over' me all the time. 

So it is hardly satisfying as a conversation. It is hard to say much. 

And I need to avoid more migraines. I have had two since I began writing up these notes a week ago!! 

I am glad in the morning when it appears I have the flat to myself. So I cook the spaghetti I have, and fry it. 
But everything in the kitchen is coated in a greasy sticky film. 

I couldn't put my spoon on the counter as it was sticky even after I had attempted to clean it. I hated to 
touch any surface in the kitchen as it was so greasy and slimy. 

I had found a clean looking pot with a lid in one of the cupboards. I clean it, boil it, clean it again, and boil it 
again. I can use it to boil hot water for my coffee. 
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BKC claim this flat is ‘furnished’, and that I am paying for a ‘furnished’ flat. But there is not even an electric 
kettle. The ‘email’ kettle on the stove is rusted and worn through to the metal. It looked disgusting and I was 
definitely never going to use it for anything. 

Deano calls. He is complaining to me? He has a wife, 2 flats, a car, a full-time job with excellent pay and 
conditions, and he wants to complain about /is problems? When he knows full well 7y situation! 

It is interesting that Ryan sort of stutters, and I begin to do so too, in the same way. Worse is how loud he 
always talks. Through you, over you, around you. It is a one-way sort of ‘conversation’! He never allows any 
interruptions. He completely dominates and controls the interaction. So it is very unsatisfying. It would be 
unsatisfying even for someone who had wanted to talk to him in the first place! 

Is it true that Tchaikovsky shot himself after having been renounced as a homosexual? Just one more victim 
of the slave society bent on eliminating all forms of sexual expression that do not result in the production of more 
slaves! 

At BKC the head teacher will not give me any useful guidelines in writing. She just keeps on going on about 
'CELTA standards’ and 'CELTA communicative’ as if that should mean anything to anyone with a real university 
education in ‘Education’ and ESL. Teachers just pretend that the counter-productive interactions the students have 
when following such books are actually productive. Cos they are just so crap, and the interactions so useless. But if 
you challenge the dogma, you get idiotic replies from idiot-like head teachers without a clue, and just end up being 
blamed as ‘no-one else is having any problems’, ‘let’s see what YOUR problem is’, 'I will put you down for remedial 
teaching seminars’ and so on and so forth. In other words you end up being treated like the idiot. So of course, no 
teacher ever challenges the dogma. They just pretend. Go along to get along. Lauf mit! 

I teach a course, and not a single lesson. The first lesson provides me with ideas for the rest of the program. 
So it is usually a bit chaotic and creative. But of course Julia, the head teacher, has learned only ONE way, the 
CELTA way, and just follows the texts like a trained monkey, no matter how absurdly inappropriate they are. They 
are her security blanket. They are how she knows she is head teacher. Because she has rote learned this CELTA crap. 
She has no idea of any alternatives. No motive to even consider them. No reason to doubt the CELTA dogma. She is 
head priest. Without CELTA she is nothing. So know she is threatening me. If the observation does not go well I 
won't have an apartment. Great. Now my ‘sure thing’ is a mere possibility. How on earth am I supposed to be able to 
concentrate on my lessons when I could be homeless in the next 90 minutes? It is absurd. She does not have the 
slightest interest in my predicament, nor any empathy for it. 

Later Julia will try to stop giving me hours, claiming that our agreement was for the flat only, and not for 
work. 

At the Metro station near BKC I buy different pasties, trying to discover which one was the spinach one I 
liked. I got one with liver. YUCK! And after a few other tries with mushroom and so on, do my best to 
communicate with the lady selling the things, and find out that in fact there is no spinach. The one I liked must have 
been LEEK! 

At the Metro stations the smokers of course feel obliged to assert their rights to poison us all by smoking just 
inside the entrance, so that everyone has to consume their smoke. They could of course smoke just OUTSIDE the 
entrance, to the side, but that would be as if to accept that they were in fact doing something stupid and toxic! Ah, 
denial, the most reliable of human traits! 

The toilet seats are cheap, and the top bits, which people never seem to close anyway, will not stay up by 
themselves. So they are permanently down. You have to hold it up to use the toilet, or have it sitting against your 
back, covered in urine. I simply give up and rip the seat covers off, so that the seat bit will actually stay up by itself. 
Funny, people, how they don't put the top seat down when they flush, and so spray the whole room with tiny bits of 
faeces and urine. And yet females make such a point about putting the toilet seat down? While never putting the 
actual top of the toilet seat down??? 

Back to my Ryan, his antics, and my BKC flat 


298 


On the Metro ‘home’ to my BKC flat, I see a very pretty girl, about 18, with her mother (?) or her sister (?). 
Russian women get married young so often it really is hard to tell. She smiled back at me, directly, but never spoke, 
even though we were standing close enough to. She was sexy, dark, and had a great figure. It was really nice. Two 
people smiling at each other, ‘liking’ each other. I read somewhere how 65% of Moscow marriages end in divorce. 

Just outside the flat some old guy, around 50, turns off the hall light while Ryan and I are standing there 
talking. It is very dark, and I cannot see the keyhole even in the daytime. The light directly above our door is broken 
and no-one has replaced it for 2 weeks. The old man goes on. I turn the light back on. He returns with some angry 
words in Russian, turning the light off again. I leave it be. He keeps going on. I keep going ‘Dobra, dobra, dobra in 
agreement’. I do not want any trouble. This guy could report me to the police, and I am not registered here, so I 
could have real trouble with them. I smile in acquiescence and leave the light off, standing in the virtual dark trying 
to find the keyhole. 

Ryan seems to keep rejecting offers of work, when he knows that I need them. 

But he never offers them to me. The thought appears never to occur to him that I need work, and he has too 
much, so maybe he might point some in my direction. 

He is already working over 60 hours he tells me. 

He is working for other schools, although he is technically on fully paid sick leave from BKC. He is working 
a ‘reduced load’ for them, but they are paying him for a full load. All the while he is working for other schools. 

In a moment I will tell you the story he told me. It is fascinating. And possibly a real warning to anyone 
considering coming to Moscow to work. 

Ryan is on full pay, but working only a few shifts, due to his ‘injuries’ and need to 'recover' from them. 

I on the other hand have already gotten him work, for a school that wanted an American. I put him and that 
school in touch. But he never bothers to return the favor. I gave him my 8 times bus ticket. I didn’t expect I would 
be using it. I had asked him if he uses the buses for any of his work and he said he did, so I gave him the 8 time ticket. 
He on the other hand will not even put his own rubbish in the bin. He just piles it on top of the garbage can. 

Ryan often leaves the second door unlocked. It is the real security door. The first one is just wood. But he is 
too lazy or whatever to bother. All the vents in the flat are covered in thick layers of dust, grime, and spider webs. 
The shower faucet is leaking still. Ryan appears to speak Russian quite well. I overhear him speaking on the phone a 
lot. At all hours. At hours I would rather be sleeping, like the rest of Moscow! 

Absinthe does not seem to have any greater effect on me than alcohol. It is banned in many places I have 
lived, so I bought some at the airport duty free, just to try it. 

The cans of vege mash Sunny got for me are Excellent. All sorts of varieties. Onion and carrot and tomato 
and pumpkin and aubergine and zucchini! 

Last night got out of the Metro exit of my BKC flat on the right side for the first time. Usually I got out 
somewhere strange looking and had to wander around for ages before I could work out where I was! 

The Metro train stopped for about 10 minutes in the tunnel. Just before the station. You could see the 
station up ahead. It was so warm. The ventilation went on after about 5 minutes, blowing a cool breeze for about 30 
seconds. 
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Ryan, and his tale to strike fear into the heart of anyone considering working in Moscow! 

So here is the shocking story I get to hear after being in Moscow about a week. 

Ryan, like me, is making his way in the dark to the BKC flat. He gets lost. He asks 3 Georgian men in a Lada 
for directions. They mug him. They drag him into the car at gun-point. 

He thinks the gun is a fake until they put a clip in it. 

He puts his thumb under the ‘hammer' and it really hurts. 

This sounds like a movie plot. Or something someone has seen in a movie! 

Ryan is stabbed 7 times in the leg. He is pistol whipped and left unconscious in an apartment. 

On coming to and hearing them returning he decides to take his chances and jumps out of a second story 
window. 

He tries to hail down taxis but they will not stop for him. 

A truck that is too slow to avoid him does finally stop for him. 

The driver takes him to a private hospital. 

Luckily for him the hospital treats him, even though he has no money or health insurance. 

This hospital presents him with a 5,500 U.S bill. 

The hospital management actually won't let him leave until the bill is paid. 

The school is self-insured (which you should keep in mind!), and it refuses to pay his medical expenses. 

After much negotiating Ryan agrees to waive his contract ‘bonus’. The school admit they have already paid 
the bill. In fact they had had no choice. They were obliged to by their own contract. And every day they tried to 
avoid paying would cost them more, as the hospital would not check Ryan out before he had paid the bill. And so 
they had bullshitted Ryan out of his bonus. 

But Ryan laughed. Why did he laugh? Well the U.S Embassy would pay him ‘victims of crime compensation’ 
which would include any lost wages and bonuses. 

But more importantly, teachers should be aware that when they are promised medical insurance, they in fact 
do not have medical insurance, in the sense that most people would take that concept to mean. It is simply self- 
insurance. The teacher is completely dependent upon the school paying up. And if the bill is high the school can go 
bankrupt, leaving you with the bill. 

I have never seen a contract that actually explained this. They all give the false impression of some kind of 
international health insurance. They usually cover you up to several millions of dollars. 

There is no way a private language school would be able to cover you if you had serious problems. 

But of course BKC no longer offer health insurance. 

Remember private health insurance will cost you thousands per year. 

If you get travel insurance, and they prove that you were working, which you are, then you lose all your 
entitlements as well. 

So this is a serious issue to consider when thinking about teaching English overseas. Make no assumptions. 

Now you know what questions to ask. What conditions you need to get in writing. And what will probably 
happen should you actually try to take the school up on their contract. 

So, this is my 'welcome' story to Moscow! 

I reflect on how on the first day of arriving in Poland I was told that the last teacher had arrived at the 
school, and then while waiting outside the school after his first day, had had all his front teeth knocked out by 
someone, and then had gone straight back to the U.K! 

And the teacher I was replacing in Germany had been killed in a car accident, and the company car I was to 
drive, in icy, snow covered, often blizzard conditions, was just recently rated the least safe car on the road by the 
leading German Automotive magazine! 
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But at one point in my talks with Ryan he told me that BKC always sent someone to pick up new teachers 
and to take them to their flats. So why did he end up, like me, making his way alone to the flat? This is just one of 
many things that make me less than 100% confident about Ryan's version of events. 

Like knocking down people in the Metro. Throwing bottles against walls next to people then punching 
them before they even respond. 

And later Ryan tells me that he'd already been mugged and stabbed twice in Saint Louis, in the U.S, where 
he'd had no health insurance. 

Oh, at one point Ryan goes "You're 100% straight, aren't you!’ He says Russian guys approach blacks and 
foreigners. He said that one of his colleagues is considering about maybe trying it. (???) 

I first heard his tale after his mobile began ringing as we were speaking. 

Why is that important? 

Well, the night before he had told me that he did not have a mobile phone??? 

He had called me from the School's phone, and told me when and where to meet him. I had asked him for a 
mobile number in case there were problems. He had said that he did not have a mobile, and that I could rely on him. 

And so now, in his flat, when I hear his mobile ringing, he has apparently come up with this quick 
explanation. The phone is ‘new’. He did not have one the day before, when it would have come in handy! He told 
me his 300 U.S dollar phone had recently been stolen, and 5 of his friends had chipped in to buy him a new one. 

When I asked to swap phone numbers then, he said he was in a hurry, and that I could stay up and wait for 
him that night to do it then. 

On one occasion Ryan told me how he had faked being British in order to get some cash weekend classes at a 
particular school where he said I might find work. 

At first his description of the offer was grand. Huge sums of money and full weekends of work, doing 12 
hours a day. 

But in the end it turned out to be much more modest hourly pay, and only one day, on the occasional 
weekend. Not really worth the effort of traveling there, spending a whole day ‘observing’, and then waiting to see if 
and when I might get a few hours work. 

So that was another of Ryan's ‘unreliability’ tests failed. 

Ryan said he had no health insurance, when I said that one reason I wanted a job was to have health 
insurance. But then he said that when her returns to the U.S he will be going to law school. Which in the U.S is 
quite expensive I would imagine. Not really consistent with having no health insurance. I don't mean traveling 
insurance. I mean actual health insurance in the U.S. He says he lived in the U.S without it when I said I felt 
vulnerable without it here in Moscow. 

Remember that this ‘self-insurance’ business will be of no help to you if you suffer any chronic health 
problems or consequences as a result of an accident or illness. So it is really just a band-aid. It is emergency care. Few 
hospitals in the world will turn away emergency care from someone who really needs it. It is not health insurance as 
most people understand the term. 

Schools are misleading teachers by claiming that they are insured. They are not. Not in the sense that the 
teachers imagine. They are only insured up to the goodwill and honesty of the schools. And up to their willingness 
and ability to pay. And then only for emergency care. 

Any health problems you suffer and take home with you will be your own problem. 

To: Marcus Rehbach (nice that they don't even bother to check the spelling of my name!) 

We regret to inform you that we have to give you a verbal warning. (This ‘verbal’ warning appears to be in 
writing?) We are concerned with your poor teaching performance (just coincidentally after a ‘discussion’ ‘debate’ 
‘argument’ about the teaching methods I was trained in versus her ‘old-school’ methods) at Kuznetsky Most. 
Recruitment has received a written complaint from the Pre-Intermediate group (TT 19:00-21:15) in which the 
students mentioned that they didn't receive enough support from the teacher, the questions were not answered 
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clearly, the grammar was not properly explained (explaining grammar?), and there was lengthy teacher talking time. 
The lesson was very weak and not up to BKC standards of teaching. 

Where to begin? I had been given the wrong class room number and directions. So I came to class a little late 
after spending 20 minutes trying to find it. Most of the students were absent for the first lesson, and then over the 
next few weeks few attended regularly, so it was impossible to ‘continue’ a particular lesson without having to re- 
cover some ground for the students who had missed at least the previous class. 

All the students were adults. Several were quite 'bitchy' from the start. I briefly explained why ‘explaining’ 
grammar with grammar was unproductive. 

I introduced them to my methods. Some students were quite positive. Of course some felt a little challenged 
by being asked to think, rather than just imagine they were learning English by talking about grammar rules. 

Sure, talking about English is safe, nonthreatening, and undemanding. But it is also un-productive. 

The few who felt so confident talking about English grammar, but had proven so inept at actually 
communicating in English, rather than try to adapt and become real learners, sought refuge in complaining. 

What they were doing was complaining that the English language is hard to learn, inconsistent, and so on, 
while channeling all their fears and stress onto the messenger, me. 

In any case I appeared to have swung them around to my methods in a short time. 

The real problem was one or two who were not willing to ‘step-up’ to the real challenges of active learning, 
actually thinking and participating in class and doing practical things not ‘in the textbook’. 

I took them out of their comfort zones. They were ‘good students’. Meaning they were good at filling out 
blanks in textbooks and giving set answers to set questions. 

But in the ‘real-world’ of my classroom they felt really challenged to keep up their previous standing as 'good 
students’. They sort of lost some status. They felt their 'skill' at answering set questions and talking about language 
would no longer maintain their status as 'good students’. Something along those lines anyway. 

The point is that they found it hard to study a hard language in real-world terms, and blamed me for it. They 
blamed me for the English language. Those few who I could imagine maybe, possibly, had actually complained. As I 
said, BKC would not give me any specific names. In fact I doubted anyone had complained at all. 

The students, as far as I could tell, had ultimately responded well to my approach. They appeared to really 
take to my methods. A combination of text-book content placed in real-world contexts, with value-added and dis- 
value discarded. 

If only the students actually attended regularly, it would have worked splendidly. 

But few if any attended regularly. 

And so each lesson I had to re-cover some of the previous work. 

Even text-book work. And so the lessons were very difficult to manage. They would have been difficult, even 
if I had just kept exactly to the scripted text of the books. 

It was an impossible situation. As usual, lazy undisciplined students blamed me for them not turning up to 
classes, and for all the added difficulties that placed on trying to teach them. Problems quite apart from the usual 
problems of teaching a language that was never actually ‘constructed’ from grammar rules. And if that was not 
enough. Trying to teach it to students who had successfully learned continental European languages that bad been 
so constructed. 

One big problem is that students feel they are 'good students’ as they successfully learned their own language 
and other languages like French, using grammatical rules and so on. 

They don't understand that English is a ‘bastard’ language in more ways than one. 

See my ‘History of the development of the English language' for details. I researched and wrote that paper in 
an attempt to explain to students why the methods they had successfully employed in learning other languages were 
not suited to English, as it was a totally different beast. I have since published a book ‘Optimal English’ which 
explains my method, and explains why it is optimal. 
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Well, as they say ' A good deed never goes unpunished’, so I was blamed by students for students not 
attending regularly, even by those very same students. 

The others complained that I had to explain some things ‘again’ for students who had not attended the last 
classes. 

Rather than accept responsibility for their own actions, they sought to put the blame on me. As usual it was 
and is always the most stupid of people who behave the most arrogantly. 

And as usual it is the teacher, me, who became the scapegoat for the administrative mistakes of the school 
management. 

They had made the room and timetable mistakes, but they would never stoop to explain this to the students, 
who were left with the impression that I, the teacher, was responsible for all the stuff-ups. The students just assumed 
that I was late because of my own fault. 

The most absurd thing the head teacher ever said to me was that BKC use the “communicative approach’. 

What a laugh. 

That was the exact approach I had been trained in at University. The BKC approach was almost nothing 
like it. 

It was much more like a grammar-translation approach. 

I have no idea what gave the head teacher the idea that what they did at BKC was anything at all like a 
‘communicative approach’. 

The head teacher used terms like ‘Authentic-Restricted-Clarified’, "Teach-test-teach’, "Task-based 
learning’...!!! PPP _ Present, Practice, Production’...blah blah blah. 

But what it all boiled down to in reality, in the BKC lessons, was ‘rush through the text-books, pretend they 
have mastered the things the book claims they will have learned by the end of the lessons, pretend that the student- 
student interactions were authentic and productive, pretend, pretend, teach lessons, test, learn grammar rules, 
pretend such rules exist and are helpful, ... pretend you are teaching and they are learning...rush through the text 
book, mark homework, give tests...pretend they are learning...BS...all BS...and I was not willing to play that game. 

I felt obliged to provide value for money. The students had paid a lot of money, and I felt an obligation to see 
that they got something for it...not BS...not BKC BS. 

I had a really communicative method that was productive and rewarding. As long as students were prepared 
to make the effort, and management were prepared to give me a chance to make it work, rather than treat me like a 
student teacher. 

As usual, the BKC head teachers made no effort to consider the merits of my approach, as their approach 
was really just grammar based, when it came down to it. 

Their approach was probably suitable maybe to teaching French, or even German. But definitely not 
English. 

While the other BKC teachers pretended they were getting results, I actually got results. 

True, it was harder, a bit more chaotic, definitely requiring more application and attention, but it was 
creative, and efficacious at producing authentic English language skills that could be used in real life, with 
confidence. 

The absurdity of BKC is the notion that you could teach English ‘rules’, and that I did not correct students 
enough. If I had followed the textbooks the students would have been supposedly correcting themselves! I have no 
idea where that criticism could possibly have come from??? 

The BKC teacher's guide states that we must teach grammar directly, as the assumption that it can be 
learned inductively, indirectly, ‘naturally’ is a mistake. 


The textbooks BKC have chosen contain heaps of explicit grammar questions. Not exercises, but questions 
about grammar. There is no practice of collocations or syntax. Just direct grammar. WTF??? 
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The times the head teacher (Ados) gave me, and the ones the students had been given, were totally out of 
whack! I began teaching at the time the Ados told me, then halfway through more students arrived, expecting the 
class to start much later, and finish much later, so I ended up teaching till much later, and losing my break. 

And so I finished very late according to my schedule, and too early according to some of the student's 
timetables. So of course some parents complained and then the Ados complained to me! 

As if I was responsible for the mistakes. 

She had been the one who had written up both my schedule and the student's timetables???? WTF???? 

This was typical of BKC poor organisation, and typical of most of my experience with such chains. 

It was only the family run places, like the one in Germany, which seemed to be organised. Would you be 
surprised to hear they were German? 

Someone at BKC, well at least one, is a moron. They have replaced the top seats of the toilet seats. The one 
that covers the actual toilet seat. The one that people for some reason always leave up anyway. So why even have it? 

I had removed these seat tops as they made it impossible for the actual toilet seat to stay up while anyone 
urinated in standing. So the seats got covered in urine as lazy kids didn't bother to hold the seat up. And now they 
were covered in urine again. WTF??? 

Anyway, BKC apparently found a cheaper teacher to take my classes. So they have made up some specious 
pretext to fire me. Fine by me. I could not bear the stupid-arrogance of some students, and worse, the leading 
teacher, any more. 

I had really only worked there as I had been so desperate to find somewhere to /ive. In the mean-time I had 
been scouting out alternatives. So when they ‘fired’ me I was not at all concerned. 

But getting paid did prove a big concern. The school took out the rent we had agreed to, but would not state 
this on my pay form. I wanted a statement that I had paid them 440 U.S for one month’s rent of a tiny room in a 
tiny shared flat in an outlying Moscow suburb. This made it hard to calculate what they had actually paid me, and 
for what hours. 

Then, after all that stress, actually collecting my pay proved a real ‘Douglas Adams' type venture. After 
finding the pay office, which was opposite the Kremlin, I was sent by someone up to the 7th floor. We then went 
down to the first floor. We were then called up to the 7th floor. They then had not apparently prepared my pay, as 
had been promised to me at the school. There was real confusion about what I had worked. The pay slip stated 32 
hours, but I had worked 51. Why did they need to add so much stress to the situation? 

First not living up to the contract, then firing me without being honest as to why. 

All the rubbish bullshit I had to endure from the leading teacher, defensive about only having some silly 
private TESOL certificate, but imagining somehow that this piece of paper entitled her to criticise the TESOL 
education I had received at University as part of a Graduate Diploma in Education. 

The TESOL certificate 'dogma' was so outdated, and ineffective, but she had the power to ramble on about 
its superiority, despite the fact that she appeared to never have considered any alternatives to the narrow dogma of 
her ‘training’. 

During all this stress, another teacher just walked in, and rudely interrupted my clearly stressful interaction, 
more or less insisting they not have to wait even a moment, expecting me to just wait while they got paid, 
immediately upon arriving at the office 

Had they never encountered the concept of ‘queue’? Of waiting your turn? I have already been stuffed 
around for 30 minutes, when I had been promised it would only take 'a minute’. I am really in a hurry, with so much 
to do. But the rudely intruding teacher continues to try to interrupt us after I insist that I really have to get this 
sorted. It seems this other teacher had been over-paid, and clearly her interruption would not last, as she suggested, 
‘just two minutes’. 

Remember I had been promised it would only take me 'a minute’ to get paid. I had even called the day before 
to ensure that everything would be prepared and ready. 
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I called the day before to give them a chance to check everything before I got there. I had explicitly asked 
them to, explaining to them that I really was rushed off my feet trying to sort out my life in Moscow. 

But of course they had not done any checking whatsoever. They had stuffed it all up. 5 minutes later I was 
still waiting. But for what? 

After half an hour the pay lady simply went off without any explanation. 

The recruiter at BKC was bland. O.K. Boring people in a very poorly rewarded industry. But the person who 
was responsible for scheduling the lessons was downright rude, aggressive, and insulting. 


305 


A little ray of sunshine 

For the September celebration of the founding of Moscow in 860, the government sprayed some chemical 
into the clouds to disperse them, and ensure a sunny day. I'd never heard of such a thing before. Apparently it was 
typical Soviet policy to ensure that official days of celebration would be sunny. 

‘Sunny’ tells me about a potential job offer as a sort of 'at-call' personal tutor to a busy businessman. I would 
be teaching him in his car, between business meetings, and in his office. We are going to meet today. I am not sure if 
he smokes. It would be impossible to take the job if he does. If he smokes I will pass on the job and tell Ryan about it. 

Ryan has 20 hours over Saturday and Sunday, at 20 U.S an hour, he says. That would be 400 U.S just for the 
weekend! He says some students will pay up to 80 U.S an hour for a tutor. More about this fascinating character 
later. 

Both of these possibilities give me some hope that it is worth trying to stay in Moscow. 

I think about what I should put in any agreement with Alexei, my potential new employer. Holidays? 
Private health insurance? Notice to be given? Use of flat? Should I bother with these things? No-one ever honors 
their contracts, so why bother? Humans need lawyers to compel them to do the right thing. They only demand that 
others honor their agreements with them!! Everyone finds they have justification in breaking agreements. They only 
complain when they are the victim. 

We, my potential new boss and I, are supposed to be meeting on Thursday. 

Alexei calls to talk about our Thursday meeting. 

He informs me that he will be gone for two weeks. Will that job fall through too? 

I pack and re-pack, deciding what I should take if the new job does fall through. I will keep as few things as 


possible. Carrying stuff around when you are homeless is just a burden. 
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The Weekend School 

The work that Ryan told me about, of course after he had decided he wouldn't do it himself, turned out to 
be much less attractive than he had described, in terms of hours and days and pay. 

Anton, the owner, never returned any of my SMS's or called as he had promised. 

In fact I later find out that he lives quite close. He could easily have come over to talk, or given me his 
address. I could have walked over to his flat. I even offered to work for much less than the standard minimum, and 
even at short notice. I am fed up with him. No point bothering with him. Why waste my time? 

When he does finally offer me some work it is only the odd bits of weekends that Anton himself doesn't 
want. 

The original deal was for a complete weekend, 20 or 24 hours or so. The pay had been calculated on that 
basis of such continual hours. You could afford to accept less per hour because you had them all lined up and 
continuous. So when he offers me only, say, 6 hours, that means that he should pay more per hour, given the early 
start and reasonably long trip to get here. But he offers only the same hourly rate, and only bits and pieces of 
weekends as suits him, and at short notice. When I talk to him about possible work he says he'll call back, so I wait 
up, but so far he has never called. So I have waited up for his phone calls for nothing. I try to ask a quick question and 
he commands ‘Listen Please!’ 

The next day Anton SMS's to apologise ‘I'm sorry for any inconvenience’ and so on, for his constant changes 
in plans, and for never calling back when he promises. He seems to want to ‘farm me out’, to take x dollars and pay 
me X — his share. No way. This is bad for me, my motivation, and for students. The arrangements are too 
complicated for my liking. He will get more from them than I will. He also wanted 'meetings' to discuss the lessons. 
In other words more unpaid work for me. No way! 

I still haven't been able to work out if I would be working for him, or if he would be ‘farming me out’. He is 
never transparent. He makes it impossible to work out what is going on. 

I wonder about the theory of the author of ‘Celestine Prophecy’. His theory is that life is all about who can 
get the most attention from everyone around them. Through this they suck up as much power as they can. 

In a way this theory does have some basis in reality. Some people deliberately talk slowly, leave you 
wondering and needing to ask questions, and so they hold you in a kind of ‘thrall’. They hold your attention, and 
become the focus of your energy. They do, in a way, steal your energy, as the author contends. But in the author's 
case, it is probably about a distant father and people just generally ignoring him. It is no basis for an entire 
philosophy. But apparently he has sold millions of books, and they are making a movie of his novel. I haven't read it 
yet. If I ever come across a copy I will though. 

Now as soon as I feel tension building up in my neck etc I will tell it to ‘fuck off, as no ‘thinking’ is worth 
that pain...it is not productive...no matter how perfectly I anticipate interactions, and how perfectly I formulate my 
language and express my arguments, no matter how perfectly compelling they are, people will just deny them...so 
what is the point...you see this is my problem, compulsive anticipation of scenarios, in the hope of being able to 
compel people to acknowledge the validity of the arguments I have to offer...but they don't want to...they don't have 
to, so they don't...and they appear to gain a real malicious satisfaction, 'shadenfreude' at being able to dismiss me and 
my compelling arguments... and as I anticipate the interactions, I feel the same tension I would have felt in the actual 
interactions, and this brings on stress, tension, and migraines, nausea and so on...so I suffer even when I am not 
actually interacting, but simply ‘preparing for battle’. 

I feel my breathing get shallow, the tension rise in my neck and face...and all for nothing in the end...no 
matter how well I prepare, my enemy does not have to admit defeat...which is what it is all about for them...for me it 
is about improving the world...for them it is just about winning some argument, being able to dismiss some 
inconvenient, and possibly threatening (in terms of threatening their benefits, profits, pleasure and so on) fact ... 
they can deny reality...they can ridicule me...they can pretend they are right by ganging up on me...kill the 
messenger...just ignore them...laugh at them... which is why most became jesters...about the only place you can speak 
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the truth is in comedy...about the only accepted medium for honesty in human life is in comedy...stand-up...and so 
on. 
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Moscow Television 

Old soviet footage shows children letting doves fly free...but one just drops dead right in front of the camera. 
Of course an official is quick to collect the bird. 

After midnight erect penises and pussies being fingered. I recall how on Polish television I saw a man laying 
down with a huge erect penis, while the woman sat astride him and directed it into her pussy...in that most Catholic 
of nations...and on ‘free to air’ television! 

Some guy talks in a monotonous voice over most (English) films and series. I get Futurama and Simpsons, 
and hear enough for it to be enjoyable. But that voice-over really gets on my nerves. It is hard not to get frustrated 
and thus suffer migraines. I have to turn up the volume louder than I would by choice, simply to hear the original 
English soundtrack that is playing in the background. No effort had been made to edit it. 

MTV has a ‘skeletal stars’ special. The media go on and on about how hard it is to be an attractive female. 
They never talk about how hard it is to be a sexy male. Men have to starve and excercise at least as hard as women do. 
They are under the same pressure and health risks as women. The bullshit notion that 'I can eat what I want and not 
get fat' is just men not willing to admit they starve themselves, that they are victims of the same ambitions and 
physical cravings. They like to imagine they are ‘in control’ and all that. 

It just doesn't go with the tough image, dieting. But they cannot eat that much more than the women do. 

The fact is that slim is sexy, and you have to make sacrifices to attain the ideal figure. But most people are not 
sexy, and so they try to spin their not being slim into some sort of superiority. Like Plato deriding epicureans, when 
in fact the epicureans obey the age old wisdom of the Oracle at Delphi ‘In all things, moderation’. 

But moderation doesn’t give you a six pack or a film or music career whether you are female or male. Only 
slavish self-denial does that. The sacrifice of one desire to attain another desire that is desired even more. 

I note that my DVD player gets warm even on standby, so I assume it must be consuming electricity. Also 
you have to mute it before you turn it on, otherwise it 'blows' the speakers. 

It becomes really irritating to see how news presenters all around the world put on the same ‘act’, as if they 
are hard-hitting news-hounds with very serious and important news to share with the viewer. 

This becomes most clear after you have been around the world, and seen how they all wear the same ‘mask’. 
It becomes clear that it is all a contrived impression. All the presenters appear the same. As if they are all investigative 
reporters. When clearly most of them are not. And so this leads me to suspect that the ones who were more 
convincing are no more authentic than their less convincing cousins. 

They are all the same. All acting so self-important and as if they have such important things to share with us, 
demanding our attention...so phony...and rarely revealing anything about what is really going on in the world...just 
rehashing the same crappy, bland, not-NEWS...such as a pop-star showing the world her pussy, and so on. How on 
earth is that news? Nice pussy though, got to admit! 

I am so dazed lately. I see an actor on television wearing a tight black v-neck t-shirt. I don't like it at first. But 
then suddenly I find that I do like it, and wish I had one just like it. Then I realise I have several just like it. In fact I 
am wearing one just like it this very moment!!! Go figure??? 

One day I find myself walking along the river in Moscow down from the Kremlin, along virtually deserted 
streets. Remember that in Moscow most businesses open at 10 a.m, so if you go into town earlier, you find it almost 
empty. Like the first time I was in Red Square. While walking along the river embankment I suddenly realise I am at 
the exact spot where, in the film I saw last night on television, some thugs killed a man and threw him into the river!! 
I feel a little vulnerable. It is just so empty. Iam completely alone. Anything could happen. 

Crocodile Dundee was on television yesterday too. I can't remember ever before having watched it from end 
to end. It is actually very good. 
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Moscow traffic and shopping 

You will be surprised that everyone else in Moscow seems to have chosen the same unusual hour as you to 
travel or to go shopping. 

Of course peak hour is peak hour in any city. No, what I mean is something entirely queerer. 

For example you might find your train packed at 12 midnight, or find yourself in a traffic Jam at 2 a.m. 
Everyone else seems to have the same bright idea of going shopping at 2 a.m to avoid the crowds. 

Or like me you might find the supermarket almost empty on a Saturday at 10a.m, when by rights you should 
expect to wait for at least 30 minutes at the checkouts. 

Supermarket employees ensured me that sometimes people waited hours to get through the checkout. After 
having so many lucky experiences with empty supermarkets at times I had expected them to be busy, I discovered for 
myself that they had not mislead me. It can take hours to get through the checkout in the largest supermarkets. This 
was the reason why Gerhann shopped at a more expensive chain, and insisted we do also. Only he was not very Zen. 
He didn’t even bother checking if the cheaper supermarket was busy. He was angry with me when I did. He did not 
even care when I returned before he had finished his own shopping with my bags full, to explain that the place was 
empty, and so much cheaper, and with a much larger vareity than where he had insisted we all shop. 

For the record I shopped at Ashan, while Gerhann and the other teachers shopped at Stockmans. 

My recommendation to anyone shopping on a busy day would be to go in, get a trolley, wait in line, and then 
send your shopping comrades to start filling the trolley as you edge towards the checkouts. 

My own experience kept contradicting Gerhann's about almost everything, it seems that there was some 
truth in his apparent exaggerations. The point with him was that he made absolutely no effort to actually check to 
see if today the cheap supermarket lines were busy or not. 

He was just lazy. He would direct us all to shop at the most expensive supermarket 'Stockmans'. But I was 
the philosopher, and had to see for myself. So I went off to the huge cheap supermarket in the same complex and 
found it virtually empty. And each time I was there with them, or by myself, I never had to wait very long. Often I 
didn't have to wait at all. 

So I bought the same items, and could select from a much wider range than Gerhann and the others, and 
easily paid at least 30% less on every item. Some items were around half the price of Stockmans. 

Ashan, apparently is some sort of bird? The supermarket chain has a little bird as its logo. 

Later I found a chemist that had a Kangaroo as its logo! 

I finally found and got to a music store. Guitar picks were about 1 U.S. But the shop would not take my 
1000 Ruble note. I pointed to the ‘Chez’ Guevara’ guitar with the iconic picture of that famous Socialist. They 
laughed. I said "You don't like?’ They responded that ‘He killed people’. It was true. But I noted, ‘but not as many as 
Lenin’, ‘and you all seem to still like Lenin?’. As I left the shop they appeared to be laughing amongst themselves. 

I put the 50c for 500g Russian brown bread on the heater to 'crispen’, now that they are putting it in plastic 
bags. They sell some the old way, but it sells out straight away. You'd think the supermarkets would notice this and 
get the idea that perhaps the customers want the bread sold the old way. Then it is like cake. Crisp and crunchy 
outside, and moist like cake inside. Yum. But after a few weeks of my arrival, it seems every shop in Moscow stopped 
selling this bread in big racks, and only offered it pre-packed in plastic. What a disappointment. I wonder if the flu 
epidemic we are hearing so much about had something to do with that. 

Maybe the saddest things I saw in Moscow were in the supermarkets. Fish and crayfish, still barely living, 
cramped into little glass tanks. For sale. It broke my heart. I just wanted to do something to help. It is so wrong. How 
on earth can people be so hard hearted and cruel? 

When I get home to the flat the lights are out. Ryan? I checked the plumbing, and it appeared to have been 
fixed. So the plumber had been in. But the door was locked by someone who knew the special ‘trick’ required to get 
it to lock properly. 


310 


I notice how an electronics store have stolen all of MediaMarkt's color scheme, logos, and general ‘look’. This 
explained why the actual MediaMarkt stores were Pink in Moscow. The ‘copy cat’ chain must have opened first! 

Jobs at MediaMarkt are considered very desirable. Simply because, unlike most Moscow employers, the 
company always pay their employees. And usually on the dates they are supposed to. I think I’ve written more on 
this elsewhere in this diary? 

We had to drive 2.2km to do a U turn near Moscow Circus. It took over 20 minutes. 3 cars were using each 
single lane. The traffic merely inched forward. 

One day I got to the shops, got to the register, and then couldn't find my ‘purse’. I looked frantically for it 
everywhere. In my backpack, in all its pockets. I went home, worried about the loss. And of course as soon as I go to 
open the door I check my breat pocket, the internal one in my favorite grey jacket. And there it was!! As usual I do ‘a 
Markus’. I put something in the most logical place, and then only look there last! 

In the supermarket the security guy checked my backpack thoroughly as I left. People are not really supposed 
to take them into the store. But I insisted. All my things are in it, including water. The next time I shop there we 
both laugh. He is young and doesn't even have a uniform. 

I note how prices at the same retail chains, only 10km apart, can vary greatly. For example a 50cent 
difference for 1L of soymilk, and 1 dollar difference for tea. It might be market research, to see what effect, if any, 
significant price changes have on buyers. If one store sells the same quantity of soymilk at the higher price, then they 
will just increase it at every store, I imagine. Or are the stores independently operated? 

For the first time in four months I get stuck in a queue at a supermarket in Moscow. It moves impossibly 
slowly. The register operators are not fast and efficient like the ones we are used to in Australia or Germany. They 
take their time and every move is casual and without any sense of urgency. I guess they get paid too little to care. I am 
told that this sort of queue is ‘typical’. Then why is this my first time in 4 months? I buy a water filter and a 
Ramstore client card, to get the discount on it! 

I got a bit anxious to try the 1000 Ruble note I had received in change at the markets, in case it was a fake. 
The cashier didn't want to take it either, but I said that I had nothing smaller. She held it under a bench and looked 
at it (under a fluorescent light?) and then accepted it. I was relieved. But maybe the other two 1000 ruble notes I 
have are false? I had recently read about 1000 Rbl forgeries appearing on the street. If I had a forgery, it would cost 
me about 100 U.S when I had to give it up. And I had gotten mine from the markets, from vendors selling MP3 
compilation CDs!! 

I finally found a decent, value for money vitamin...with 15mg Zinc...why do the others have only 1 or Smg? 
They advertise ‘full spectrum’ but when you look at the details, you find they only cover a few percent of the 
recommended daily allowance (RDA) of most of the vitamins and minerals. So while they may cover the entire 
alphabet, they don’t cover your vitamin needs. They have a bit of each letter of the alphabet, but by no means 
represents an ‘insurance policy’ that you will get your RDA...one more frustration with misleading advertising. 

Sadly, a few days after I arrived, supermarkets started putting their bread in plastic bags...ruining it...the first 
few days the bread arrived just in trays, open to the air, and so it had a lovely crisp and crunchy crust... YUM...and 
inside it was as moist as cake... YUM and YUM... about the only cheap food in Moscow was this sort of lovely brown 
bread and milk...and now they had gone and ruined it ... what had been virtually 'cake' was now just bread... (A few 
years later in other countries I noted how the supermarket bakeries began selling the bread the old way again, leaving 
it open to the air in trays... YES!!!) 

I find pain relievers with 400 mg ibuprofen and codeine. You can buy them in the supermarket. Unlike 
Germany where you need to pay a doctor for the privilege of being able to buy your own pain relief. 

I try a new fruit, large as a grapefruit, but sort of honey-sweet, though dry in a funny way, but with huge 
segments. 

Russians have a different set of standards and definitions when it comes to alcohol. A ‘cooler’ is typically 


8.9% alcohol, and beer is 9%. A 5% cooler is defined as ‘light’. 
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You can buy 20 market brand cigarettes for less than 2 AUD. 

Coffee is ridiculously cheap. For about 1 AUD you can buy 250g of drinkable ground coffee! And good 
Tchibo coffee from Germany is about 2 AUD for 250g. I note that it is stamped for sale in Eastern European 
markets only. 

On entering the supermarket I have to ‘negotiate’ with security for them to allow me to take my backpack in. 
I remember Gerhann saying that they would never let you into a supermarket with a bag of stuff from another shop, 
let alone a shopping trolley. There was some truth in this. Most people left their stuff in big lockers outside the 
entrance. But I did take stuff in quite a lot, including a shopping trolley. Like most of what Gerhann said, it had 
never been tested by him. He had made some casual observation or been told something, and had just taken it for 
granted. I think it was him who said no-one wore sandals in Moscow , resulting in me leaving two pairs of the most 
comfortable, and new, sandals I had ever owned behind in Poland. 

Russian tomato paste is a waste of money. It is gray and flavorless. Some other glass containers have weird 
lids. I open them with a bottle opener bit by bit. No idea how you are supposed to open them. And I have a brilliant 
can-opener (I think from Moscow Ikea). I still have it. It is the best can opener ever! 

Because Gerhann (?) had told me that Russians NEVER wear sandals, or walk around with no shirts on, I 
had left my sandals for Edyta's cousin. And when I arrive I find everyone wearing sandals, and loads of guys walking 
around with no shirts. It is summer. And my feet are cooking in my shoes. So I buy a pair of plastic sandals, joking 
that they will last a week at most. And after one week they are already in pieces. 

At first I found it so hard to find supermarkets. Ryan kept promising to show me. After my third attempt to 
get him to show me a supermarket, he did show me. It was in about the only place I had zot looked. Just my luck. I 
get things at the very last chance. If there are 3 alternatives that are wrong, I will always select them before finding 
the fourth right one. That is, if I remember the 3 wrong ones! 

Many Moscow shops are old Soviet style ones where you are not allowed to get the goods yourself. You have 
to ask one of the shop assistants to get the stuff for you. Really tedious. And full of pushy old people. I was very 
happy when I finally found western style markets where I could just walk down aisles. 

The metro supermarkets have these cute little ‘mini’ shopping trolleys! 

Ramstore supermarkets have a blue kangaroo for a logo! 

Ashan have a little bird as a logo. That is the one where Gerhann assured me I would have to wait for hours, 
but where I didn't have to wait at all. He just assumed that it was always packed. So he never bothered testing. It 
would have taken him all of two minutes to go down to see that on some days it is empty. And those days are not 
predictable. We were there Saturday morning, when by rights it should be packed. But it was empty. Just goes to 
show that living life as a philosopher, a ‘skeptic’ , a Zen ‘seeker’ who always has their mind open, and never assumes 
anything, does occasionally provide benefits. 

For some reason the public buses do not actually go to the biggest MEGAMARKT with the Ashan 
supermarket, and Ikea. 

Just outside Ikea are the iron crosses which mark the furthest point the Nazi invaders got before being 
driven back home by Stalin's forces. 

But you can find free buses from particular metro stations. Just look for the logos on the bus, and see where 
people are lining up to get on. You catch the same bus back once you are done shopping. It is a free service. One of 
the few freebies in Moscow. They offer these because these large shopping centers are out of the way of public 
transport. The busses are really packed, as you might expect. So you might have to wait for the next one. But they are 
regular! 

I note a ‘Rip Curl’ store in a Moscow suburb. About as far from Australia and any surf culture as I could 
imagine! 


312 


Misha 

Misha's last haircut cost him 44 U.S and the hairdresser had told him that they did not have change for a 
1000 Ruble bill, expecting that he would 'tip' them the equivalent of 36 U.S dollars! He felt she was insulting his 
intelligence, expecting such a large tip. He had paid, but would never go back there again. His daughter has 10 ‘baby’ 
dolls. 

Misha says that for about 5 years during soviet times, all they had to eat was bread, salt, and vegetable oil. 
The only fruit and vegetables they ever saw were those they had grown themselves in summer, like tomatoes and 
cucumbers. 

An amusing incident occurred in a large parking lot outside a shopping center. We came out to find 
someone had parked in such a way that they had blocked Misha’s car in the car park. The driver had left a message 
on the car window, with his number. Misha called the number. He then tried his central locking thingy several 
times. But his car does not respond. Then suddenly he realises that this Honda is not Ais car. It is an identical one. 
He is parked a few meters away!! 

And that reminds me how once, while I was waiting for Alexei, a silver Lexus 4WD car pulled up near my 
house, and so I opened the door and got in, to the surprise of the driver. It was not Alexei's car! Misha tells me how 
his wife once did the same thing!! 

His daughter Eva, or 'Yeffa', walked into the glass doors of her child-care center and broke her nose...there 
was no tape across the glass to warn people, as you would expect. Her mother was furious at the center. 

Misha tells me marriage is '80%' good! He doesn't want to cheat, but he does like to talk with other women, 
and his wife is jealous. He tells me how a hot woman at his casino work-place directly stated to him that she wanted 
to sleep with him, and didn't mind that he was married. 

Misha tells me how he used to meditate on the banks of the Don River. Wild boars would graze nearby, and 
birds would land on him. He regrets all the diversions of job, car, money, restaurants, entertainment and so on that 
distract him from his previously simple life. His wife recommended he take up meditation again, he tells me. But 
they live in a one room apartment, so he finds it hard to find the peace and quiet he would need to concentrate and 
relax. 

Misha says he sometimes did not eat for up to 3 days before a Tae Kwon Do tournament, and how on the 
third day the trees and so on all seemed more vibrant, alive, radiant, and full of life. 

I was touched when Misha recounted his conversations with his wife, before they were married, about how 
much money they would need. She didn't care at all about money, as long as they had enough to live and enjoy each 
other's company. 

Now ¢hat is the kind of woman you can really love. A woman that wants you for yourself. She was a nurse, 
and had calculated that they could live from her salary alone if they had to. I had mentioned Tesco's, or some similar 
supermarket, and how I had found good cheap clothing there. She had come back the other day really happy with a 
new top she had bought from the supermarket. If only I could find a woman so unspoiled and so happy with the 
simple things in life. She was genuinely happy with the top. 

Sort of ironically, she had bought Misha a 1000 U.S watch, as he had to make a good impression at work. He 
worked as a manager in a casino chain. He had one expensive suit for work. Otherwise he was as unpretentious as 
anyone I had ever met. I really liked him and his family, and am sad we lost contact. 

So that is that I guess. But I would love to know how they are getting on, and whether they are still in 
Moscow or have moved back to his family in Rostov on Don. He owns a small flat there. He told me how he used to 
go to the river to meditate, and how he missed that feeling of oneness with nature that he had there. He and his 
family were so warm hearted and natural. Characters fit for any Russian novel! 

Misha told me how previously he had lived with a girl for 9 years. After the first 6 months, he said, they were 
more like brother and sister. It is one reason he hates his wife's jealousy. He says he doesn't want to sleep with other 
women, but he does like to flirt with them. 
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His daughter Y'eva, according to him, places sharpened pencils on the floor face up, and then dives on them, 
leaving scars on her stomach. I recall having seen a beautiful slim girl poking at a wound on her leg with a sharp stick. 

I was sitting with Y'eva. She put her face right up close to mine and was about to kiss me on the lips. I had no 
problem with this, but didn't want to make Misha jealous, or generally upset her parents, so I held her away. She 
forcefully kept trying to kiss me. She then pretended she was going to bite my nose, which I acted as if she had 
originally intended. I had to use all my strength to keep her at a slight distance. It is a pity that girls seem to grow out 
of their affection for me! 

Her parents expressed concern and chided her. I am not sure if they were worried that she had offended me 
or what. It is hard to say with different cultures expressing different levels of physical intimacy with children. Y'eva is 
gorgeous. It took a while before she would stop. She then snuggled up to me, her head on my shoulder. I don't want 
to make her dad jealous. She is 5? or 6? Her parents say she won't eat. Misha says he was the same as a child. He only 
ate when he went to the river. His wife Sweta touched me on the arm. Her soft hand appeared to linger on my 
tricep. She had come to invite me to the kitchen where Misha already was. She'd cooked a traditional meal which is 
cooked in the oven inside little earthenware pots. It was hot. It was very good! 

Misha told me, with his wife laughing, how they had found Y’eva fast-forwarding the new Simpsons film to 
the spot where Bart was naked. Misha had come in and noticed. Then another time Y'eva had asked if she could 
watch the film, and had said she promised not to watch the part where Bart was naked. This saddened me. Surely 
parents should make it clear to children that sexual curiosity, and interest in sex, is natural and good. There is no 
reason anyone should feel guilty about sexual desires and interests. And this brings to mind her 'self-harming' 
behaviors, which are most likely linked to sexual guilt. Freud would have a field-day with the ‘diving face down onto 
sharpened upright pencils’. 

Misha tells me that Y'eva once asked, after playing the SIMs video game, whether 'God plays with us like 
mum plays with the SIMs characters in the PS2 game’ !!! 

Speaking of PSP2 games. At the markets you can leave your PS2 console with them for one hour and they 
will re-program the chip so it will play unlicensed games. They keep only one copy of each illegal game in a glass 
vitrine, and if you want it you have to open the cabinet yourself. These are all measures against the ‘video game 
police’. Others have the illegal games under the official ones. The official ones cost about 100 U.S, and beneath 
them the pirated copies are about 10 U.S. But you have to ask specifically for the copy. 

Misha tells me how female students work as prostitutes for about 100 U.S. The catch is they first arrange a 
meeting where they can see the potential ‘John’, but he cannot see them. They then decide if they are willing to do 
the potential client or not. Imagine that! Being rejected by a whore! But for the sex-workers it is a good idea. And 
for the Johns too, as the sex is bound to be better if the girl doesn't absolutely loathe them! 

And when you consider the cost of entertaining a girl on the hope of getting laid, 100 U.S is a good deal. At 
least you know you will be getting laid. And no risk of psycho bitches making huge scenes when you don't want to 
see them again. No need to lie. An honest transaction. And to think how often men shell out and the girl doesn't put 
out! 

This of course also saves the females too, who otherwise would get hurt by men lying to them to get what 
they need. The only complaint most women have is that the whores are too cheap! What man would risk investing 
in girls without any security of getting a return, when they can be guaranteed a good night for 100 U.S. For anyone 
on a decent, tax-free cash income, 100 U.S isn't that much. And we must remember that many guys could never get a 
good looking girl to have sex with them under any other circumstances, so in this case it is a really good deal. Why 
shell out for drinks and dinner, over and over, just for the chance of maybe getting laid by an ordinary looking 
female?? 

In my case it would make it possible to have sex without feeling guilty that I cannot offer much more than 
that! 
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My impression that Misha was jealous of the affection his daughter Y'eva showed me proved correct. He 
complained to me that Y'eva sort of ignores him when other adults, such as relatives, visit them. He even once asked 
her 'Loobish Papa?’ , meaning ‘do you love Papa?’. He said that after a few days ignoring him she is usually 
affectionate towards him again, or in his own words 'fond' of him. 

Misha tells me how, during the entire 9 years he was with another woman, he had not once thought about 
having children. But within one week with his wife, he and his wife had decided to have children together. He loves 
her. But then he said that he now thought it didn't matter if you loved your wife or not. Cryptic? 

He said he always looked at other women, but his wife ‘jokingly’ threatened that she'd cut him up and eat 
him, ifhe cheated. But she seems to seek my attention. 

One thing I hate about women is how they seem to use other men to make their husbands jealous. They 
don't seem even to care if it leads to fights and actual bodily harm. They seem to imagine that their ends justify any 
means. 

But I don't get this feeling from his wife. But she does seem to want my attention. She leans over and reveals 
her cleavage, which is considerable and very attractive. And when she went to the bathroom she looked back and 
seemed to be hoping that my eyes would be following her. I noted this from the corner of my eye, as I would not risk 
offending Misha. 

This all made me realise how even your own daughter could be a source of heartache. Misha commented, a 
bit resentfully it seemed to me, that his daughter was a good actor. This has been man's complaint about woman as 
long as I can recall! 

Misha seems intelligent, caring, and has a good sense of humor. He also cares about his spiritual / 
philosophical side. He says that reading ‘Osho’ had ‘produced a change in his brain’. 

Of course Osho is all about realising your desires. He is the aspirational person's guru. He is the rich person's 
guru. No talk about justice and redistribution of wealth. Osho teaches you to feel good about success. It is the 
universe’s goal for you. Nothing to feel guilty about. Strive for personal success. Visualise that success, and it will 
come to you!! The appeal is obvious. 

Nothing is free in this world! You have to accept that. You will pay for every pleasure with some form of 
pain. Either accept that like Nietzsche, or reject life, like Buddha, Socrates, and co. 
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The beautiful accountant 

One of the participants who regularly attended the weekend English classes I gave was an accountant who 
was soon to leave for Cyprus. 

She told me, in the Metro on the way home from the weekend English classes, that Russian men can only 
bond when they are drunk. It is the only time they talk about their feelings. 

But as far as I can tell, Russian women really want men only as means towards their own ends, marriage and 
children. And few people respond well to the realisation that they are merely being used as means to another’s ends. 
Rather than as ends in themselves. What I mean is that men want women for their own sake. To have a woman. 
Whereas most women seem to want men only if they can offer something extrinsic. If they bring something to the 
negotiation table other than themselves. 

She was no exception. I was not the only one to note that in all the time we had spoken with her about her 
upcoming move to Cyprus and marriage, she had not once mentioned anything like feelings, let alone love or passion. 

It was all about how successful and secure a businessman he was, and how he wanted children. 

the train she re-iterated that her main motive for living was to have children. So it seems hard of her to be 
criticising Russian men for only ‘opening-up’ when they are drunk. 

Russian men have it hard enough, just surviving themselves. And then to be compelled to become 
responsible for other living beings, even ones that do not exist yet, is enough to press down on the ‘joy of living’ of 
anyone. 

They know they are being used by women as means to the women's own ends. Just tools for reproduction 
and ‘nesting’. She told me straight out that having children was her only purpose in life, as if that was self- 
explanatory! She had ‘given up on Russian men’. She was ‘ambitious’. Any man would have to have a good job and 
his own flat to interest her. 

But Misha has a good job, and he and his wife and daughter all have to live in a one room flat in Moscow, 
because it is that expensive to live there. 
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Moscow lonely 

It took me weeks before I was not totally suspicious all the time and began to feel ‘familiar’ and ‘suburban’ 
here. I then begin to notice people living their lives and enjoying what they can. At first I felt like I was in a hostile 
territory full of sad. Lost, poor people all miserable and looking to rob me. I had heard so many stories. Every time 
someone told me to ‘be careful’ I became more wary. In the end I started telling people to stop saying 'be careful’ to 
me. I began to feel like this was where I lived, and these were the people I lived with, like I would in any Australian 
suburb (apart from the worst ones like Mount Druitt!). I began to become conscious of all the dress styles of people 
on the metro, and then of my own dress. It seems that smiling and showing interest in things is a real giveaway that 
you are not from here. 

Isee more and more beautiful women every day now, even in my own suburb, on the metro, at BKC. 

Misha tells me that most saunas in Moscow are brothels. 

I am pretty sure that the female across the way, not the usual window, was naked and rubbing lotion all over 
her naked body, before putting on a red pullover. I could see her breasts clearly through the gauzy curtain. 

Happy New Year. Alone again. I have been alone for EVERY birthday and Christmas — New years since I 
left Canberra, almost 20 years ago. No-one answered any of my SMS's or phone calls. The year has gone so fast. I am 
still alone. 

New Year? What will be new? Perhaps no more expectations? That, and phone calls, are about the extent of 
my ‘sex life’. Sad but true! Zero! 

I make an erotic phone call to sort of random number. The phone is answered by an appropriately sexy, 
young, female voice. She does not appear to understand English. I cum quickly after about 30 seconds. She tells me 
she has my number on her caller I.D thingy. I hope she is either lying, didn't really understand me, or doesn't bother 
complaining to someone. 

Of course I deleted this chapter from the book. Then I felt like a coward. It is embarrassing. But it is real. 

I was so lonely and desperate for any sort of erotic interaction. I don’t believe in paying for sex, for many 
reasons. Mostly ethical. And then of course also financial. 

If you read any of my erotic writings I think you will agree with the girls who have given me feedback on 
them, that there is nothing disgusting, exploitative, nasty, or malicious, let alone misanthropic about my erotic 
imagination, 

In an ideal world women wouldn’t expect, let alone demand to be paid for sex, and so there would not be so 
much sexual desperation in the world. Few women will ever have any idea what it is like to have a young man’s sex 
drive in this world. They take advantage of it, thinking that they are in control, and have the power, and will never 
be called to account. 

But life calls them to account. Women wonder why so many men have such low opinions of women, so 
much malice towards even the ones they ‘love’ (which is rarely openly acknowledged by them, but more often 
repressed and then expressed unconsciously in ways they hardly connect with their true feelings and experiences) 
them, and so little empathy for them. 

Using sex as a weapon leads to the old adage. Who lives by the sword, dies by the sword. It is double edged. It 
is no free ride. No one way street. 

Anyway, I have written about sexual politics and so on in my other books and novels. So I will continue now 
with this diary. 

Russians celebrate the New Year, which is in fact the real ‘Christmas’, before the Christian sect took power 
in Rome and stole every holiday, perverting to their new cult's Platonic needs. They celebrate Novy God, New Year. 
This is a good name, given that it is the celebration around the Northern Hemisphere of the death of the old sun, 
the old god, the old year, and the birth of the new sun, the new god, the New Year. 

They celebrate it according to the Russian Orthodox calendar on January 7. Not quite the winter solstice, 
the shortest day of the year. But still, at least correct in spirit. 
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And can you believe it. Alexei has called to see if I am ready for work. It is Sunday morning at 10 a.m. He last 
called a week ago, and told me to get ready, as he would call back in one hour. That was a week ago. So, anyway, I get 
dressed and wait. Nothing else to do. I am too conscientious anyway. I want him to get value for his money! I 
expect everyone to give me value for money, and I do my best to give it! 

There are lots of little ice-skating rings all around the suburbs, and one big one in red square. 

It is -6 degrees Celsius, and there is a man playing a classical nylon guitar, busking, along the stall-lined lane- 
way near the Metro. He is playing ‘yesterday’, the Beatles song, quite beautifully. I have no idea how he can do this. 
His bare fingers must be freezing. It is humbling. But why not in the big warm mall? Is it prohibited to busk in 
there? He is really good. I felt that someone so keen, so desperate deserves our help. But I did nothing to help him. 
So my goodwill is of zero value to him! It was so cold that my mobile slowed down. I feared if I gave him any money 
he would waste it on alcohol. Or was that simply rationalisation of my lack of generosity? Surely he could teach 
guitar? 

The soy stuff I have been eating has left me bloated and stinking. I think vegans should focus on taking the 
proteins out of soy and selling it as a powder or additive. And they should start genetically modifying other similar 
plants so that they produce all the essential amino acids like soy has. Soy milks are so expensive. PETA should form a 
co-op and produce a flavored-soy-milk powder. Why are they so lazy? They have to become active in the real world. 
Not stay safe and all superior in their own world of ‘advocacy’. They have to operate in the real world, run real 
businesses, based on their ethics...before being hypocrites and demanding others do this. It would not be hard. One 
product. Get it right. You have millions of loyal members, a ready-made market. Or is it that they get kick-backs 
from other vegan companies? I really think consumers are being ripped off when it comes to soy milks and such. 
Surely they should be cheaper to produce than animal milks? Probably the best soy product I have had was German, 
de-bittered, fat reduced soy powder. It was cheap, palatable, and low fat. 

Ryan wanted to borrow money from me to pay for ‘drinks’. He was hoping for sex in return. I made some 
comment about the typical denial of men that they are paying for sex. He was in denial. ‘I'm not so bad off I need to 
pay for it’. Well then why did he need my money to buy drinks for the girls he wanted to have sex with? 

Ryan says 'I have 50 hours work, loads of money, but no girlfriend to spend it on' and in the same context 
utters 'I hope I am never so desperate that I will pay for sex! 

A very attractive female was looking around the school. I asked her if I could help. She was in fact looking for 
my classroom. I asked her if she was in my class. She answered ‘no, unfortunately’. She was looking for room 8, but 
for another class. As usual the school had stuffed up some sort of timetabling. One of the staff is O.K looking. She 
bends over provocatively and for longer than necessary while making tea. She seems interested in me, asking me my 
name and so on. 

The problem is how to chat up a girl at work. If they turn out to be a bitch, they will maliciously use their 
situation to harm you. Or their fat friend will, the one no-one ever tries to chat up, as some sort of act of revenge, 
often wearing the mask of ‘feminism’ and ‘friendship’. Or you get defined a sexual predator just because you are not 
looking for marriage and kids, but mutually rewarding sensual and affectionate interactions which include sexual 
elements. 

A 32 year old woman, on telephone, associated with some religion...offers to drive me to her church to speak 
to American missionaries there... offered to teach her English for free...she offered to cook for me...she asks ‘Is there 
anything I can do for you?’ and I think to myself, what a stupid question..you might even imagine it at least 
unconsciously malicious on the part of women...of course, she could have sex with me...what a stupid question...and 
disingenuous...as of course she knows the answer ... she tells me her last English lessons cost her 70 U.S an hour. 

I feel disgusted with myself for needing sex so badly, but I am not willing to lie to anyone. I have a girl in my 
bed. I met her in a shoe shop. She works there. I chatted with her several times. I invited her back to my place. He 
came over. But I sense she wants love, not sex, and I cannot offer her that. So I miss out on sex. She wants to hold my 
hand on the walk back to the Metro. I don't want to, but I do, for her sake. She had said 'I don't know what you 
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want from me’. I find that disingenuous. Women know what men want. They just wonder exactly how much they 
can get the man to give in them in return for it. 

In the end we lay on the bed and held hands. I had her rest her head on my chest. I was just desperate for any 
sort of affection. Any sort of warmth. Any sort of connection. 

Of course women know what men want...sex...but they want to punish men for wanting sex...they want to 
make the man feel bad about wanting sex...so they ask that sort of question, hoping to injure the man...it is malicious, 
whether conscious or unconscious...it is implicitly forcing the man to feel guilty about wanting just sex. Sex and 
affection. But not slavery. Not marriage. 

Tm sure I can’t be the only man in the world who feels that women are pushing him to lie to them, and to 
take all the ‘moral’ responsibility upon themselves for that lie. If men didn’t lie then women wouldn’t get sex either. 
But why not share the responsibility? Why does anyone have to lie about it? 

She had held my hand without asking. She had come over dressed quite sexily and well, as if she had made a 
lot of effort, but had pretended she was just dropping by. She had slept next to me, breathing in my face, though she 
stunk of tobacco smoke. I had asked to see her nipples but she had refused. I had sent SMS's which were erotic and 
not romantic. She just deliberately ignored all the clear messages...maliciously...thinking that forcing me to spell it 
out would be too much for me...too much for a sensitive man...to speak the truth to a poor innocent girl...she was a 
‘husband predator ... and so the reflex was that any man who didn’t want to become a slave, and reproduce the world 
exactly how it was, was a ‘sexual predator’. The current state of the world defines the desire for mutually satisfying 
erotic encounters as BAD and the desire to reproduce oneself and the world as it is as GOOD. So the reflex of 
women's predation and desire to enslave men was the need to define the man's honest desire as BAD! 

I find a really attractive young woman working at a kiosk in the Mall. She appears to understand no English 
at all. So I can talk really erotically to her, while she smiles back at me as if I am saying the most romantic things 
possible...she thinks it is really cute...but this is the reality...if you aren't willing to lie or pay for sex, either directly or 
by way of ‘relationships’ and ‘marriage’, then you don't get any...it is a transaction... ‘what do you have to offer?’ ... and 
women are willing to 'sell' sex for other things, and have sex with men they don't feel any real lust for, which means 
that women that actually do feel authentic lust for me, will ot have sex with me, but with men they feel zo lust 
for...but chat is the reality...and it has been made clear to me over and over again. 

I look for numbers I can call from my house phone as free calls, and say a few erotic things to sexy sounding 
girls on other end. I wonder if they actually understand me, and are enjoying the interaction? I call a number I have 
for some shop. A young, sexy sounding female answered before. So I call again. 'I want to cum’, I say. She answers 
‘You can't cum’. I say 'I want to cum on your face’. She says 'I can't talk to you' Why not?’ I ask. She laughs, with a 
young, positive, happy, sexy voice. 

I get lucky with one call and a young, sexy, female voice answers. 'I wanted to talk to you while I cum' I say. 
‘Welcome?’ she replies. I continue "While I'm cumming - I'm cumming’, and I have a good orgasm even without a 
full erection, from the excitement of it all. 

And this makes me wonder. Twice now Alexei has called from his mobile, as if panting, saying, excitedly, 'I'm 
coming’. 

I look for dentist ads in the paper, as they usually have young female assistants. I call one and ‘bingo’. 

Such a miserable life! So lonely. 

One teenage student of mine, Britney Spears ‘twin’, no kidding, really, she could easily have been Britney 
Spears twin sister, was wearing a skirt so short that when she sat down I could clearly see her white pantied crotch. 
And the way she looks at me. But all I can do is wonder what her life is like. Her life, and all her rich friends. Are they 
happy? Is it possible to be so young, beautiful, and rich, and not be happy? 

I wonder at how rich these 13 year old students are. Then I feel sorry for them. They should be at home with 
their families having fun, and not spending all their free time studying languages. Many of the explanations in the 
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pre-intermediate text are really much too hard for this level. The expectations for conversation that the texts have is 
also absurdly high. These texts are bullshit. 

One thing I found really disappointing was when Sunny seemed to think that how I had been treated by 
Gerhann and President's school was more or less normal. She seemed to think that as I had no signed contract, they 
could do as they pleased. It was ineffable to me. How could you put a person through what they had put me through 
to get there, including giving up my almost impossible to replace flat, most of my belongings, two days traveling for 
visas, and then not even being offered the chance to see Moscow. 

I mean, come on, imagine all that effort and them expecting me to leave without even seeing Red Square? 
How could that be considered reasonable by azy-one's standards? It was just downright malicious. To want to 
deprive me of any possible benefit after all the stress and sacrifices. It is just mean! 

So why would Sunny seem to support them, and justify their behavior? It made no sense, after all the nice 
things she did for me. But then later she sent me to potential clients, without telling me they were some sort of 
potential tutor tests. I would not be paid for them. I would never normally agree to spend 2 hours with a student, 
after traveling hours to get to them, for nothing. It was just unreasonable. 

But if her motives were mercenary, then why did she refuse the ‘commission’ Alexei claims he offered her? 
And it appears he in fact did offer her money. He seemed to have been concerned about paying her for her services. 
Way before he had actually even paid me a cent. He had insisted on paying her. 

And then she just refused? But I find it a bit disingenuous on Alexei's part to accept her refusal. He could 
have insisted and put some money in an envelope and given it to her receptionist. 

So I don't get it at all!! 

And when I bring up the topic with Sunny, she asks me never to mention it again, to her or to Alexei. She 
then refers to my 2 hours teaching and planning with a new student as a ‘visit’, implying I was not going to be paid 
for it. I wonder if she would be? I was happy for her to keep the money, as she had been so helpful. Without her help, 
and the help of total strangers (who actually surfed the net for jobs for me, and then SMS'd numbers of potential 
employers to me ! ), I would never even have gotten to see Red Square, let alone found accommodation, and work 
for the next 4 or so months. 

Sunny calls about trains to St. Petersburg for me. There are many different priced tickets. They all leave from 
Leningradsky train station. All the stations leaving Moscow have names. Most are named after the destination of 
their departing trains. Hence ‘Finland Station’. 

You will often hear funny stories of travelers being charged high fares by taxi drivers for taking them across 
the road. They would pick them up from ‘Ukrainsky station’ and ask to be taken to ‘Leningradsky’ station. The 
driver would drive them all over town, before finally dropping them off across the road from where they had picked 
them up half an hour earlier. For the traveler is not aware that their arrival station is just across the road from the 
other train stations! 

Sunny also called the company that had arranged the ‘invitation’ required for my visa. Gerhann and other 
teachers had emailed me threatening that I was now an illegal, and that my ‘invitation’ and my visa had both been 
‘canceled’. Why they could not just be happy for me, and were so desperate to see me leave Moscow, I cannot say. 
Just mean and nasty people? What other sort of person could put me through so much, and then not even help me 
at least see Red Square before leaving? What on earth were they motivated by to be so nasty and small? 

Anyway, Sunny calls them, and discovers that the invitation had vot in fact been cancelled. Had Tracy lied 
to me, or had the school or Gerhann lied to her? 

How horrible. After I had been so nice to her. Makes no sense. She cost them the most. I was so careful to 
keep my costs down, and she was the opposite, taking an expensive flight, posting boxes and boxes of clothing to 
herself at the school's expense. I don't get it at all. What a traitor. !!! She had been paid 3000 AUD for airfares. She 
could have got a flight for less than half that. Plus hundreds in shipping. And she had been so negative all the time. 
She had wanted to go straight back to Australia after seeing her Soviet flat, but I had calmed her down and suggested 
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that I have tended to overreact in the past, and that it was usually better just to hold back a little and see what 
happens, rather than risk over-reacting. And this is my repayment for my kindnesses and consideration. 

Anyway, the company that did the invitation say they can change it over to a new address if I come in with 
my passport with the visa in it. It seems the School could not cancel the invitation without my passport. Lucky my 
instincts were right. Gerhann had kept my passport for several days, claiming he needed it. He probably would have 
kept it. And he probably would have cancelled my invitation letter with it. I had had to repeatedly insist on getting 
it back. So that is probably why. He probably had some idea one of the teachers were ‘excess’, probably deliberately 
hired on the assumption that at least one of us would want to leave straight away once we found out we had been 
lied to about almost everything. But as I had my passport, he could not cancel the invitation or visa. 

So once again, be warned. Get everything paid up front, just in case, and keep your wits about you. Don't let 
them bully you or BS you. You cannot believe anything recruiters tell you. Probably most of it will be lies. So make 
sure you get your airfares, visas, and so on paid upfront. Return or onward airfares!!! 

I had learned this in Korea. I was lucky to have gotten paid the airfares after a month. Otherwise I would 
have been screwed. So this is why I insisted on upfront payments for Moscow. I was careful in that I did not demand 
anything. I simply stated that I did not have the money to buy the tickets and visa, and very gently asked if they 
might be so kind as to send me some money or tickets !!! 

Otherwise they would have screwed me totally. Really, I still find it hard to believe people can be such a- 
holes. Of course history shows how horrible people really are. Opportunists. Without a strong government, carrots 
and sticks, people do whatever suits themselves, whatever they please, whatever is most convenient for them, without 
any consideration for things like fairness, ethics, being reasonable, and all that stuff of Hollywood movies. 

Give the average person the power to do what they want and they usually do. If they think they can get away 
with it they will do it. They only pretend to be 'nice' when they are forced to, when they realise they cannot get away 
with doing what they would have done, given the chance. Power does not corrupt. People are corrupt by nature. See 
how they treat anything they have absolute power over, like animals. Most people eat animals. People vivisect living 
animals. We used to enslave other people, until the laws and courts made it criminal. Humans suck. Mostly anyway. 
And what good can the tiny minority who don’t suck do to about it???!!! 

Sunny tells me that she had tried those on-line matchmaking sites. But the men only wrote. They never 
came. They never sent tickets or money. Then she added ‘but I have my man now’. But if I rightly recall, a few days 
ago she intimated she was single, and planning to buy a flat herself. But the loan period was 25 years. 

It is like her new teacher, the one I met when I picked up my train ticket from Sunny. The one who 
definitely seemed up for sale to a ‘higher bidder’, if there turned out to be one. Flirting seriously although she had a 
fiancé. The question was, in the end, who had the most money! And who was going to spend it on her! 

If you look at all the Socialist art, it will confirm the fact that, although Socialism claimed to have 
emancipated women and treated them as equals, they were still given the most menial and low paid work. Even 
today the hardest, dirtiest cleaning jobs around Moscow are done by women. You will see them all over town. It 
shocked me. Gallantry was completely dead. I could not imagine allowing grandmothers to do such hard, dirty 
work!!! And I am told that wife abuse was never taken seriously by the authorities. Thus the official "Women's day’ 
was treated as a bad joke by women! 

What makes me desolate is the realisation that unless I lie, and pretend I want children, I have no chance 
with any of the women I fancy. And I can't bring myself to lie. In fact I tell them up-front. I feel bad about the idea 
of them ‘wasting’ their time with me, when I can not give them what they want. And I think of all the reluctant 
fathers who have been more or less blackmailed into fatherhood. It is sad for the kids. Sad for the men. The women 
get what they want. Babies, and at least half of whatever the man owned. It is really unfair for the kids and men. But 
the desires of the women complement the interests of the slavery society hegemonic classes, and so they are defined 
as good, natural, and positive. Men who will not satisfy the desires of the women and of the slavery society dominant 
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hegemonic beneficiary classes, are defined in all manner of negative ways. The same way, and for the same reasons, 
that any sexual acts that do no produce an increase in the number of slaves are. 
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Moscow Random 

I discover why my flats had electric water boilers, even though they were hooked up to the central heating 
system of Moscow 

In summer the authorities turn off the hot water for up to one month for maintenance work. This explained 
the electric hot water heaters in my Oosovo Toopick flat. It had made no sense to me that in a city with cheap 
central hot water and heating, that anyone would duplicate their water heating. 

Hot water was one of the few cheap things in Moscow. Ridiculously cheap. So cheap that people just ran the 
hot water full blast just to rinse things. I saw Gerhann’s cleaning lady washing everything under running hot water. 
But the hot water bill had never gone over about 10 U.S, Gerhann told me. 

And the heating in Moscow was so effective, despite the old buildings and older styled double glazed 
windows, that it was like living through an Australian summer all winter. 

For me that was quite uncomfortable. It was almost as unbearable as the Korean Summer. I wore only the 
skimpiest of shorts in the flat all winter, and often had to open the windows for some relief. In fact most people kept 
their windows slightly open all winter. 

In every Moscow flat I ever stayed in or lived in, there were books and bric a brac left by the previous tenant. 
The same was true of the little flat I spent my first Moscow weekend in with Sunny. 

In that flat (which I never managed to work out who owned, rented, or lived in) the shower tap poured half 
the water onto the floor, and the neighbours below had complained. But ‘Basha’, Sunny's boyfriend and supposed 
actual tenant of the flat, never bothered to fix it. We managed to rig it up a bit so that it didn't leak, temporarily. 

Why does it seem to get stifling hot at midnight? I have to keep opening windows. Interesting that the only 
cheap thing in Moscow is hot water. I have seen people just running the hot water at full pressure to rinse a few 
things. My boss tells me the average hot water bill is only around 10 dollars a month. But the heating is just too 
much. It is as uncomfortable as living through an Australian summer. Just sweating all day in shorts. But after the 
stifling heat, I fear it will be like off-peak heating, and won't come back on for hours, and so I endure it. But soon it 
becomes clear that this is not the case, and I start leaving windows ajar all day...so at least there is good air 
circulation...though the quality of that air is dubious, given the dust and car exhausts of Moscow. 

The old windows have so many ripples in them, and other sorts of imperfections, that whenever you move in 
the slightest, the image of the thing you are looking at through the glass can distort quite a bit. It can also appear to 
suddenly change position. 

I put some bottles outside on the window sill to cool. You can't leave them too long, though, as they freeze 
solid. After I close the window again it is amazing how the two air masses, the one from outside, and the one from 
inside, maintain their integrity. I can walk from a cold air mass to a warm one and back again! 

There is a huge Christmas tree and decorations in Red Square, but around the suburbs I see virtually zero 
decorations, though they are for sale in the supermarkets. What I do see are lots of fireworks. I am glad that socialism 
seems to have ‘saved me from X-mas’. I don't feel as depressed as usual, as there is no hint of it really being Christmas. 
Just another day as usual. 

Of course one great irritation is how Moscow landlords feel O.K about renting you a flat for a huge amount, 
but leaving all their junk in it, filling all the cupboards and leaving virtually not even hanging space for a few coat- 
hangers. They collect the rent but use your flat as their storage space. 

Then suddenly realise how lucky Iam on one particular account. The lack of noise in my flat. And of course 
it is ironic and typically human how I become aware of how good I have it. It is the sudden absence of what I had 
been taking for granted that suddenly realises how quiet it usually is. 

I become irritated by two men talking loudly in the playground outside my window at 4a.m, virtually 
shouting, almost as irritating as when a group of women get ‘cackling’. 

And so in a very Zen way I suddenly appreciate how quiet my flat is...I have only been irritated a few times by 
loud television's and other ‘audio intrusions'...a few days of renovations and ‘crashing’ noises from above, and people 
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using ‘outside’ voices at 3 a.m in flats above...you hear most noise through the air vents in the bathroom...like the girl 
orgasming in Poland...students tell me the thing to do is to bang on your radiator if neighbors are too noisy...as this 
noise travels well up through the pipes...I did this once, and the nose seemed to stop as if ‘on cue’...Not that I would 
ever complain about having to listen to a girl orgasming, at any time of the day or night! 

But if you plan to sleep-in during Moscow winters, then think again. At about 5 a.m you will be woken by 
workers hammering on the ice, breaking it up, to clear the paths by the time people are off to work. It must be 
terribly hard work. And it is so loud. In a reasonable world each person would do 15 minutes of this work. It would 
be fun, good exercise, and so on. If shared by everyone. But leaving it to one person to do for a measly wage, well, that 
is just wrong. That is back-breaking work and exploitation. And it made it impossible for me to sleep. The constant 
scraping noise. I wondered if they enjoyed knowing that they were ruining everyone's sleep. Why should they care 
about us, when clearly we didn't care about them! It was as if they were making as much noise as possible, to give us 
an incentive to buy them some machines to do the work. Fair enough! But I haven't slept properly for ages. 

I would be happy for 15 to 30 minutes of hard physical work each day. That is healthy. But making one 
person do 10 hours of it is back-breaking and soul-destroying. 

Ekaterina tells me that an American lives next door to her. Maybe he can help me with some things. I speak 
to him and he sounds nice and helpful. But as usual, many foreigners you meet overseas are missionaries, with their 
own agenda. If you don’t share it, they don’t feel any connection to you at all. They are only interested in fellow cult 
members! If it wasn't for their infatuation with Jesus and heaven, I doubt they would be so helpful and nice. What a 
pity people can't just be nice because it is nice! Anyway, interesting detail. Apparently Ekaterina has lived next door 
to Mark for 3 or 4 years, but this is the first time she has spoken to him. So I have brought these neighbours closer 
together! It is typical of modern life that we don't make contact with our neighbors, just in case they turn out to be 
terrible bores or ‘needy’. And so we travel across town to see our ‘friends’, while rarely ever interacting with our next 
door neighbors. 

The ‘little Kremlin’ is sort of a cross between a Korean wedding palace, 1001 Arabian Nights Dream, and 
Disneyland. There is a wooden church in the grounds. There are lots of covered walkways. It appears that depending 
on what time you arrive, there will be people selling entry tickets at every entry point...or only some...or none...I 
could not work it out. But one time I couldn't get in without being asked to pay, and another time I found an entry- 
way where no-one asked me to pay. So I cannot say how it works. But there are lots of stall-holders selling authentic 
Soviet and Nazi memorabilia, and lots of reproduction posters and so on. It is the only place I saw cutlery with the 
Nazi Eagle logo. Apparently Russia was the best place to get genuine Nazi memorabilia, and the biggest buyers were 
Americans. The log fort seemed to be constructed of wooden logs and rope. Was the rope made of flax? Asbestos? 

There is a free bus on which the kids sit while really old women stand. The kids then virtually trample the 
old women as they rush to get off. What struck me was this lack of respect of the spoilt kids, but also the stupidity of 
the old people. If they walked just a few minutes to the first pick-up point for the bus they would be guaranteed an 
empty bus and seats! I have noted around the world that kids are no longer taught to respect anyone. They will walk 
straight into adults, expecting the adults to move out of the way, as their schools have pandered to them, and taught 
them that this is how the world is. It is all about children's rights. It is all about pandering to kids, to avoid having to 
discipline them. This takes the work out of parenting and teaching. But I wonder. I look forward to how these kids 
kids will treat them. But I expect these kids will be a generation that demands greater discipline from kids, and from 
their schools. Let’s wait and see, shall we! 

At the bank you fill out your deposit and withdrawal slips at one counter, and then line up at another 
counter to actually get your money. 

They require a J.P notarized copy of your Visa, stating it is a Russian visa, which makes no sense, as it is in 
your passport, and what else would it be ifnot Russian visa? 

Sort of like needing to have a J.P certify your letter from the J.P certifying that you are the person in the 
letter? 
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So you have to find a J.P, go back during their limited opening hours, and pay them to make a copy, which 
looks all official with a golden 'rope' and so on. But just one more added inconvenience and waste of time and 
money. It cost 600 Rouble. And you had to go back the next day to pick it up. 

At the bank, an old guy just pushed in front of me in the queue, as if it was natural. I joked to myself that I 
hope the next old guy doesn't do the same. And guess what. He actually did! 

There was a long queue behind me, and no-one complained. Misha asked me if we respected old men in 
Germany like this. I joked that these old guys had all the time in the world, and chose the busiest time of the week to 
go to the bank! 

Misha explained that these old men were granted such privileges as a matter of course. They could push in 
front of anyone in any queue. Sort of like war heroes. 

I reflect that it costs at least 200 U.S a week for the crappiest flat in an outlying Moscow suburb. So even 
among all this grey, rotting soviet concrete, it is not really so out of place for next-door neighbor to have a huge flat 
screen television on his wall. 

Misha believed that the Ukrainian president was not poisoned by the KGB, and that the scars on his face 
were in fact the result of plastic surgery gone wrong! We were discussing Western media reports regarding the 
Ukrainian president’s claims that he was poisoned. 

Several people told me how Russians did not like Estonians and Lithuanians. The Estonian government had 
recently moved a Russian ‘Unknown soldier’ monument to a more suitable location. The Soviets had not been 
welcome guests, but invaders who had raped, murdered, and expatriated (to Siberian death-labor camps) tens of 
thousands of Estonians . Natasha, (Nastya) who had been to Estonia said that she had liked everything about 
Estonia as it was ‘European’. 

The famous statue of some King outside Red Square was all dressed up as Santa Claus. The Russians call him 
"Mr Old and Cold’. 

Socialism failed to save people from religion. After 60 years of Socialism, the new government spent 350 
Million U.S on rebuilding a huge, ugly church. Imagine how many homeless people could have been housed and fed 
with that money. Not to mention what it will cost to maintain. 

I note how the ‘human silos’ have been given more curves. 

On the river I see a huge old Soviet hovercraft, a submarine, and a kids ‘fun park’ with rides. Old people are 
dancing to some Spanish rhythms. Females together and couples. A had promised to call on Thursday. He says 
‘Sorry’ and "Thanks so much’ quite a lot. It is depressing not knowing if I will have a job or will have to leave. This 
park is down the road from my BKC flat, which I only have for this month. I send SMS's to A but get no answer. 
But A says he wants to see ‘Sunny’, to thank her for finding me and to give her a commission. But as it turns out 
Sunny will not accept any ‘commission’ from him. I am sort of angry with her for that. But maybe she just does not 
want to be involved when it does not turn out. 

At Skodmenskaya Metro entrance the queue for tickets continues out under the underpass. 

I see a brave business-man riding one of those electric ‘movers’ through Moscow traffic. I think that must be 
the most dangerous situation you could put yourself in. Standing up on an electric box with wheels, whizzing around 
the Moscow traffic. He should put a camera on it and film his experiences! 

I was pissed off, and surprised, that someone would play a really loud car stereo in such a built-up, high 
density housing area, for several hours, and apparently no-one complained. I myself was too exhausted to do 
anything. 

A girl in flat across from mine appeared to rub lotion all over her naked body while standing in front of the 
window. Which was nice for me. 

In the large park near my flat from Alexei, there is a large fenced-off area with all sorts of stuff for dog 
training and exercising...as sort of dog playground...good idea! 
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I have several 1000 Ruble notes, but two are of the same year, 1997, but different. So I worry that at least one 
of them is a forgery. Is this my ‘reward’ or ‘karma’ for buying some cheap MP3 compilation CDs? Be sure to 
compare prices at the supposedly cheaper markets and the metro underground kiosks. Don't make any assumptions. 
The places you’d think should be cheap often turn out to be taking advantage of their customers’ assumptions of 
that! 

I see a sexy girl on my way from my flat to the Metro. This will be my last time at this station. She was 
walking with a little girl. Her sister? I tried to see if it was her, I mean the girl I had seen the other day who had sort 
of flirted with me. Later I caught her eye. She smiled, but was going the other way. I hoped she'd come down the 
other entrance but I was not that lucky. On the train another attractive female caught my eye, and me hers. She 
smiled and so on, several times. 

At BKC I was sent to the wrong class, who informed me, 'You are not our teacher’, as if I was some sort of 
disease! It is so hot and humid in these classrooms. 

P is for Pee 

I feel the need to drink often. I drink large amounts. And it all has to go somewhere. I found plastic bottles 
with necks large enough, and bodies small enough, to discretely pee into. I have peed in Red Square, in a packed 
Metro, on full trains, on busses, and while walking. I now have bottles just the right size to take a decent squirt, but 
which I can slide down my trousers or up my shorts. I can usually get the target object in the destination easily 
enough, then remove the bottle quickly. If I have a jacket I lay it across my lap. If I am wearing a long enough coat I 
just slip the bottle under my coat and down my trousers. I then find a suitable place to empty the bottle. I put a bit of 
detergent in the bottle so it stays clean and doesn't smell. I have had a favorite white yogurt bottle for ages now. I 
wait until no-one appears to be looking and quickly and casually get things done. I don't make eye contact and 
maintain a casual look, so no-one has any reason to suspect anything unusual. If people have noticed, well that's that. 
I have no choice. I keep my dignity intact. All I am doing is peeing in a bottle. No-one can see anything. If there is 
anything to disturb them, then it is only what is happening in their own imagination. No harm is done. I have no 
need to feel shame. If I am in a shopping center I go into a changing room cubicle, usually bringing some item of 
clothing to supposedly ‘try on’ as an ‘alibi’. 

There are certainly not enough public toilets for people like me. The ones in bars and so on are usually 
disgusting. And everyone expects you to pay. Even in large malls they expect you to pay these days. And if you are 
constantly re-hydrating, and needing to pee often, all those 40cent visits can easily add up. In my case I would end up 
spending more on toilet visits then on food and drink each day. I would have a strong incentive to stay home. In fact 
I would not be able to go far at all. If I have had a large coffee or tea, I feel the urge to pee maybe twice in the next 
hour. Of course I can hold it in, but that is uncomfortable, and takes the pleasure out of walking and shopping. It is 
hard to relax and enjoy browsing and the walk when you feel an urgent need for relief from pressure on your bladder. 
Of course it is probably more a prostate issue, as often when I feel a need to pee, not much comes out. But other 
times I have no trouble filling a bottle. Remember I drink large amounts. Easily 400 ml cups. And I always have a 
water bottle. I guess my general anxiety leads to my mouth often feeling dry, and me feeling the need to hydrate. 

But it is not just about getting older. When I was very young I almost felt more comfortable with an empty 
bladder. But I guess I was a very anxious child too! At one point the issue became really depressing. I couldn't see any 
way I was going to be able to, for example, teach Alexei in his car, with no toilets in sight. So I have been forced to 
overcome my natural embarrassment, and risk appearing unusual, even strange, in order to live a normal life. I take it 
with dignity. If others want to make a problem of it, it is their problem. Everyone has to overcome some 
embarrassing problem. And this is mine. And that of many others! It is also a social issue. We need more public 
toilets. And they should be free. Otherwise we are taxing people like me, and providing disincentives for people to go 
for walks, even to go shopping. As such the charges are anti- social! 

Poetic? 
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Snow drifts dance down the pavement's valleys and plains, cascade off it's precipices, flow and sway to the 
pavement's Samba-like rhythm in a Samba-line of fine snow 

Eyes like poached eggs, glazed over with depression, sunken into his face...days passing like a funeral 
procession, like thieves... 

Lilac-purple twilight reflected in the snow 

A champagne-orange glow soaked the horizon then spilt, pouring out into the morning landscape, flooding 
the trees in golden light, like a sudden idea 

The ‘traditional’ dress of some Jews is just as provocative as the Swastika i.e it validates the old testament 
holocaust as much as the swastika does the more recent one...but their right to dress in that way is protected by law, 
whereas in many countries the swastika, let alone an SS uniform, is banned...and the New Testament has a god-man 
murdered by the Jews, and his divinity denied by them...which is as inciteful of hate as any Nazi propaganda... 

We dream without intention, and have compulsive thoughts i.e ‘thoughts have US"... 

If you like someone, you define their violence as passion, if you don't like them you define it as 
psychotic/aggression... 

The police wore these huge sort of Army hats, as if lampooning themselves. They are the sort of hats they'd 
wear in a Monty Python skit to make fun of themselves. But these guys were serious. I mean huge hats. They were 
like stick-figures with huge hats on top. Completely disproportionate. 

Sunny tells me how 7 years ago when she came to Moscow from the Black Sea, that the Moscow roads were 
almost empty of traffic. Now they are usually bumper to bumper. You really need nerves of steel here, passing within 
millimeters of Ladas and the most expensive cars imaginable. I joked with Misha that my first car would be a Lada, as 
then other cars might give me a bit of room. 

I remember how when I had left Poland, I had given almost all my things to Edyta, a friend, to do with as she 
pleased. I had already given her lots of new clothing to give to her cousin who was about my size, and lived in a poor 
village. They would now get my new television, mountain bike, office chair, and loads of other really good stuff. 

When I first got Gerhann's message telling me I had to leave Moscow, I SMS'd Edyta, telling her my worst 
fears had come true and that I was coming back. I had told her before I left that I had doubts, and that there was a 
good chance I might be back within 2 weeks. I had said the same to my landlady. 

I asked her if my stuff was still in my old flat and if I would be able to have it back. She contacted my 
landlady, with whom I had a very good relationship (she had let me use her office during the night to work on my 
books). Later when I told her I would try to stay and find work in Moscow she acted like I had abused her 
friendship. I knew my landlady would not be angry with me. So why was Edyta? I had even carried so many things to 
her flat. Lots of house-plants, things for her cousin, and so on. Not only was I generous with my things, I really made 
a big effort to give them to her. Like so many things, she was unreasonable, and tried to make out I was 
inconveniencing her! I don't get it. Everything I gave her she used and enjoyed, or her cousins did. Good stuff. I 
carried to her. Several kilometers across town. Physically. I never asked her for anything. She acted like my landlady 
would be upset with her. But I knew for a fact that Ursula, my landlady, would understand, and would not be angry 
with anyone. I had been a cash tenant. I had left the place perfectly clean. I had explained to her my situation and 
what might possibly happen. She had been happy to keep the flat empty for me for a few weeks just in case the job 
didn't work out and I returned. 

I recall how Edyta would not have sex with me to save my life. Even though she definitely fancied me. She 
was in bed with me at least twice only in panties. She and her friends have told me many times that they consider me 
very good looking. The only thing she wants is to reproduce. She only wants a man as the father of her desired 
children. But it has taken me over 40 years to see people for what they are. I guess it is about seeing myself for what I 
am. I grew up full of goodwill for everyone. Maybe it was a Freudian inversion. I probably hated everyone for all the 
injustice and inequality I suffered. The physical violence of my parents and family. Etc etc. So maybe I never really 
loved anyone. I was just compensating for the hate that seethed inside me. ??? Who could say? But the point is I 
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always had too high an opinion of the potential of humans. I always ascribed them a much nobler nature than they 
possess. Maybe I was really in denial about my own human nature. I wanted to be noble and good. And so by 
defining everyone as good and noble, I was really in denial about my own impulses? Anyway, if a woman will not 
have sex with a man she really does like, and fancy, sexually and as a friend, to end his suffering, then what on earth is 
there that I couuld expect from another human? Not much at all. It is just sad. But why didn't I learn this decades 
ago? Why do I act as if people are good natured, like I try to be? I am no saint. But I am conscientious. I try not to be 
screwed, but I have never screwed anyone, as far as I can see. And I am extremely self-critical. If something smells I 
check myself first, before looking around for the source of the smell! 

I just woke from a nightmare in which Sergei is pushing past me, through the door of rotten wood. Misha 
had told me that he had kicked in a door just like it in one kick. Of course he is a national Tae Kwon Do champion. 
But still, you should have seen this door. A total joke. Leaving a foreigner who does not speak any Russian in such a 
flat is just irresponsible. If any thieves had overheard me talking, it would have been easy to follow me home and rob 
me, or wait till I was not home. And to think Alexei knew I had all that cash on me, as he had never gotten around to 
helping me open a bank account. 

I finally did open a bank account, with Misha's help. Later I was to regret having done so, as the Russian 
banking system is appalling. But still, at least I had a bit of peace of mind about my money, once I had it in the bank. 

I consider my ambitions for TROONATNOOR (ROONOOR) as midwife for my Eden Protocols. 

I ponder the question of why one unit of matter should be aware, and another not aware. Of course the 
animists probably have it right, defining all matter as aware. It is just a question of what they are aware of!! 

I remember calling a school ‘on behalf of my boss' to ask what they would charge per 45 minute lesson. They 
said at least 50 U.S per 45 minutes. And that is if they can find a native teacher at all. 

I consider writing Alexei the following SMS: ‘the tone of your last call indicates we need to clarify our 
agreement before I leave to renew my visa’. 

To think I worked in what was officially my free time for nothing! I had agreed to do proof-reading of his 
documents, to teach his staff at his office, to teach his son, to teach his wife, to teach anyone he wanted me to, in 
order to ensure he got value for money. 

I considered taking the sentence 'I hope you and your family are well’ out of one SMS, as it sounded too 
much like a Mafia styled threat! 

Germans didn't want to pay their own working classes more to do menial work, as it would upset the class 
system. So instead they pay them poverty line social security payments and imported foreigners who would gladly do 
the work at the ‘systems’ wage levels. Thus the class system and system of wage differentials was not upset! 

I never complained when he didn't pay me, and I had to ask over and over, like a beggar. I never complained 
that he would leave me in the car alone without giving me any idea how long he would be gone. I never complained 
when he never turned up so many times, even though I had been waiting for him in the cold. He appears to have 
contempt for me. He treats me like his Russian driver. And I am not Russian. I am not used to it. I guess if I had been 
brought up in Germany I might be used to it?? 

I recall the comments of a man named Stuart, at one language school I saw about work. They just stuffed me 
around after getting me to travel to their office. He said that in his experience employers don't get violent with 
Australians or Germans. The business people here don't want to offend these countries. "Things just end abruptly’. 
He said things could be different if you come from another Eastern European country! He says he is paying 1500 
U.S for a two room flat. 

I decide that if Alexei pays for the train trip I will return and teach him until at least the end of the month, as 
he has already paid for this month. That would mean I miss out on any severance pay. But I prefer to have no 
enemies, and a completely clean conscience. 

Today is only Wednesday and I was sure that it was already Friday, the day Alexei is supposed to return. 
That is why I am so anxious. 
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Waiting on Alexei 

My new boss began things well enough. I was willing to take him at his word. No need for written contracts. 
He was a businessman, so he made agreements all the time. And in my experience contracts are only as good as the 
lawyer you can afford to enforce them. So. And I had no alternatives anyway by that time. And he accepted my 
terms, though he tried to negotiate at first, offering me much less than I was asking. 

Alexei’s card says he is the financial manager for a holding company. I think that means they invest in all 
sorts of things, whatever might be profitable. They manufacture glass fibers for Russian wall-paper, among other 
things. 

Alexei calls me at my BKC flat, and tells me he has arranged for his driver to come and get me around 6 or 7 
p.m. So I pack all my things and wait. And wait. And wait. He has given me the phone number of his driver's wife, 
who also works for him. So I call. I tell her Alexei told me he would come Thursday night, but she is sure her 
husband is meant to pick me up on Saturday, as he does not have the keys to my flat yet. 

So I call Alexei, but he says the driver definitely has the keys already. Alexei claims he had the wrong 
telephone number for me, which is why he didn't call. I finally go to bed around midnight after waiting all night for 
someone to come and pick me up. No-one calls to tell me what is going on. The driver's wife, Ekaterina, wanted me 
to carry all my stuff to some easy to find ‘landmark’, rather than get her husband to find my apartment. How 
considerate! 

On the day the driver finally comes, and agrees to find my flat, we leave my flat at 11 a.m, and drive until 
12:20 a.m. 

We stop at a McDonald's for Alexei to bring the keys. The driver offers me a snack / lunch, after his wife 
tells him to, on the phone. So I try a McDonalds salad and potato wedges. The healthiest meal I have had for 
months. No kidding. 

It is raining. The driver's wife is on the phone as the driver does not speak any English. We eventually park 
outside a block of flats. Alexei claims not to be home, but I see him entering one of the buildings. After a while I 
need to pee. I ask the driver if we can go back to McDonalds...he thinks I mean to have another free meal, and he 
laughs and says no...so I pee in a bottle...stupid really, as Alexei is in the flat...but pretending not to be here...and we 
are waiting for a key... supposedly. 

I am feeling really negative about everything, about life in general...just so much hassle, inconvenience, pain 
etc for so little reward...I plan to ask to be paid for this week in advance...but if he won't? 

I don't really want to work for Alexei now. He has proven so unreliable already. If he does not pay me today, 
I guess I will just leave Moscow. I am too stressed and tired to bother trying to find a hostel in Moscow, or even to 
travel to St. Petersburg. I consider how if I kill myself here in Moscow it will hurt no-one at all. I would be totally 
incognito. No-one would care that I was dead. Just a dead stranger. It seems life offers me so little and demands so 
much...so much pain, loneliness, frustration, stress...and so little reward...just not worth it...migraines, aching-gums, 
ear-aches...1 would just be an anonymous body...no-one would be hurt or inconvenienced at all...but I have to 
abandon my ‘desire’ to write and to help others, as it could lead to my reincarnation...my only motive to live is to 
finish my works...to share with others what I have learned...but this means I continue suffering...so I have to get over 
it...I have to pull myself together. 

It is now 1p.m, and already one week after we had agreed I would already have moved into the flat Alexei 
claimed to have found for me...then he says he has a temporary one...but it turns out to be his father’s old flat near his 
own new flat...and I end up staying there ...though it is far from the nice modern flat I was promised. 

And then he decides I have to move. We end up at a real estate office where he puts on an act about having 
‘good news’ and gives me the keys to the new flat. 

But as I will see, it is even worse than the old one. So why the bullshit? It is really insulting. Does he think by 
telling me the flat is nice, that I will not notice that it is absolutely crap???? At least when we go to his office one of 
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his staff give me an envelope with my pay, but as it is in Euros, it is actually about 6% less than we had agreed on in 
U.S dollars! And Alexei's whole business is with margins, so it can hardly have escaped his attention! 

The first and only time Alexei came close to apologising for not paying me was when his wife, after they 
returned from their holidays, said she was worried I might be angry because they hadn't paid me for that week! But 
that was the only time ever. 

Tam always left wondering if and when he is going to pay me. 

I consider how a language school expected me to observe 6 hours of lessons at their school as part of my 
application process. And this only for a few weekends of work. So demanding for so little. And they are desperate for 
a teacher. And I am fully qualified with references. Much more qualified than Ryan, who told me about the work, 
after he had refused it. And it would require a long Metro trip to get there. At first it was supposed to be every 
weekend, then it became the occasional weekend, then just one day, then it changed again...so completely 
unreliable...and then it was this weekend, then next weekend...and so on. 

Over New-Years Alexei kept me ‘on call’; making it impossible for me to have an actual holiday. He didn't 
call even once, so it appears he just wanted to keep me from making any productive use of the time when he didn't 
need me. It was a bit mean, I felt. He gained no benefit, apart from possibly the malicious satisfaction of knowing 
that I would not be able to take a real holiday. I guess he felt he was paying me, so even if he didn't get any benefit 
from me, at least he had the satisfaction of knowing I did not get any benefit either. Pity he didn't have a kinder 
nature. But nothing surprising. All too typically human. Stupid, though, as I could have traveled somewhere to get 
my Visa stamped. I was not supposed to stay for longer than several consecutive months at a time, without first 
exiting Russia. It was a multiple entry business visa. 

I thought I had to re-register my visa with my new address within 3 days, but Alexie claims I have to do it 
after 3 days, which doesn't make much sense. So once more I am breaking the law. And this is the last place I want to 
have problems with the law! And he is off to Mauritius, first class, for a family holiday, and to continue his attempts 
to become active in the hotel industry there. 

Makes no sense at all. Is he playing some sort of game? Then when he actually did have an apartment, why 
tell me that his driver would come to my flat to pick me up between 6 and 7 p.m when, as I learn later, he himself 
had the keys and had no intention of returning to Moscow to give them to his driver...so what the hell is it playing 
at? 

I have been waiting for 2 hours now. It is 9p.m. I am all packed, so if he does not turn up I will just leave 
Moscow. How can Alexei just leave me waiting? Why all these games? If he does not pay me I will just assume it was 
some weird game of his, cut my losses, and leave Moscow. He does not turn up. No-one calls with any explanation. I 
just go to bed. 

This with Alexei is just like the rest of my life. Promises, games, waiting, and no resolution or reward. Why 
bother? 

It is a few hours since McDonalds. Still we are waiting. I see Alexei enter one of the apartment blocks. He 
told me he was at his Dacha??? It seems he told his driver’s wife, who also works for him, to tell the driver to take me 
around the place so I would not see him arriving or leaving his apartment. 

A gives me 40 U.S and tells me he will pay me for the rest of the week tonight at 8p.m. At 9:30p.m there is 
still no sign of him. The flat is really crap. At least it has a television though. He calls and says he will pick me up 
tomorrow morning at 10 a.m. I ask if he will be able to pay me then, being as diplomatic as I could be. 

He answers 'Yes Yes Yes’ as usual. So I re-pack all my stuff to /eave tomorrow. 

My aim is to give him a chance to do the right thing, and then if he does not, to simply leave. I am totally fed 
up with all his antics, his ‘games’, his unreliability, his lack of respect. I cannot imagine that this is how he does 
business. I don't like this guy at all. I don't want to work with him. I cannot imagine having to spend 8 continual 
hours with him in his car. 
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The bathroom of my tiny flat is filthy, and the toilet seat is covered with splashes of urine. Nothing 
connected with Alexei seems rich or competent. The sofa-bed is really old, and there are no real sheets. Had Alexei 
been in Mauritius? While leaving me waiting a week? 

Alexei now tells me that this flat that I am in is due to be renovated, and so I cannot stay here. He will find 
me a nice flat. A new flat. 

As it turns out he manages to find a flat even worse and older than this one. One due for demolition later 
that year! The concrete the stairs are made of is so thin it is hard to believe it is actually strong enough to walk on, let 
alone has survived 50 or so years! Apart from the television, nothing else works. There is not even a water kettle. I 
find an old pot and boil some water for coffee on the old gas stove. 

What I do not get is how he had weeks to make sure he had one week’s pay on him. When he gave me that 
1000 Rouble note, the equivalent of about 40 U.S, he had pulled it out of a really thick wad of such notes. Always 
'Yes yes yes' but then no action. Just excuses, deceptions, lies, stress, frustration, and the feeling that he is enjoying 
toying with me, and has no intention of paying me. He seems just to be seeing how far he can go, just how long he 
can get me to teach him for free before I will leave ??? 

In any case I am worried about whether I could actually teach him all day in his car. Turning my head to the 
side for hours on end is bound to result in migraines. And my bladder! 

I have been ‘working’ for nothing for over a week. I am prepared to get out of the car if he does not pay me. I 
am not going to risk being taken advantage of. I imagine working another week for him only to find that he has no 
intention at all of paying me. 

So far I have lost nothing. It’s not like I had any faith in humankind to lose. So I am no worse off on that 
account. I had no alternatives, and no alternative accommodation, so the opportunity cost has been zero. But I am 
not prepared to be ripped off, and work for nothing. I am determined to ask about the money as soon as I get in the 
car. If he does not have it, I will get out. If he pays me less than we agreed, I will take it, pretend to accept whatever 
his excuses are, and then to simply leave Moscow once I get back from that day’s work. 

At least that way I will have something from this whole business. If it is less than the equivalent of one day’s 
pay, then I will get out and leave too. I will tell him that I will only work once he has met his side of our deal, and 
paid me for the week in advance. 

So far he has only paid me what my boots cost me, boots I bought only for the job. So if he asks for that back 
I will give him the boots! I have just washed them and they look new. I do this for the next owner. I will leave them 
by the large dumpsters for the people who go through them every day. 

I always like to give the next owners as much joy of ownership as possible. The same I get from buying new 
stuff. So I want them to have this feeling of having just gotten a new pair of boots. Even though I will gain nothing 
by cleaning them per se. But I will gain this empathetic satisfaction, imagining their joy at ' a new pair of boots’. 

I loathe how other people will actually throw away something just because they themselves will get no value 
from it. They do not even leave their clothing and shoes on top of the bins or next to them. They put them in the 
garbage, with no care that someone else would have derived great value from them. 

But that is the thing about goodwill. I wonder why J have it? 

I have been given so little in comparison with my peers, but then I guess a lot compared to most people on 
this woefully unjust planet. Or maybe it is the very fact that I have been given so little in this life that makes me 
appreciate anything I do get so much. 

I will be leaving the new Puma Jacket I bought at Alexei's insistence, when he assured me I was going to 
Switzerland to teach him, and I would need a real winter jacket. Up until now in Europe, I have gotten by with 
wearing a few fleece pull-overs, as I don't stand around in the cold. I am usually walking somewhere. 

People are often surprised at how little I have on when they see me walking around in the snow and cold. 
Alexei joked that instead of blood I have anti-freeze in my veins! 
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It was only really cold in Poland for a week or so, and then -20 Celsius. Now that was cold. And it won't be a 
few years until the real winters return to Europe. By then I will have bought a coat from the charity shops that have 
received 1000s of dollars of clothing and shoes from me over the years. And funny thing is, despite all the new stuff I 
have bought, the clothing I have kept with me on my travels usually came from charity and second hand shops. I 
have found most of my favorite clothing there. So it has sort of worked out O.K. I would never buy myself a 100 
dollar coat. But I buy it for 15 dollars at these shops. And I leave over 85 dollars of new clothes with them, so in 
effect I end up paying the same for the coat, despite my neuroticism...'the neurotic punishes themselves with 
restrictions and renunciations designed as protective measures’... I am protecting myself from poverty, by living in 
self-imposed poverty! 

Once again I am worried about being ripped off. How am I to confront Alexei without provoking 
unnecessary stress? He agreed to pay me in advance, but I have already 'worked' a few days and he has not made any 
intimation of paying me. I felt like asking on the first day. He had said he would pay me Monday night at 8p.m, but 
he didn't. Then the next day he promised again. Then still no money. I was ready to get out of the car at the next set 
of traffic lights and simply walk back to my flat, and leave Moscow. 

On Friday I have a meeting with another potential employer. My only potential alternative. So I will check it 
out. There is also the problem of being dependent on Alexei for accommodation. That is the main problem here in 
Moscow. I am prepared to return to my flat, wash, and pack my stuff. There are several trains I can catch from 
Moscow in the afternoon and evening. 

It is now Wednesday, 7p.m, and I have had no world from Alexei since Friday, nor any money. He said he 
would call Monday at 5 p.m. It feels strange not to be having, or on the verge of having, a migraine. They have 
become that common for me. They are the norm, and feeling well is the exception. Just not feeling pain is a really 
unusual experience for me now. 

Alexei tells me that corrupt government officials sell business-men government license plates, so they can 
park anywhere they like. It seems to me the government should auction off such plates to raise revenue. 

Alexei also tells me that you can pay Militia to escort you through Moscow traffic. What he says rings true. I 
have seen many examples of Militia escorting civilian vehicles through the traffic. In fact Alexei often joins onto the 
back of such ‘convoys’, to get a ‘free ride’ through the traffic jams. It is one benefit of having a silver or black vehicle. 
Every militia convoy we follow is made up of black or silver cars. I have not yet seen any other color car in such a 
convoy, speeding through traffic. The militia even stop traffic at the intersections. Like on my first day in Moscow, 
when they closed off every on-ramp to the main road to Oosovo Twopick for the President’s convoy. 

Alexei calls at 10:30 a.m to say we will meet at 12 (ish?) and he will pay me my salary. Then Alexei calls to say 
he will pick me up at 2.30 p.m. I wait for him outside, then go back into the flat after 10 minutes. It is winter and 
very cold outside. He calls at 3.10 p.m to say he will be here in 10 minutes, and will call me a few minutes before so I 
don't have to wait outside so long. 

A television program is showing people being run over on pedestrian crossings. 

Moscow is the scariest place to cross a road. You are seriously taking your life into your hands. Cars will 
accelerate towards you at high speed, and simply swerve around you while you are crossing. Iam not kidding. That is 
exactly what has happened to me several times now at pedestrian crossings.That is their idea of ‘giving way to 
pedestrians’. One night we pass, at high speed, an apparently crazy old man walking straight down the middle of the 
road in the opposite direction, between fast moving cars. Alexei shows no interest in him at all. Just another poor old 
person in Moscow. 

7:30 a.m The phone rings, and then my mobile rings. They wake me. I get up. Both ring again. It is Alexei. 
"Hope I didn't wake you' he utters, disingenuously no doubt. Well you did, but O.K. 'Can you be ready in 30 
minutes?’. 'O.K’, I answer. So I end up waiting outside until around 8:30 a.m when he finally arrives, 30 minutes late. 
I have gone back inside several times as it is so cold. Then I end up in his car until around 5:30 p.m, with no free time 
to myself to do anything. I have bottles with me to pee in. 
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That is my main problem. I need to pee a lot. I guess I manage to do it without anyone noticing. At least no- 
one says anything, neither Alexei, nor his driver. 

Alexei never makes any offers of food, drink, or toilet breaks. That is 9 hours straight. That is hardly 
considerate or reasonable. It is a massive deviation from what we agreed on when I started. But as he has not had any 
time within the times we had agreed, I feel obliged to make myself available any time he has time for me. I want to 
earn the money he pays...or that he has agreed to pay...but so far I have not seen more than that 40 dollars he paid me 
over a week ago. 

And I am sooo tired. He often leaves me alone for 30 minutes to an hour as he goes off to do his 'dills'. I 
assume he means ‘deals’. He pulls over next to a black car, then drives off to a ‘business center’ to do some 
transactions. 

We go to Garbushka markets, where he buys some Russian videos, and then he gets the store owner to find 
‘Mad Max' for me...as he buys a lot of DVD's we get a discount, so the DVD costs me around 15 dollars 
Australian...he pays for them all. I feel a migraine coming on. 

When I get home I eat some Russian gingerbread and take a bath. I am sooo tired. I fall into the sofa and 
sleep until around 11 p.m. On television I am supposed to believe that a Russian spy was a senior Nazi for 20 years? 
Well that is the narrative of the film, or is it actually a documentary? I think it is supposed to be a true story. But 
pretty hard to believe. 

I wonder about distances and appearances. I mean, at what distance do things appear largest? I note that at a 
particular distance things, such as buildings, monuments, lighting displays on buildings and so on, look much bigger 
and impressive than they do when you are up close to them. I will call this the ‘Markus effect’. 

Alexei is a very aggressive (ex-KGB) driver. He cuts people off all the time. The pedestrians crossing the road 
on the pedestrian crossing play a real-life and death game of ‘frog’. I feel terrible that I am in no position to criticise 
Alexei as he accelerates around some pedestrians. 

This is what I hate most about this sort of job. You cannot be yourself. You have to sort of act like a servant 
to a master. But I have no ego problems. I am playing my part in return for my salary and accommodation. 

But I wish I could chastise him about his driving. For one thing he refuses to use a hands-free phone. He 
explains how the new law does not apply to him as his car as a hands-free phone. Thus a loophole in the wording of 
the new law allows people like him who actually have hands-free phones already, to use their usual mobile phone. 
Alexei thinks the loophole was a mistake, an oversight on the part of the politicians. But I suggest to him that the 
mobile industry lobby group managed to get that particular wording past everyone. As such it satisfied the ignorant 
public, and it probably lead to quite a few ‘bribes’ and ‘donations’ to various politicians and parties from the mobile 
phone industry and its professional lobbyists. 

Alexei is rich and successful, and yet he appears to be really frustrated all the time, and angry. And with over 
1000 dead pedestrians each year in Moscow alone, I have real reason to be worried about their safety as I am 
accelerated past them in the Lexus 4WD. 

I had always equated success with ease, happiness, and comfort. But Alexei appears stressed out even about 
preparations for his luxury, first class holiday to Mauritius. He even stresses out about his visits to his 'dacha'. 
Tomorrow he is leaving at 11:30 a.m, and says he will probably have time for a 30 minute lesson. Probably? 

Back in the old soviet flat I open the curtains and the newly-fallen snow has turned the drab soviet yuck into 
a pretty white landscape. The colored lights from advertising billboards and shop-fronts across the road are reflected 
in the light spray of white, adding to the beauty of the scene. Nature has managed to conquer even Stalin's ‘utopia’! 

The flat itself is really dirty. A thick crust of dust covers the phone. The oven top is filthy. I have to clean 
everything before using it. I set about tidying up, and putting junk away in overhead cupboards, and seeing if I can 
find anything useful. 

President's school had used one of the many ‘dodgy’ visa companies in Moscow to get me my visa. I had been 
told to lie to the officials at the Russian Embassy in Krakow, Poland. Otherwise I would not get a visa. Mine had 
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been arranged by 'A and Alpha Consalting’ (sic). The school had paid them a considerable sum to gain me a visa on 
false pretenses. This was, I gather, quite common. And of course completely illegal. And so in order to secure my job 
offer in Moscow I had been compelled to behave criminally. And so I completed all the forms at the Russian 
Embassy, and answered most of the questions, verbally and in writing, falsely. 

The cunning officials were probably completely aware of the situation. They kept trying to ‘trick’ me into 
telling the truth, repeating the same questions in different ways, and at different times, seeking to reveal that I was in 
fact travelling to Moscow to work, rather than as part of some ‘cultural exchange’, as stated in my documents. 

Of course the ‘agency’ that had arranged this ‘cultural exchange’ was the dodgy visa company that the school 
had paid to provide false documents concerning said ‘cultural exchange’. "You are going to Moscow to work?’ was the 
repeated interrogation. The wording and style was constantly changed, but the question was repeated over and over, 
on both occasions. I gave the rote learned answers I had been told to give. It was actually a bit funny at times. The 
official gave me a form to fill out. I could not work out what to write, and so I asked him. He told me what to write. I 
did this for virtually every question. At one point he told me that it was I that was filling out the form, and not him, 
after I more or less asked him to fill it out for me. In the end he more or less completed every question for me, at least 
verbally. And so after 2 several hour train rides back and forth between my current town and Krakow, I walked away 
with a Russian Federation multiple entry visa in my Australian Passport. 

It was interesting that people had to queue up outside the Russian embassy in Krakow. Only a few were 
allowed in at a time. And the opening times were very limited, so if you were unlucky, you might end up waiting in 
vain, and have to come back the next day. And visas were quite expensive. Of course after many ‘adventures’ I had 
learned to get the schools to pay upfront for visas and airfares. And so the school had paid for the visas. Of course 
they had not paid for the stress, and 2 days of traveling back and forth to the Russian Embassy. But at least I got to 
visit 'Golden Krakow’, which is quite beautiful, and even has its own fire-breathing dragon! 

Anyway, when it comes time for me to leave Russia, which I must do as a condition of my Business visa, at 
least once every 6 months, Alexei is once again a real pain. His driver's wife tells me that Alexei told her that her 
husband should buy me a train ticket, and not give me any money. Apparently the train left at 6 a.m. 

Apparently Alexei said I should go to her place to get the ticket, then go alone to the train. So I would have 
to travel to her place by metro at about 4 a.m. Then the story changed. Her husband, Alexei's driver, would bring 
the tickets over at 9 or 10 p.m. This after I reminded her how unreasonable it was to ask me to travel all over 
Moscow at 4 a.m. 

I told her I was angry with A, and that is why I would not call him. In the past every time I expressed myself I 
got fired, so I was not going to talk to Alexei until I had calmed down. She said that if she were in my position 
herself, she would just tell him off and find another job. 

She said my approach was more reasonable, and that she would try to learn from me and do the same thing, 
as looking for another job was very inconvenient. 

What she could never guess is how often I have asserted myself in the past, as she said she would have done 
just now, and I had paid for it dearly. 

She said that she herself had always let things go until they ‘blew up’, and left ‘burnt bridges’ behind. 

I had pretty much burned every bridge up to then, by trying to negotiate, and by honestly expressing myself, 
in the hope of finding a mutually satisfactory solution. I had always been naive, assuming people would be fair and 
reasonable, given the chance. But of course people suck. They are usually only fair and reasonable when they have to 
be, because you have leverage, or a good lawyer and legal system behind you, or simply a gun. So I had no intention of 
being naive ¢his time. 

She was still at the stage where she expressed her anger, got fired, and found another job. She was a C.P.A, an 
accountant, so she could easily find another job, but it was inconvenient still. So she said she would try to learn from 
me and next time not tell her boss off! Funny thing was that she said that she would ‘miss me’ if I left Moscow. We 
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had talked occasionally on the phone about work and Russia and stuff. I guess, like Misha, she would miss the free 
English conversation ‘classes' more than anything else. 

I have to keep reminding myself that cute women only talk to me, and only because they are bored, and like 
the distraction, and the free English conversation ‘classes’. 

They will talk to me, and give themselves to some guy who they respect, ironically because he is distant, does 
not talk to them...and hence they can build him up, in their imagination, as superior to them, and therefore worthy of 
them. 

Me, I am friendly, and give it away, so it must not be worth anything. They have to fight to get their lovers to 
communicate, which somehow makes them seem more worthy of their sexual resources...1 guess more like their 
fathers, who were distant emotionally and unavailable...and so women have sex with distant men who remind them 
of their fathers, who they unconsciously wanted to seduce...daddy complex stuff. Stupid me charges nothing, and so 
is valued at nothing. 

I am totally fed up with life. I can't sleep properly. Just more and more disappointments. I feel empty. I have 
no anticipation of anything good ever happening for me. So what is my motivation supposed to be? Work without 
reward. No pleasure. And not even any work. I have worked hard all my life. I have been conscientious. I studied 
hard. I made sacrifices. 

But even when I ‘succeed’ others ruin things for me. I can only ‘succeed’ in things that are only dependent 
upon myself, and concrete, measurable performance indicators. As soon as others are involved I am doomed. They 
deny my concrete performance. They do not want me to be good. They want to cut me down. Iam doomed as soon 
as my success is dependent on more than one other person. I can manage one person, and improve their moral tone. 
But once there are two, they can gang up on me. They can deny reality together, simply by being the majority. 

I get up much too early, try to stay awake, but end up abjectly exhausted and desperate to sleep again. I am 
fed up writing these notes. (It is in fact many years later that I am writing them up on the computer!). More work 
without pay. The story of my life! 

When we finally move to the new flat Alexei promised was much ‘better’ than the previous, Alexei sits in the 
car making no effort to help me carry any of my luggage. So I have to go up and down 5 flights of stairs many times. I 
drop the 20kg bag and it rolls down the stairs. 

In fact the first time I went up 5 flights of stairs of the wrong building! 

This flat is definitely much worse. Why did Alexei lie? I am pretty angry with him, but say nothing, At least 
it has a big television and cable channels. The stairs are made of such thin concrete it is hard to believe they won't 
collapse under my weight! 

The huge apartment blocks near Sunny’s flat were lit up at night. Because of the different colored curtains, 
they were all sorts of pastel colors...green, yellow, blue, red, white. But even at 9p.m half the windows were dark. 

I call Nastya, and a female with exactly the same voice tells me she is not there. I leave my phone number. 
The listener acts as if she doesn't speak English, but the sentence 'I just want to leave my phone number in case she 
wants to call' is pretty hard to follow if your English is really that bad. So it was probably Nastya. She clearly liked 
me. That is what was so debilitating. If you are not willing to spend your money on women, and/or offer to be 
husbands and fathers, slaves to their domestic dreams, then no matter how attracted they might be to you, they are 
going to say ‘no’. 

I feel depressed. I have put on weight too. Must be all that frying of spaghetti in oil. I find my belly 
disgusting. So I start exercising again. I had stopped doing sit-ups a while ago, doing only push-ups. And it showed. I 
felt better with myself once I began them again. 

Ekaterina, the driver's wife, is now busy doing data entry work that Alexei left her. She is not interested in 
helping me at all. She says she fears that Alexei might fire her husband. I recall how Alexei had forced him to drive all 


the way across Moscow at midnight just to bring him some shoes to the airport. Alexei had told me the story as if it 
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were an amusing anecdote. So much for the noble savage, the notion that people who work their way up from the 
bottom are more considerate of others when they are finally successful! 

The female in the flat window across from my flat has shown me (or who in my building?) her tits before, 
but today she either flashed them only quickly, or not at all. 

‘Ambitions have us’! I take satisfaction in a 15% market fall, but am disappointed by the 5% rally the next 
day. You see I missed out the gains last time. I am honest. Why should others become rich for nothing? Well to be 
honest, they did take a risk. That is the fact. Anyone is free to risk their capital. We hate it when others take that risk 
and are lucky. We prefer that they fail. We were too scared to take the risk. They took it. We don't want them to 
succeed. We want them to fail. In reality they ‘deserve’ their success in as much as they took the risks. Even if in the 
long term there appears to be no risk at all, still, when it comes to investing, most of us feel the risk is real, and are 
not willing to take it. So we hate it when others do take the risks, and do get lucky. Human nature. No point denying 
reality. Better to be honest. Of course the only forum for such honesty in human affairs is in the arena of comedy! 

My life is absurd. So much effort demanded and so little reward. So much irritation, frustration, and so little 
comfort, pleasure, or satisfaction. And in the end there is death, either way. So why endure? Why put up with it all 
just on the hope that life will finally reward me one day for all the effort, sacrifice, pain, discomfort, frustration? 
One day? As I get older, it means I would have less and less time to be rewarded. So what is the point in the end, if I 
have endured the majority of my life already, how can I ever really be rewarded? I have already paid more than I 
could get back. So from a cost-benefit standpoint I am already a loser. I have lost. Whatever might happen, I have 
already paid more, and longer, than I could be rewarded for in the life remaining to me. 

What consolation could it be to succeed when I am old, and no longer have the capacity to take really enjoy 
it? 

And most likely there will be no reward, just more of the same, and a horrible, painful, humiliating death! 

Alexei calls at 9:40 a.m. ‘Are you ready? He knows I am not on call until 10 a.m. I have just gotten out of the 
shower. I tell him I will be ready in 20 minutes. He says ‘I'm waiting outside your flat’. Why? Why should he expect 
me to be ready at 9.40a.m when our agreement is I start at 10a.m? I rush and get outside by 9.45a.m. But he is not 
there. I go back inside. The house phone is disgustingly filthy. It is sticky with thick grime. I try to call him despite 
this, but the phone doesn't work. I wash my finger! I go back outside at 10a.m. He's there. In a Lexus 4WD. He says 
he forgot to bring my passport with him. I had given it to him to show his lawyer. He doesn't have any money for 
me. I ask ‘have you got my money?’ 'I have borrowed a large amount of money and I have to pay it back, or they will 
charge really high interest. I had no choice but to borrow the money’ ( I lie, so my request does not sound so 
rude...though I have no reason to be apologetic about asking to be paid as promised). He replies 'Yes', but makes no 
move to get it. I feel sick. Waiting in the car outside his flat. While he gets my passport? My pay? He comes out with 
his man-bag and briefcase. But no passport? He says his phone is not working? This after I tell him I tried to call 
him. It is a grey wet day. I ask several times if he is going to pay me. He acts like he is not listening or does not 
understand. Pay me? What is ‘pay me? ? I answer ‘my pay’. I say it is a problem for me. I have to pay someone back 
today. ‘When?’ he asks. "What problem?’ he asks. I have already explained I have borrowed money and need to pay it 
back with interest. He says he will pay me in one hour. He doesn't have any money on him. ‘Are we going to your 
office?’ I ask. 'You mean now?” he replies. 'Yes. No. Just visiting a few friends’. Why so vague? Suspicious. 'T'll give 
you time from 1 to 5' he says. What does he mean? He leaves me waiting 10 minutes in the cold rain. After an hour I 
really had to piss. It had become painful. I was in the car. I pissed a full bottle. I said I needed to go to the toilet. He 
said he would stop in 20 minutes. 

At 10a.m he had said he would pay me in one hour. It is now 12 a.m. No driver has arrived. I am waiting in 
the car. So I have no money, and bladder problems. There doesn't seem to be any reason to stay on here. I plan to 
leave the next morning. No more of these games. I will give all my excess stuff away and leave before 10a.m. Will he 
pay? He did a ‘dill’ on his laptop. He asks, very quietly 'Do you want Euros or U.S dollars?’ I am relieved. But ‘yes, 
yes, yes’ so ‘no’ problem = blah. I say I would prefer Euros, but I need my pay as soon as possible, to pay back my 
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friend. I decide that if he gives me 750 U.S, a full weeks pay, I will stay. If not I will go. Deals? He phones. We meet a 
man. Serious looking. With a thick briefcase. We drive to the ‘business center’. 

Next day I am waiting at 10a.m. It is really cold, even with 2 jackets on. So I go in to put on the warmest 
things I have. There is no sign of Alexei. He doesn't call or SMS. Did he mean 5 O'clock tonight? 

I go back into the flat and tidy up a bit. I had one pot with me. Lucky, as otherwise I would have had nothing 
to boil water with. So much for the nice, clean, fully furnished flat Alexei had promised me as part of our work 
agreement. There is a little sunshine. But I notice, once more, that I am in a fire-trap. There are bars on all the 
windows. Outside is a playground. 

I never agreed to work any nights, but as he has paid me for the week, I will be flexible. If that is the only 
time he has today then I will make myself available. But I hate how he does not bother to let me know what he is 
doing so I can plan my day. But I will make sure I am sort of packed and ready to leave at any time at short notice. 

We drive past the coolest statue in Moscow. ‘Rocket man’, the sculpture in honor of the first man in space. 
Of course a dog and a monkey were there before man. So how’s that for superiority. Beaten by a dog and a monkey 
in the race to be first in space! 

Alexei calls me at 3 p.m saying he wants lessons from 8p.m to 10 p.m. That is pretty rude, given that I 
specifically said, and he explicitly agreed to, no evenings. I make some excuse and remind him that our agreement 
was from 10 to around 6 or 7 at the latest. So now he wants a lesson at 8.30a.m. I agree, despite the fact that we 
clearly agreed I would start no earlier than 10a.m. I agree out of goodwill. 

But he has paid, so I will do my best to accommodate him. At least until next pay day. If he pays! If he had 
told me in advance I would not be so bothered. But just to assume that I will, that is really wrong of him. He has no 
reason to assume that. He knows what hours we agreed on. I try to be firm. I tell myself 'No work after 6p.m'. I bet 
Alexei would not have turned up for that 8p.m class anyway. And he would not have called either. (Funny how right 
I turn out to be. For he does that sort of thing constantly in the coming weeks. Making appointments for evening 
classes with me and then, after I prepare and wait up for him, he doesn’t show, or even bother to call to cancel. So I 
end up spending all day in the crumby flat). 

We are driving along the river as the Kremlin looms large in front of us. At this distance it looks huge, and 
very impressive. The thing is, though, Alexei appears to want to prevent me from getting a good look. He keeps 
asking questions, and turning towards me, indicating I should turn towards him. It seems he has noticed my interest, 
and wants to prevent me from enjoying myself at all. I am at work, he seems to think, and he will not allow me this 
moment of private enjoyment of the sights of Moscow. So I do my best not to notice this mean motive in him. I 
answer without turning towards him. But it is clear he is clearly insisting I turn to him, away from the view. I don't 
let him totally ruin things for me, as appears to be his intention. 

The television tower also presents a beautiful light display. I turn to him quickly when I have had a look, 
then back again. Trying to miss as little of the view as possible. We also pass by the monument to the cosmonaut. It 
blazes a startling fiery gold in the cold, moist, winter sunshine. 

I don't mention the fact that my pay is well overdue again. We stop at some industrial building in an 
industrial area. He asks me if I have a real winter jacket. He says he can pay me today. Yeh, right. Like he always says. 
It is almost a tease. I usually have to ask again and again, over the following days, to be paid, until he finally pays me. 
It is like he enjoys the stress I have to suffer, worrying about whether he will pay me or not. 

At 8a.m the next day he calls at 8.10a.m, assuming I would have been waiting outside in the cold for 10 
minutes, to delay one hour. 

I take the phone off the hook for 5 minutes, during which Alexei calls. "Thank you so much’ , he replies, 
when I agree to be ready tomorrow at 10a.m. 

Alexei calls at 9.55a.m. He said he would be over at 9. So I got up early again for nothing. He says he is 
babysitting and has a headache. He will call at 1p.m. On my day off? How dare he just assume I have no other plans, 
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or that I would cancel them for him, on my day off! After my next pay I will negotiate to be paid half-monthly in 
advance. 

Did Alexei finally call at 4.30p.m? I was too tired to bother answering. I am on-call until 4. So I have no 
obligation to answer. The phone rang a few times. But it could have been anyone really. So, Alexei has gotten me to 
get up early for an early start at 9a.m, then hang around all day in the flat until 4p.m, for absolutely nothing, and all 
this on my one day off. 

Alexei calls at 10a.m. Four times! He wants lessons ‘right now’. I say I need 30 minutes. It is my day off, and I 
was not expecting this. I am still asleep. It is my day off. He really has a hide, ignoring our agreement now almost 
constantly. He says he will call at 11.30a.m. It is my day off still. But he doesn't seem to respect anything we agreed 
to. It is Saturday. And I have been on call from 9a.m to 8 p.m all week, even though we agreed 10 to 6 or 7. 

At 11.50a.m Alexei calls to tell me ‘you can come over at 10.30a.m'. I can? I think to myself. On my day 
off!! But I go anyway. I am at his door at 10.30a.m. He tells me to wait for him. And so I end up waiting 20 minutes 
outside. At least there is a little sun. At 10.50a.m he comes down with his beautiful son. They both remind me of 
F.Scott Fitzgerald, as they both have short legs, disproportionately short to their bodies. Alexei’s son has beautiful 
blue eyes. He acts really shy, but I think that is how he usually gets extra attention. Later 'mama' arrives too. 

This sort of thing continues on and on with Alexei calling, not coming, then calling again, keeping me 
waiting all day, then assuming I will also do this on my days off, and me obliging, out of a sense of conscientiousness, 
and a desire that he get something for his money. I constantly want to leave, but then he does pay me, and I consider 
that I have no other work offers, so I might as well stay as long as I can put up with this, and as long as he pays me. 
He usually does not. Then I ask if he can. And he always answers ‘yes, yes, yes, of course’ but never does. Then he 
finally does, and I am satisfied to have a bit more money to leave Moscow with. 

I keep lying to myself that somewhere in the world there is a place where I can be happy, a woman who will 
be happy with me, and so on. But I don't believe it. 

Every time an attractive girl makes eye contact with me, and holds it, I feel miserable, as I know I have 
nothing to offer her that she will want. I can't offer any girl what she wants. Children. Or even a good night out, 
dinner, dancing, a movie. I know I have no ‘follow-through’, so even if my flirt is successful, it is doomed to end no- 
where. Unless I by some chance find a girl who is like me. I have an almost (?) pathological fear of ‘wasting’ money. 

I am 80kg again. I have little motivation to bother exercising or watching my weight. Females want kids and 
fun, not ‘me’, so what does it matter. 

Alexei now wants lessons on Saturdays and Sundays. 

At Alexei's place, Alexei offers me some really expensive cognac. Two fingers. It has a toffee aroma and is very 
smooth. A hint of peat? But really toffee would have been smoother! Alexei tells me a famous Moscow drink- 
driving joke. “That cognac must have been very nice, it just cost me 2000 U.S’ (the bribe payed to the policeman who 
pulled over the ‘over the limit’ driver!). 

Again Alexei pays me, after many delays and much stress and frustration on my part. I consider any pay he 
gives me a bonus. I don't expect it. If I get it I stay, and have more to take with me when I go. If he doesn't pay me, I 
will just go. At least I have free rent. If I leave Moscow, I will have to pay to share a room with others at a hostel. So I 
look on the positive side of things. At least I have my own flat, and I am not paying rent! 

Alexei calls at 8.30 p.m. He says ‘Sorry, tomorrow we can meet at 8.30 a.m’. The sorry is for not calling 
earlier about our planned lesson for earlier. The ‘we can’ is presumptuous and irritating, It was not in our agreement. 
He is taking advantage of my generous nature, and conscientiousness. 

At 8.30a.m I am waiting outside. Within a few minutes he arrives, and once I am in the car he hands me, 
discretely, my pay. I didn't have to ask, for once! I tell myself I must adapt to his lack of reliability, and deal with it. 
That is easy to say after I have been paid! From now on when he says something I will take it as a possibility, and 
never plan my affairs around it. I will not actually expect him to show up at the times he says he will. I wi expect him 
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to cancel and change his plans constantly. That way I will not get upset when he does. I can go shopping, and be back 
in under 30 minutes. If he complains, then that is his problem. 

Is it possible to 'train' him to be more respectful and conscientious? Or is that impossible? I will just deal 
with this spontaneously, and if he has a problem, deal with it when it arises. I will then match his usual style by 
discussing it calmly and quietly. At the same time I will keep my bags packed, ready to leave at short notice if we 
cannot find a way to get along. I will keep myself informed as to the travel possibilities, by train and so on. I have to 
find out when trains to different places leave, where from, and how to book tickets. What sort of tickets there are, 
sitting, sleeping, and so on. 

I feel like I have been left in the car like a guard dog! Is Alexei too embarrassed to be seen by his business 
associates with me? Or does he need to concentrate on business without distractions? Or maybe he doesn't want me 
to know too much about his business dealings? He has not even left me the car keys. So I cannot leave the car and 
come back. It has automatic central locking and so on. There is lots of rubbish and junk in here, and a child seat. As 
such I cannot get my seat to go back, and therefore there is no legroom to even stretch out my legs. I could be here 
for hours. (I often am left for hours, alone, with no clue as to when Alexei might be returning, and no keys, therefore 
no way to leave the car for any reason! I am like a prisoner in a luxury 4WD. At least I worked out how to use the 
stereo, and can listen to some music I like. He has the C.D of that Spanish pop musician that a friend and student in 
Poland was so keen on. A really good C.D! And a really good stereo! 

I actually had breakfast, as I had no idea when my next meal opportunity would be. I am often in the car 
until after 6p.m. That is a long day without any breaks for anything, but with lots of breaks where I am left alone, 
unable to do anything, and not even knowing for how long. So I had breakfast. But I rushed it, which is not good. I 
had crispbread and vege mash. Yum. But it sort of goes straight through me, if you know what I mean! I was too 
tired to cook so early in the morning. I don't usually eat breakfast. But I am trying to adapt. 

It has become irritating how softly Alexei speaks, even while driving, with road and traffic noise. I really have 
to strain to hear. It feels deliberate, on his part. It appears to make him feel important. That other people have to 
strain to hear him! Only on the phone does he shout. 

When I leave the car that evening, he says he will call at 9 a.m. So our agreement means nothing to him. He 
has not once apologised for breaking it. And he has done so continually. So I just accept that fact. I can adapt to it, or 
just leave. As long as I can put up with it, and he keeps paying me, and I have free rent, I will just accept it. 

Next morning, surprise surprise, he calls at 9.15a.m to say he will call at 10a.m. Then half an hour later he 
says 10.30a.m. He comes to the door to pick up his father's shoes. He checks the electricity meter. He tells me not to 
rush. He will collect the car and return. He keeps the car in a garage down the road. I rush and say I am ready. 

At the garage Alexei complains that his driver never returns the car seat to his preferred, stored, setting. He 
only has to push one button to get it to return to the memorised settings. (Of course it will only take Alexei the same 
effort!, but that is not the point, is it!!). 

Around midday Alexei announces that he will leave me at a Metro station to find my own way back home. 
??? Then he says he will leave me at a bus stop to get a bus home ??? Then he agrees to pick me up from Media 
Markt, where he has left me. So I walk back to MediaMarkt, to meet him there. Of course he then calls to say I will 
have to find my own way home. He tells me to call him from the bus stop, and he will tell me which number bus to 
catch ??? I decide to walk. But soon I realise I am lost. So I find the nearest Metro stop and get the train home. At 
least I will get home that way. 

I get home pretty late. I find a television show on ‘what to do when god is an absolute unfair &^%$! to you’, 
more or less. I say, 'take your business elsewhere if the service is lousy! 

I consider how laughter is one socially acceptable way to bring problems out into the open, without anyone 
‘losing face’. We can laugh at ourselves by laughing at others. They can tell truths that otherwise would be too 
threatening to hear. It is about the only way we can publicly confront many embarrassing, unflattering truths about 
ourselves, personally and as a society. 
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In the mall a cute blonde girl is giving a slim Asiatic looking guy a manicure. She looks totally bored, and 
does not make eye contact nor speak with the man. I wonder if he was hoping to chat with her? She is clearly not 
interested. Or how can I tell. Maybe she is just playing hard to get. He is sort of showing off that he can afford such 
luxuries. 

I have a very badly swollen ingrown hair on my stomach. It has produced a sort of cavity almost as big as my 
belly button. Or is that my imagination? Sometimes I seem to exaggerate some things in my mind. I get really 
sensitive! At least it is not cancer. I had feared that, until I discovered the ingrown hair, from plucking...and a similar 
one on my chest, but not so big. 

The worst thing is that people reproduce their lives in the hope of escaping it by doing so. I mean they expect 
satisfaction and love from reproduction. They reproduce to fill holes in their lives. They reproduce hoping that in 
that way they will find some meaning and reward for their past suffering. They are seeking to recoup sunken costs by 
investing even more. Only they are forcing their not-yet-conceived children to invest in a really speculative 
investment. Only a few beneficiaries actually come out ahead. The rest pay for the benefits of the few. 

So people end up merely reproducing their own misery, dissatisfaction, loneliness, and, well, lives. 

I am pissed off with the F*&*%$$# who have wasted my time. Schools that tell me they are desperate for 
teachers. I waste half a day visiting them, and end up getting no calls. They offer me rubbish lessons at really bad 
times and distant locations that no-one wants. So much for the ‘blocks’ of teaching they promise on the phone. 

And these jerks have the hide to tell you that you are wasting their time when you ask them questions. Their 
time is valuable. Yours is not. Not that they do anything with their time. Just sit around the office drinking coffee, 
and complaining how hard it is to find teachers!!! And how often teachers just up and leave their schools!!! 

Schools expect you to waste your time attending their crappy ‘seminars’ and ‘workshops’ before they have 
even given you one lesson. They rarely follow up when you call them. They don't call back. They make no effort to 
write up a F.A.Q webpage, when certainly a large number of teachers are asking the same questions. 

Well the fact is they simply won't get off their lazy arses to even bother answering any questions. They are 
always 'too busy’. So WTF is their job? What is it that they are so busy doing? Bullshitting to prospective teachers 
and students!!! And in Moscow of all places. It is so hard to get a visa to come here. They should be treating teachers 
like gold. They earn schools heaps of money. All the Schools attract students by promising them lessons with native 
teachers. 

I wonder about the number of flats under construction in Moscow. Everywhere you look new flats are going 
up. And new flats are standing there with one out of a hundred lights on even at 9 p.m. Surely they must have ‘over- 
reached’? I find out that investors buy flats, and then just keep them. They will not rent them to anyone. They are 
‘hoarding’, to keep rents up. That is why, although there are thousands of new empty flats, you still can't find one, 
and end up paying ridiculous sums for terrible flats full of the owners own junk! 

Is the 'mother' of all consciousness units dead? Does the universe produce the particular conditions for one 
unit of life to emerge only once? And then this unit reproduces. It dies, but its offspring go on to mutate and evolve 
to produce the abundance of life we observe today? Hmmm!!! 

Alexei assumes I will ‘work’ a 10 hour day, driving with him to his Dacha and back. In the end he leaves me 
in Moscow. Well on the outskirts of Moscow. He meets his driver at an agreed spot on the way to his Dacha, and his 
driver drives me home in an old 4WD. It takes ages due to Moscow traffic. And again he has not paid me. He says 
‘tomorrow’! That can mean any time, or wo time, in the future. So I ask if he can now pay me twice a month, in 
advance. He says "No problem’. But he always says ‘yes, yes, yes, no problem’, and then doesn't pay me for ages. And 
he is paying me less than we agreed. 

If you wanna be happy for the rest of your life, then next time you are happy, kill yourself!! 

Back home I find a woman talking loudly on the phone out in the hall. She apparently does not want to 
disturb anyone in her own flat! Of course the fact that she is now disturbing almost everyone in the whole block is of 
no concern to her!! I try to ignore her, but she is so loud that it is hard. 
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I don't want to get angry. But she is so inconsiderate. I remind myself of Schopenhauer. He ended up paying 
a neighbour compensation until her death, after an ‘incident’. He had asked her politely, over and over, if she could 
please not hold conversations out in the landing. But she paid no heed. One day during an interaction she ended up 
falling down the stairs. While there is no proof he pushed her, a judge awarded her compensation ‘for the rest of her 
life? 

So it does not pay to let people get you angry. I got punched in the head once when I lost my temper. The 
guy was just waiting for any excuse to punch me. And I was so angry I held my hands to my side, for fear of losing my 
temper and hitting him. But of course he was not so conscientious. He was driven by malice. And I was stupid 
enough to let myself get into that situation where he could vent his own frustrations on me!! 

There have been no calls from A for a few days. And no pay! 

I write some music, and keep repeating and practicing it. After I eat I try to remember it but I cannot! I 
really have to take notes from now on. Simple tab! But often it is hard to get the rhythm and timing right. So I will 
try to get something to record with. 

So now I am stressed out again, and all for no reason. No pay. No work. But all the stress of anticipating and 
worrying. I arrange my life around a person with no respect for me and my effort. And again no money. It really 
makes me wonder what I am doing her. O.K. Free rent. And he /as paid me in the past and he might pay me again! 

I have no other alternatives, so there is no opportunity cost. I am not ready to move on yet. I have no plans. 
So just as well stress out and be depressed here, where I don't have to pay rent, then have to make lots of decisions, 
and pay high hostel bed rates, and have to share a room with who knows how many people, and sleep in a tiny bed, 
and so on! So I stay. Inertia !! 

He apologised the other day. Actually apologised, for not having paid me as agreed. He asks me how I am. I 
cannot say I am getting a migraine from the stress. What on earth does he expect me to say? Of course us slaves are 
expected to pretend our masters are so nice and we are so grateful that they deign to exploit us! 

This morning, after getting out of the shower, I notice I have an SMS from Alexei. It says he is leaving home 
at 7 a.m. So I rush to be ready. He didn't even have the consideration to call. How could he be sure I would read the 
SMS? But then later another message. He's ‘out driving’. So I could have actually had a decent sleep after all? He says 
he ‘won't be back in time’. 

Later that day we go shopping. Little shopping carts and really expensive food. So I push the cart around for 
30 minutes while he shops, and he asks a few questions. I try to offer some useful English shopping phrases and 
expressions. 

He has lots of small change and pays the exact bill. Even I don't keep coins smaller than 50 Russian cents, as 
One ruble is about 5c. He gets upset that he had forgotten his ‘client’ card, which would have given him a 5% 
discount. Fair enough, at these prices! 

Alexei follows a convoy made up of some police cars and some expensive black cars. Most expensive cars in 
Moscow are black. Alexei drives close behind the last car, so as to look as if he is a part of the convoy. This way we get 
through the traffic like a hot knife through butter. Of course sooner or later other people join in behind us. 

During one lesson at his apartment, alexei had tea with a honey pot. But he ate honey from the pot, and then 
used the same spoon to take more, again and again. And so I didn't have any appetite for honey! 

Another morning Alexei calls asking "Where are you? He was 15 minutes late, but had expected to find me 
waiting out on the road, a hundred meters from my warm flat, in the freezing cold. 

Alexei left Moscow for a few days (?) and so I have a day off. I mean I have a day when I have no reason to 
expect Alexei to call wanting a lesson. So I can actually plan the day for myself. I can sleep in. I can relax. 

On this day one of Alexei’s associates actually comes to my flat and pays me. At first Iam reluctant to open 
the door. He knocks. I see a really strongly built stranger with a leather bag. He tells me he is..., and that Alexei has 
sent him. So I open the door. He has a leather bag full of U.S 100 dollar bills. All fresh and crisp. He has a little scrap 
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of paper with names and numbers. He finds my name, and reads off how much he is to pay me. I ask for Euros, and 
he digs deep under all the U.S banknotes and finds some Euros to pay me. I am relieved. 

On the Metro I sit next to a cute girl. But she keeps digging the sharp end of her book into my elbow, as if to 
demand that I go sit somewhere else. If people are considerate, you can fit 7 to a bench on the train. If they are 
selfish, you might only get 4 to a bench. I see enough room between some people and gently ease myself into the gap. 
I have to keep my shoulders hunched, though, as they make no effort to move to either side, where I can see they 
have more than enough space. !!! 

On the way back from a weekend school with the beautiful accountant, a stranger tries to engage me in 
conversation. I fear that at any moment he could become violent and nasty. He had that sort of ‘negative charge' 
about him, as if he was a coiled spring of rage about to unleash itself upon you. 

The beautiful accountant told him, in Russian, that it was rude to bother us like that. I felt a real sense of 
menace about the guy. I am glad her words had the desired effect on him. I give her my number, but she finds some 
excuse vot to give me hers. She is the one going to Cyprus to marry a successful businessman and start a family! She 
has told me all about it. He is successful, and wants to have children. That is about as ‘romantic’ as the story goes. 

I find chocolate Soy milk, and really tasty Soy 'meat' balls. But they give me gas. And I have to tutor someone 
in a closed space for several hours. So I can't really afford to be farting all day. And the farts really stink. Probably 
why dog farts smell so bad. Dog food is made up mostly of Soy and other cereals. 

From the Kremlin Stalin's seven 'Sisters' look grandiose and impressive. But when I finally see the central 
Moscow one up close, while waiting for Alexei while he does some banking, it is really disappointingly shabby and 
unimpressive. Really run-down and dilapidated. 

I am so exhausted. For several days now I have not been able to sleep properly. I keep getting up and feeling 
more exhausted than when I went to bed. I have had 7 hours sleep, but I feel completely drained. Now all day I will 
be exhausted. Over-tired. 

When I get home I stay up as late as I can, hoping that will ensure that I actually sleep soundly. But 
tomorrow Alexei said he would call to confirm, or otherwise(?), accommodation for me in Switzerland, and travel 
details ?? 

I have already bought a long, thick jacket especially for winter, at Alexei's insistence. Of course he didn't offer 
to pay for it, but insisted I buy something really warm. He sees how little I wear in Moscow even in winter. He jokes 
that I must have anti-freeze for blood! People are surprised and often amused to see me get out of the car in my black 
t-shirt, when they are all rugged-up in big jackets and winter gear. But I get hot quickly. And I hate sweating. It 
irritates me so that I get hotter, and so on! So I prefer to be a little cool! 

Misha, one of the student’s at the weekend school who lives nearby, and who offered to give me a lift with 
him to the lessons, invites me to spend time with him and his family. It means free English conversation for him of 
course. I wish I was not so tired all the time. 

He has a lovely wife and daughter. His daughter’s name is ‘Yeva, the equivalent of Eva. Whenever Y'eva 
smiles and shows affection she becomes gorgeous to me. But I realise Misha gets jealous. So it's not all good. It seems 
the problems never end. 

You'd hope once you found Mrs right, a good job, and had a beautiful healthy daughter, that everything 
would be ‘happy ever after’. But it seems that the problems never end. And you cannot tell what problems people are 
having, just below the surface. All you usually see is the surface, as that is all people want you to see. In public they 
put on masks, put on a show. 

I reflect how my ex-best friend in Australia and his wife seemed a loving couple. He seemed to get on really 
well with his sister's husband. Later I was surprised to learn the truth. I wondered why they thought they needed to 
deceive me? 

Even my best friend at High school expressed boredom with his pretty, sexy, slim, 15/16 y.o girlfriend, and 
their sex in his big car. 
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A girlfriend told me how her best friend found sex had lost its excitement, now that she had turned 15, and 
it was now legal for her to have sex! It had been great and exciting when she was only 14, and having secret, illicit sex. 
But now she was all of 15, and the sex was legal, it has lost a lot of its shine! 

Who would have guessed? If even teenage sex can be boring, then what is there to look forward to? 

If marriage brings as many problems as it solves, and everyone is ‘faking’ their happiness for public 
consumption, then what is there to hope for? 

If you are going to end up being jealous even of your own daughter’s affections for your own friends, and to 
come to doubt her love for you...then really, how sad a world do we live in? 

And these are supposed to be the most rewarding things in life. I haven't even begun with Hamlet's list of 
complaints! 

This is the End...or...It's all coming to a stop, it's all stopping, it's all coming to an end...it’s... 

Alexei finally takes me inside his bank, which he recommends I open an account at. The bank is tiny, over 
crowded, and dirty. The service is lousy. I am a bit concerned about using a bank his friends apparently owned. 
Could he have any influence on my banking? I try to make sense of the accounts on offer. No-one speaks English, 
despite Alexei having often assured, and continuing to assure me, that they do. 

They will not even ring head office, or another branch, to get someone to explain things to me in English. I 
consider that I can get equally lousy service from the national Russian bank right next to my flat. So I give up. I tell 
Alexei's driver, who has taken me here, that I will open an account at my local bank. He seems upset with me, as if I 
have wasted his time. But he has gone next door and come back with Euros to pay me. But why waste the 
commission? I had said I would take U.S dollars if he didn't have any Euros. So now he has wasted 15 dollars, more 
or less of my money, changing the U.S dollars he had into Euros. He seems angry with me as we leave. 

Alexei is in Switzerland. He calls saying he is trying to confirm accommodation for me, and travel plans. He 
insists I go to the Swiss embassy to see about my visa requirements. His driver drops me off nearby. When I ask at 
the embassy about whether I, as a German Citizen, require a visa to visit Switzerland, they laugh, wondering why I 
would even have imagined such a thing I explain that my boss insisted, not believing my own confident statements 
to the same effect. 

I get back to the car where the driver is smoking. The engine is not running, so my window will not open. I 
tell him I don't need a visa. He gets on the phone. He is on the phone, smoking, as I am choking! I cannot open the 
window. Eventually he starts the engine and my window opens. Ah. Fresh air. Or at least better than direct second 
hand smoke! Then, without asking, the driver closes my window, centrally! 

After the bank he seemed to blame me for having wasted his time. I have my salary, but no bank account. 
Which means I now have loads of cash, and nowhere safe to keep it. The driver actually expected me to take the 
Metro from the bank back home. But I tell him I am not going to ride the metro with all my money on me! Is he 
going to drive me home? Or to the Bank's head office? 

Or take me with him on one of his chores? I hate being in such situations, where people are more or less 
angry at me for no fault of mine! People blaming me for things I an not responsible for. Why did Alexei lie and tell 
me people spoke English at that bank branch? Why didn't he get his driver to take me to the bank's head office? He 
is friends with the owners. Anyway, I am just an ESL teacher, I tell myself. There is no point arguing with people. 
Just try to be cheerful. At least you have your pay! 

And strangely enough, it has been over 2 hours, and I had two cups of coffee, and I don't need to pee. Maybe 
those pumpkin seeds I have been eating really do work? And last night I slept 7 hours without feeling the need to get 
up even once. And in the morning I emptied a full bladder without feeling any need to pee at all. 

We are on our way to the bank's head office, it seems. The driver has spoken with Alexei about it. But when 
we get there I find that there are no English speaking staff at the head office either. So I have no idea what Alexei had 
based his confident assurance on. No-one at his friend’s bank appears to speak half-ways understandable English. I 
discover, in any case, that I cannot open an interest bearing deposit. So the whole point of the account at this bank is 
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mute. I could just as well have saved the day’s frustration and walked down to my local branch of the Russian 
National Bank. 

I will wait at least a few days to see if the trip to Switzerland materialises. But I doubt it. And it gets me that 
Alexei could not just tell me, so I could use my time productively, such as in getting my visa stuff done. I could be on 
a train now to Tallinn getting my visa in order. It would be to everyone’s benefit. I don’t get why Alexei does not see 
it this way. Or maybe he really did plan to bring me to Switzerland to continue our lessons there? 

I have to leave Russia very soon to keep my visa valid. It made sense to go to Switzerland, teach Alexei, and 
get my visa stuff done. But I doubt I will see Switzerland any time soon. 

I consider that I am here for the money. 

But then I consider that the money is not going to bring me what I want or need to make my life worth 
living. I have become accustomed to such a low standard of living that I cannot really justify staying here just for the 
money. All I am enduring here is more stress and problems. I am not solving any problems or reducing my stress and 
frustration in any way. 

No-one came with either a ticket or my salary. Alexei is supposed to be back on Thursday. I consider taking 
my salary and just going. I am fed up. I have had enough of this. But I am too conscientious. Alexei has not done 
what he agreed to, but I feel obliged to do what I agreed to, and more, to try to ensure Alexei gets something for the 
money he has paid me. 

I am honest. I want everyone to do their best to give value for money. And anyway, I have no alternative 
work. I see a news report on Tallinn, in Estonia, one of the countries I had considered going to, and the place looks 
really bleak. Some sort of strife between the ‘indigenous’ population and the ‘ethnic Russians who live there, but 
consider themselves Russian still. 

So I re-consider all the countries bordering Russia, as prospective destinations for my visa trip. 

I am now even more uncertain about my future, and that stifles any motivation to leave. Just having a fixed 
destination had helped me be more decisive. But if Tallinn is as dreary and dysfunctional as it appeared in that 
Russian television newscast, then going there is not going to leave me any better off than staying here. My little 
motivation evaporates. Why bother with all the stress just to end up, as always, no better off. 

I consider Nostradamus, and how people retrofit thousands of ‘predictions’ to the available historical facts. 
Pretty easy to ‘predict’ them based on such retrospective ascription. Predict a thousand things. If one thing that 
actually does occur even vaguely resembles one of these 1000 predictions, you are a genius! And if you predict things 
like war, murder, death, destruction, and anything reflexive of human nature, anything nasty and horrible, then you 
don't have to worry much about your ‘predictions’ zot coming true over the course of years, decades, or even 
centuries! 

Finally a call from Alexai in Switzerland. He tells me, in a tone that justifies my worst fears of his treating me 
like a serf, to solve my visa problem. I consider how the only reason I need a visa at all is to teach Alexai. 

And so I have xo problem. So much for the nice guy he presented himself as in the beginning. All the 
promises of how he would take care of everything. The promises of a nice flat. The promises of reasonable working 
hours. All the promises he has already broken. And now Alexei is telling me to ‘solve your visa problems by 
Thursday’. 

I do not respond, as I am furious with him. How dare he talk to me like that! So I say nothing. Nothing I say 
will help. So I say nothing. I will only have a chance at making this work if I say nothing. Every time in the past I 
have expressed anything valid and authentic I have been fired. So I say nothing. 

Today is Thursday. So Alexei is demanding I go somewhere by train, at my own expense, and return 
tomorrow, to start teaching him again!!!! To continue being treated as a serf, now having no doubts that is how he 
really feels about me. 
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Then Alexei adds, as if to push me over the edge, 'I didn't suppose J (meaning he) would pay for your visa’. 
When we explicitly agreed he would. In fact he promised he would get his lawyer to arrange a new one. He promised 
he would pay for me to fly somewhere to get it done. I am fed up. 

My stomach is nervous. I am both upset and relieved in turns. He has made my decision simple. He is an 
asshole. He had reneged on al] our agreements. I have no obligation to him now whatsoever. No-one would put up 
with this. It is his fault he never made himself available to me, despite me making myself available for lessons virtually 
24/7. So I have no reason to feel guilty that I have not had a chance to teach him that much. 

Maybe other people don’t mind being paid to sit idle, and wait, but I feel it is wrong. It means waste. I could 
be teaching people. Making a positive difference somewhere. So what that he can afford the luxury of paying me to 
sit by idly. That does not make me feel any better about wasting my time and energy. 

And to be constantly treated like a serf. When he knows for sure that I am his equal in all things but money. 

I start thinking about whether I should leave my stuff somewhere when I go, rather than take it with me, or 
leave it in the flat, in case I decide mot to come back. In case I can’t come back for some reason, due to the visa, 
President School, or who knows what other complications. 

Alexei calls back just to get me to return the keys to the other flat. But I need them to have access to the 
washing machine there. And so now I won't even have a washing machine. I am stuck in this worst of all flats in 
Moscow, set for demolition in a few months, with concrete stairs so thin it doesn't seem possible you could walk on 
them without them breaking. So now each time I need to use the washing machine I will have to get the keys from 
him? It makes no sense, as I will only be gone one night, and he won't be back until tomorrow anyway??? 

I remember that we explicitly agreed on a particular U.S to Euro exchange rate, and fixed Euro based salary 
based on that exchange rate. So my salary is now fixed in Euros. Only he keeps paying me what we first agreed in U.S 
dollars, or the current exchange rate, which is much lower. 

We had also agreed on a fixed amount to cover my traveling costs in relation to getting my visa stamped. I 
am very nervous. Misha is away, so I can't ask him for help. He had called me to say hello from his airplane to Goa, 
where he is going with his family for a holiday. 

I cannot accept Alexei's attitude towards me. It is completely unacceptable after all my humble acceptance of 
all his other breaches of our agreements. Misha won't be back for 9 days. I worry that if I assert myself at all with 
Alexei I will be left homeless in Moscow. 

So, this is the game. How to play? I am sweating and feel weak. I hate confrontations as I usually lose. I am 
usually the powerless party. The youngest. The isolated. The outsider. The probationer. The unemployed. The 
foreigner. The loner. People have so often told me that they can't imagine how anyone could possibly want to mob 
me. And then it happens again. Often it is that same person who could not believe how badly other people have 
treated me that is the culprit. 

It seems that any time I assert myself from a position of weakness, people take advantage of the relative 
power over me, and simply do whatever is most convenient to themselves, and the most emotionally satisfying to 
them. 

Sure, everyone finds me charming and affable as long as I am going along with everything they want. As long 
as I am like them. As long as I ‘lauf mit’. But they turn vicious on me as soon as I question anything. Now how dare 
this affable, charming young man suddenly start standing up for himself? 

And not just that, but I put up with stuff that is unreasonable or unacceptable at first, hoping that the 
people will become more reasonable. Or at least waiting for a good time to confront them about the issue. Like 
everyone else, I do not like confrontations, especially when I am powerless in the negotiations, the weaker party. 

Alexei's attitude sucks. He has never seen me assert myself. I've seen him angry at others. Other road users. 
At his driver. Alexei seems pretty arrogant and negative. He gets angry at people easily. He must be frustrated at 
some level for little things to irritate him so much. Of course this reminds me of myself today. After so many bad 
experiences I have no reservoirs of hope or patience. No reserves to carry me through small irritations and 
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frustrations. They just pile on top of the existing ones I carry around with me, and thus represent an unbearable 
load, no matter how small they are in and of themselves. Each little malicious act, no matter how small, adds to the 
net total of malice I have had to bear from people. And so I am sensitive to the slightest of them. 

They wear and tire me. They sadden and depress me. They break a spirit always on the verge of collapse. 
They erode the last vestiges of a hope always balanced on the edge of the abyss. Even though, as Zarathustra, I have 
walked the tightrope into the Abyss and come back out, I find myself unsteady on the other side. 

The Abyss is a vacuum that sucks you back down into it, unless there is someone on the other side to take 
your hand and take you further with them. But so few have traveled this way, and so I am desolately lonely. And I 
learn that perhaps it is the fear of this loneliness, this isolation, that has stopped the most willing and able from 
making this journey. They fall back into the comfort of the herd, abandoning their principles, and going on to 
reproduce all they despise and loathe in the world, as the price of belonging, comfort, affection, love, acceptance, 
approval, sex. 

The unavoidable thing is that our working relationship is one on one. It is impossible to miss bad feelings, 
once they emerge and voice themselves. It is just too personal. Everything will be dependent upon Alexei's character. 
His ability to accept that he has broken our agreement on almost every level. 

I have rarely ever experienced anyone having the character to admit they were wrong. At best they do so 
years after I have paid the price and suffered for their denial. And it will be too demanding on me to pretend 
everything is fine. So if these bad feelings do not find some productive expression in which they are resolved, I feel 
my job is already lost. And then it is just a question of the terms upon which it is dissolved. So I will try to at least 
manage reasonable terms for the dissolution of our arrangement. 

I will give Alexei the chance to go back to our original agreement, or some new, workable agreement, even if 
it is far from the original terms, to give this a chance to work. 

But I think that is asking too much of normal humans. It is unlikely. So I do so more as a token gesture to 
ease my own conscientious nature. If this arrangement fails, it will not be because I did not try everything within 
reason to make it work. And if it fails, I will try to have anticipated the failure well enough that I do not become an 
even greater victim than I will become by losing this job. And as I will be losing the flat as well, and have no other 
alternatives, either of work or accommodation, I will by necessity be forced to leave Russia. The migration 
authorities had always, in any case, represented a potential threat of immediate deportation at any time during my 
stay here. 

I was even too scared to say anything to neighbours, to complain about anything, just in case they decided to 
call the militia or immigration on me. 

Anyway, first back to trying to make it work, even though the attempt is pretty much doomed to failure. 

I have nothing to lose. 

Also I consider how I have rearranged all the furniture, taken glass doors off cupboards, moved the fridge 
outside (fear of leaking gas...it is sooo old), taken legs off furniture and so on. I have tried to make the flat as 
comfortable as possible. I don’t like moving things or changing anything, but otherwise the flat would have been 
more or less uninhabitable for me. 

I will try not to react to anything that provokes me. In this way I will prevent any 'over'-reaction. I will seek 
the most appropriate formulation for any utterance referring to our agreement, and his constant breaches of it. I 
note that someone has taken the glass shelves from the fridge that I had moved outside my door in the hall. It is now 
pretty useless now as a fridge. Nice one guys! What use would rusty fridge shelves be to anyone? 

I am so conscientious that it is really laughable, given how badly people have treated me my entire life. But I 
guess it is part of my anxious, neurotic nature. I do not want to be guilty of anything (more than being responsible 
for my fathers’ ‘disappearance’ in Freudian terms, that is, his 'murder' in my infantile mind!). 

So I SMS Ryan to see if he might want my job. On paper it is a great job. And maybe he is less conscientious 
than me, and won't mind being paid and almost never working as such. He is probably better able to deal with 
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Alexei, and be more assertive. This might keep Alexei in line. Anyway, it is worth a try. It would potentially help 
everyone out. A win win win for everyone, which is what I always seek in life. Of course while trying to reduce my 
own losses as well. I am not an idiot. But I am too conscientious for my own good. 

The fact is that I have done more than I agreed, and Alexei has done less. Much more and much less. 

I SMS Ryan and his SMS reply is "Who is this?’ I am not even in his address book. And to think he tried to 
force me into so many conversations, as it suited him, when he was bored or whatever, and he had not even put me 
in his mobile phone book? 

I have been as flexible as anyone could be in making myself available at all times and days. I have kept any 
frustrations to myself. I have felt bad that I have not been given the chance to 'earn' my keep, and so I taught Alexei 
any time or day he was available. 

Even though it was his responsibility to make time for lessons. 

He even left me on several occasions to find my way back home from places we had been, after he had 
needed to go off to do something. 

That was incredibly rude and unreasonable. 

I got lost many times after having wondered for kilometers through Moscow suburbs. 

But I never complained. 

I was still ‘on the clock’ most of these times, and as such getting paid for my time and effort. I took it as part 
of the job. Even though we had never agreed to it. 

Ihave done my best to keep our relationship as positive as possible. 

I have glossed over completely unacceptable behaviors on Alexei's part. I have overcome my reasonable fear 
of dying in a car wreck as a result of Alexei's extremely aggressive, fast, tail-gating-while-telephoning driving. 

I have kept all my opinions about his dangerous driving to myself. I have peed in bottles in the car when no- 
one was around or could see what I was doing in the back seat. I have never demanded a meal break or toilet break. I 
have waited in the cold at all hours. I have waited in the car for hours on end. 

I have put up with his irregular and unpredictable payments of my wages. I have put up with crappy flats and 
moving from one crappy flat to an even crappier one, even after he had promised it would be a very nice, better, flat. 

He has broken every part of our agreement, and now he is breaking the last ones, the most important one, 
the ones to do with money and visas, and most of all, respect!! 

I realise I need a helpful friend with a car. I have all my cash in this flat. Anyone could break in. The door is 
so feeble. You could put your foot through it. I can't believe Alexei would leave me here alone in this completely 
insecure flat. It is the worst flat I have lived in in my life. And that is saying something. And this is meant to be the 
‘promised flat’. The flat we had agreed on in our agreements. This was supposed to be 'much better’ than the flat I 
had been in, the one he was renovating. Even that one was pretty grim. But this one is a joke. It is due for demolition 
in a few months. 

Most of the tenants have already moved out, so the building is mostly empty. 

Oh, back to the point. I have all my cash here. Too easy to be mugged. Too easy for someone to break in. I 
am too vulnerable here. It is even possible that Alexei might demand I pay him back everything that he has paid me 
so far. What would I do? I would have no options. He could just call immigration and they would take me. If I had 
the money on me, they could take it. If I left it in the flat, Alexei could find it. So I could end up losing everything 
and being back where I started, with just a load more of bad experiences to add to the tally. 

I am really sick of suffering because of the unreasonable and unfair actions of others. It is so much work, 
though, trying to minimise their damage. I hate being at the mercy of other's goodwill, as they usually have very little 
of that precious commodity. 

You'd have to say I have experienced 99% malice, and 1% goodwill from people. 

It is the one percent that carries me on. And I have finally realised that for any of my visions to take shape, I 
will have to appeal to a tiny minority of humans. I will have to give up on trying to convince everyone I meet. 
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Recently in a television interview Gorbachev noted how less than 5% of the Communist Party had been in 
favor of his reforms. He pushed them through with the active support of less than 5%. 

Social progress has always been the result of a minority enforcing regulations upon the minority who just 
sooner or later acquiesce, having no alternative. 

I have to give up the notions I grew up with, of people being nice, and equal. 

People are massively unequal when it comes to intelligence, enlightenment, and moral tone. 

The many have benefited from the regulation imposed upon them by the few. 

Any time you had true democracy you got all your moral leaders killed. Look at Athens, they killed Socrates 
and would have killed Aristotle. The Bolsheviks murdered anyone they feared was their ‘better’. They destroyed 
anything of beauty in an attempt to prevent anyone defining themselves as ugly. For if nothing of beauty existed, 
there could be no comparison, no reflexive definition of ugly, or stupid, or mean, or ignorant. 

The Daoists, a.k.a Pol Pot and Mao, grew popular by giving the masses the chance to act on their malice 
towards their betters. The result was the peasants butchering millions of their ‘betters’, anyone with an education, an 
idea, a sense of individuality, a backbone. 

In a way the Nazi's did the same with the Jews, though most of their actions were motivated by the need for 
wealth to keep their schemes afloat, and for personal wealth. The people might have been motivated by hatred, but 
the part was motivated by money. They began by selling freedom to the wealthiest Jews, such as the Wittgenstein 
family. The equivalent of billions of dollars flowed into the personal bank accounts of Hitler and Goebbels, and the 
official Nazi party coffers, as a result of their persecutions of the Jews. And this was at the start. Later party members 
and their supporters would buy up cheap assets from Jews desperate to get cash to flee Nazi Germany, and the later 
occupied territories. 

Anyway, back to my own story. 

Misha is off on holidays for the week. So my only reliable friend is out of the equation. 

It seems that my best response at the moment is not to respond at all. I will pretend I am sick. That will buy 
me time until Misha gets back. In the mean-time I will make preparations for leaving, in anticipation of any need to 
move quickly. This way I will not be caught unprepared. 

The plan is nothing, the planning is everything!! 

If Alexei turns on me, I will offer to help him find a new teacher. Never assert myself. Never express my valid 
grievances. Just play this game from the position of powerlessness that you are in. 

Never make any plans dependent on the goodwill or good character / high moral tone of your inter-actors. 

For such things are rare and undependable. 

My life's experience should have taught me at least that. 

It is sad and depressing, very deflating, but a fact I have to work with. 

In future I will try to remember. And focus on ‘making the able more able’, and accepting that the majority 
cannot be appealed to. They will accept regulations imposed upon them once they have no choice. But give them the 
chance to de-rail any progress, and they certainly will. And during this process they will kill all the messengers. They 
will extirpate their betters. 

This is probably why the most able were originally forced, to protect themselves and their families from the 
mass of envious, malicious people, to construct classes, and castes. 

They had no choice. Of course many exploited the opportunities this gave them for personal gain and 
power, personal privilege and consumption. 

But in principle there was no alternative. 

And today I have to admit that if you redistributed the wealth to the majority, they would be just as wasteful 
and selfish as those who currently enjoy it. 

Only without any of the virtues of their betters. They are unable to appreciate real genius in music, art, 
philosophy, science, and individual beauty. 
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So it is not a question of which condition is good. Both are equally problematic. So it comes down to a 
question of ‘the lesser of two evils’. Or put more positively, which situation is better. 

So it becomes a question of regulating the minority to prevent them abusing their privileged position. To 
avoid excesses in their opportunism. Those above are still human, and most no better than those below. 

Holistic inheritances are hard to direct. Socrates's children were no wiser than the average. Plutarch says 
other writers described them, in fact, as ‘half-wits’. 

We cannot allow hereditary inheritance of wealth and power, I mean in such narrow terms as nepotism. 

But this is such a small part of the holistic inheritance. 

We have to be more specific. 

We have to identify the traits we need in leaders, and prevent the weak children of strong parents denying 
the strong children of weak parents from their natural place in the social order. It is a question of strength, of beauty, 
intelligence, moral character, goodwill, conscientiousness, moral ambition, and so on, and not who your parent's are. 

Some mechanism is needed to isolate reproduction, to make it independent of the existing social order. 

Maybe we need to make it impossible to identify the biological parents of children, and impossible for 
nepotism to take place at all. 

So stay calm if things go bad. Offer to teach until the end of the month and find a replacement teacher. Do 
not even hint at how badly Alexei has behaved. He has even underpaid me, according to our agreement. His 
conversion of U.S dollars to Euros has been at least 4% too low. And he knows these things better than anyone. It is 
his business to make constant deals in different currencies. And now that 

Something else. I know that Alexei had earlier paid 70 U.S dollars per hour to schools to have completely 
incompetent teachers like Svetlana teach him at home. I gave him such a great deal in comparison. And how does he 
repay my respectful, conscientious, amenable behavior? 

Alexei always explains things to me well after the events. So for once I will ‘explain’ things afterwards to him. 
Surely he cannot complain? To be scuh a hypocrite? Of course I check myself. that is exactly what I should expect 
from people. Hypocrisy. Humans are pure opportunists. 

Give them power over you and they will exploit it. 

They will walk all over you. 

They have in their natures no concern for justice and fairness in principle. 

They only use these terms exclusively with reference to themselves and theirs. 

Only hey can possibly be victims of injustice and unfairness. Anything zhey do to others is in in their own 
interests, and thus by definition fair and just !!! Their definition of good is what is good for themselves and theirs. 
Simple. 

I now focus on trying to concoct stories that will get him to pay me this month’s salary (which will 
constitute my severance pay if he defaults on our agreement and makes it impossible for me to come back, or simply 
decides to fire me, for daring to insist in any way upon what he agreed to in the first place!). 

Alexei really ruined the great deal he had gotten when hiring me. I am a real bargain. I am cheap. I am 
competent. I am native. I have been more flexible than any other teacher I could imagine. I have put up with so many 
lies on his part. 

I was keen on making this work. 

He never valued the good deal he had. 

So. It is now up to him as to whether he wants to honor the agreement we have, or not. But I have to do my 
best not to come off the loser for his breaking of our deal. He has, in any case, already underpaid me significantly. 

So I need to get him to pay me in advance for this month, just in case this is the end. This way I have a sort of 
severance pay. The first time I got him to pay me as agreed, was by concocting a story that I had borrowed money, 
and had to pay it back, to avoid high interest. He hadn't responded to simple requests to pay me on time as we had 
agreed, so I had to resort to stories, to avoid sounding like I was ‘demanding’ to be paid. Of course I had every right 
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to demand to be paid, but rights mean nothing in this world unless you have carrots and sticks to motivate others to 
actually respect your rights. 

I just recalled how Sunny had referred to Alexei as ‘scary’. It is true. His friendly, positive attitude was just a 
mask for a generally aggressive, angry person. I had been so surprised when she had described him as ‘scary’. But now 
of course I see what she meant. 

The language schools give their teachers 3 months paid vacation, sick leave, and insurance. So Alexei has had 
an absolute bargain. I have been ‘on call’ 24/7 with no breaks for Christmas, New Year’s, or any other typical 
‘holiday’. 

What is worse is that he had been away several times for over a week. He could easily have told me he would 
not be back so that I could take a short vacation, rather than lie to me and have me expecting him back any minute 
and ready for lessons. 

It was just damn mean on his part. He got no benefit from it, apart from, I can only guess, some nasty 
satisfaction at knowing I was not getting a holiday, and I was waiting around, expecting him back at any moment. 

I can only imagine him chuckling and telling his friends about this, as if it was some sort of amusing 
anecdote. I guess for him that was what power and success meant. The ability to keep others waiting on you. Like 
some sort of Tzar, or Party member. 

Our agreement had included 2 weeks paid holiday in Spring. I could easily have taken than while Alexei was 
overseas. So I don't get it at all. Must be some sort of power-trip satisfaction, like having called his driver to drive 
across Moscow after just getting home on the metro to his own family at Christmas. I shudder to think how he 
would behave if he had political power. 

I don't like Alexei at all now. How am I to work so closely with him? And why lie about everything? And 
why does he need the key to the old flat back? He must have copies. We agreed I would have a flat with a television 
and a washing machine. Again he is breaking his word. 

I laugh at myself, how, at the beginning, when he asked if I needed a contract in writing I told him that it was 
his business to do deals, so I could rely on him doing whatever he agreed to. A written contract was an unnecessary 
formality. Our agreement was based on trust. !!!! 

Finally a call confirming that a ticket has been booked for me. But to where? And when? It is the driver's 
wife, who also works for Alexei. She says she'll pick up the ticket for me. I can't expect her to understand my 
situation, as she has probably never been in such a position. She certainly hasn't had the sort of bad experiences with 
people that I have had. So when she tells me to ‘Relax, please’, I decide to let it go. She has no right to tell me to 
relax! But she has no idea I guess. 

I watch the Mad Max video we got at the markets. I am a bit disappointed. The sound quality is pretty crap. 
I recall it from the cinema, or at least the advertisement for it, with the V8 droning across the screen from left to 
right. And a lot of the time the actors speak so fast even I cannot make out what they are saying! And I am surprised 
at my own memory. I thought Max had a dog in the film. I recall he doesn't really get mad until they kill his dog! 
But there és no dog in this film. That must come in the sequel. 

I check all the things I have packed, and note that I mistakenly packed the television remote with the DVD 
player. Luckily I checked! I would feel terrible depriving someone of their remote control! 

I wonder at how I continually ‘escape’ one situation only to find myself in another, a few months or years 
later. 

Will this sort of thing never end? 

Why should I expect things to improve for me? 

I was robbed of any real childhood, robbed of any chance at a proper job, let alone career, no matter how 
hard I study, no matter how well I prove myself in fact, people keep screwing around with me. 

What chance can I possibly have now? 

I was born unlucky. I guess lucky rarely changes. 
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As the bible says, they who have the least, even that shall be taken from them. 

Luck accumulates and leverages. So you get luckier or unluckier as your life progresses. Those born luckier 
just get more and more luck. While people like me. I guess I have to accept I am a loser. The stupid thing is that I 
don't just kill myself. 

I guess they, the lucky, do not want that. For then there would be no-one to do all the crappy jobs. Of course 
this is the crux. I will not be enslaved. I keep trying to outwit the slave-masters. But in the end I have no life as a free 
person. I live on the fringes. I am marginalised. I am not part of anything. I am alone. And humans can't live like 
that. I guess few sentient beings thrive on isolation. 

I keep telling myself I will get myself a nice little flat and settle down to a comfortable, peaceful life. But 
peaceful soon becomes boring. And I can never get comfortable, as I can never commit enough to invest in all the 
things that make life comfortable. I need to have a partner before I am willing to invest in all that. And potential 
partners demand their man already have all that before they will chose him. 

So it is a catch 22 based on my lack of faith in my luck, and my capacity to find a compatible partner. Well to 
be fair I am very unconventional and so I have no reason to be hopeful. I have no follow-through. I cannot offer a 
social life, or entertainment. I certainly cannot offer marriage and children. I have no real life to offer anyone. I have 
no real life per se! 

I dread the thought of a long train trip. I can't even be sure these Russian trains even have non-smoking 
cabins, and that Ekaterina will have remembered to book me a non-smoker in any case. Ekaterina is already onto her 
3rd husband, Alexei's driver. She complains to me that she has had no sleep for 2 years. She has 3 sons. She says 
mothers deserve and need special holidays. She demands and expects my sympathy. But I did not force her to have 3 
sons. She was satisfying her own selfish desires in doing so. Imagine me buying a Porsche, then complaining about 
the long hours I have to work to pay for it? She actually believes we have a religious duty to keep the population up. 
People with one, or worse, no children, are selfish! 

I have SMS'd Anton asking him to check the web for me for cheap flights. It is in his interests to help me 
with this simple request, as if I am not here, he cannot make money off me. But as usual he does not reply. 

I don’t have access to the internet. I don’t have a computer. Only Sunny has responded to my requests. 
Typical, reliable Sunny. I really hope I get to return the many favors she has done me many-fold. 

At 9.30 a.m on the 15th I got a call but missed it. Could it be Alexei? I SMS back ‘Please SMS as I can not 
talk’. I got the idea that I had laryngitis. It can explain why I don't talk. I do not want to talk to Alexei as I can not 
think of any productive way the conversation could go. I do not want to react to him. So I have decided to say 
nothing at all. If I get no SMS then I will assume it was Alexei, as he has not once deigned to SMS me. He would 
never deign to put any effort into communicating with me. He is much too proud and important to invest the few 
seconds it would take to write an SMS to me. 

I am having trouble getting Sunny to understand the situation too. I seem to have confused her, citing 
different destinations. I SMS Sunny to see what seats are still available. The answer none! Shit! So I senda flurry of 
SMS's explaining my situation. Why she ended up ringing rather than acting on my simple SMS's I cannot say. But I 
was really uptight. When the phone rang I did not recognise the number, and was not going to answer in case it was 
Alexei. But I hit ‘answer’, and grunted, so the caller might make some response. Then I recognised her voice. She was 
talking about all different destinations. She told me a flight to Tallinn, for instance, would cost 500 U.S. 

After 5p.m Alexei does call. I see his I.D and don't answer. But I have to keep the phone on for SMS's or calls 
from Sunny. She sends no confirmation of booking, but says we can talk tonight after 10p.m !!! 

So I start SMS'ing asking her to confirm a booking. For a train. A seat if possible, the cheapest. If necessary a 
‘sleeper’ to Tallinn. 

10 minutes later she sends an SMS to confirm. Finally. Otherwise I was planning to go into town myself to 
get the ticket. You had to be me, and in my position, to understand my stress, frustration, irritation etc. And you 
would have had to have read my simple, clear, precise SMS's. I know to most people it sounds weird that I SMS, but I 
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find it simpler. It keeps you to the point. It avoids a lot of blah blah blah. It keeps your phone bill down. My last 
phone bill was round 1000 U.S !! 

Sunny has checked again and found me a sleeper for today and tomorrow. It is double the price of a normal 
seat, but I am glad to have a possible ‘getaway’. It is 120 U.S one way. I ask her to ensure it is non-smoking, and that 
‘compartment’ actual does mean ‘sleeper’. 

Luckily I check my phone to see if the last message I sent her got away. It hadn't. So I resend it. I wait 30 
minutes and get no message from her to confirm the booking. One hour later she confirms. I get not answer from 
Misha. I recall he told me he had dropped his phone in the ocean in Goa, and now the display is all a bit wonky. 

By co-incidence Sunny has a pre-class meeting in Kalooshnaskaya, which is oone of the Metro stations my 
flat is located between. So she agrees to bring the ticket to her class. I am happy to attend her class as her guest. To 
chat a little with the students in English. Certainly the least I could do. I wish I could do more for her. 

It looks good for her organisation, and I am happy to meet new people. I talked with some students and met 
her new teacher. She was a young, attractive woman. Very nice. We exchanged numbers. (Later from overseas I chat 
with her on the internet, and find out she is engaged or similar, and was then. But it is clear that she is open to a 
richer boyfriend-fiancé. She says a man has to satisfy her in the bedroom and be a good provider!) 

The group interaction reminds me of why I hate even low level interactions with groups of people, especially 
as a teacher. I feel a migraine coming on. 

Sunny gave me the ticket, but never asked me for any money for it. I give her 3000 rubles which she accepts. 
I don't complain, I can't, but she could have saved 16 U.S by buying the ticket from the train station instead of a 
travel agent. It would only have taken her a few minutes, and she has a monthly metro ticket. 

Anyway, I am really grateful that she got me the ticket and now I know what I am doing. In any case she is 
probably really busy, and there is no reason why she should rush around on my account. Luckily for me they had 
made a spelling mistake on the first ticket. You see she had already bought that sitting ticket when I asked her to 
book me a sleeper, and so she bought a sleeper as well. If they had not made a spelling mistake on the first ticket I 
would have had to pay for both tickets. 

(A note in hindsight. When I returned to Moscow from Tallinn later to get my money out of the bank, I 
booked a normal seat, and found that it was quite comfortable. It leaned back, and there was heaps of leg room. So 
you can easily save half the price by booking a normal seat, without any real loss of comfort. I got about the same 
amount of sleep in the seat as in the sleeper!) 

I am editing her entrance tests, as I found lots of mistakes and confusing bits in them. Just a small favor in 
return for everything she has done for me. Well only a token gesture in comparison. I hope one day I can actually do 
something significant for her. ( In the end I SMS’d her the changes I recommend for the tests, from the train, before 
we leave Russia, on my old Sim card). 

I have to decide what to take with me. I decide to take the guitar case, but leave the guitar with Misha. I fear 
it would get damaged on the trip. Guitars are cheap enough. Guitar cases can be expensive. So I can squash the bag 
into my bag. It won't add weight, and so I at least have a guitar bag for my next cheap guitar. And if I am lucky one 
day I might get my guitar back. (Just so I can add some happy news, it turns out that I actually get this guitar back. A 
friend of Misha’s brings it from Moscow to St. Petersburg, and then to Estonia, along with the other stuff I had left 
in Moscow! Just one more instance of the 1% of people showing me some hope for humanity!) 

But still I have no word from Misha. Is he O.K? I wonder if he is angry with me? I only have 2 pairs of jeans 
now. I washed them by hand so they are both clean for the trip. I recharge my shaver and phone. I had to cut out a 
bit of the shaver's case to get it to shut. Lucky I had a sharp knife and didn't damage the case. I need to keep it in the 
hard case as this shaver didn't come with a plastic cover for the screen. And screens can be really expensive, if you can 
manage to find one! (Some more good news. I am still using that shaver, with the same screen, a decade later. Almost 
too hard to believe. I guess German design, and Chinese manufacturing, make a good team. And I read the 
instructions this time, and have not once brushed the screen, so it is still completely intact! Braun!) 
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In the end I sent a load of SMS's to Sunny about changes she should make to the entrance tests. 

Finally I get a call from Misha. He has just arrived at the airport and is sick after his Goa holiday. He appears 
to be having lots of problems with his car and his phone. I am getting a migraine from trying to explain my situation 
to him quickly. Misha himself sounds sick. Then he actually says he is sick. I consider that I may just leave the key for 
him. If he picks up my stuff, good, and if not, I can manage. I am used to losing most of my possessions every year or 
so! I am feeling nauseas now, and feel like I am going to vomit. 

So I stop my guitar practice and try to relax. I bathe and dress. I do my final packing. My phone is charged 
and maybe I will even charge my shaver again, so it is at full capacity. 

Someone is outside standing on a stool. They knocked but I am not going to open the door for strangers I 
cannot even communicate with. They disconnect my aerial and my television goes off. But the electricity is still on. 

I am jumpy, checking the view hole anytime I hear noises outside, to see who it is. I have cleaned the flat. For 
the last time I hope. I have cleaned so many flats. Every time I move I have to clean them just to make them 
habitable. Is there glass in the carpet? I pull out the drawers, and find filthy crud in them. I vacuum, and find a sink 
plug and spoon. A really beautiful pop song plays on television. Maxim I think. For the first time the female across 
the way has pulled the curtains across her window. Well, across half her window. That sort of thing only makes one 
even more curious. It is almost as if it is a deliberate measure to get people to look!! 

I am determined to be firm with A, but to be careful not to over-react. I will give him the chance to do the 
right thing. I will see how he responds. I will try to delay everything until Misha is back, so he can help me if I need it. 
Right now I am totally alone. I will not confront A without a ‘witness’ being present, in case A acts maliciously. It is 
possible. He can be quite mean and nasty, and aggressive. And Sunny was scared of him! 

I have packed one big bag so I can leave immediately if I have to, without losing the most important things. 
The rest I can afford to sacrifice. I have packed all my documents and money in the blue backpack, in case I have to 
really get away fast, and have no chance to take my stuff at all. I have hidden the bag, and left my stuff out as usual, so 
no-one entering the flat would suspect I had prepared to leavr. Then if I just left with my backpack they would have 
no idea that I was ready to take off. They would assume they still had me in their power. That is the only way to 
handle powerlessness. Don't show what power you do have until you need to use it. Let them think they are in 
control, (See my 'road-rage' story for another example!). 

I can give someone the key, or leave it in the letterbox. That way if I can manage to find someone to pick up 
my stuff, which I have packed and ready in the cupboard, they can do so, and just leave the key for Alexei in the 
letterbox when they are finished. I will leave it in some scrunched up paper, so it doesn't catch anyone's attention in 
the event they look in the letterbox. I can tell Misha or anyone else the door code. My neck is now tense. I am in the 
early stages of a migraine (as lam just now writing up these notes years later!). 

I have to keep aware of the tension in my neck and face. Keep stretching my jaw open. Keep relaxing my 
facial muscles. Keep massaging my neck. My neck muscles go hard. Migraines taste metallic. Like when I hit my head 
really hard on the concrete floor at home. I jumped and turned in the air, landing on my beanbag, but it slipped from 
under my feet and I hit my head hard on the floor. I saw sparks and all. I just had to wait for the pain to come and go. 

Migraines feel like a sharp edged brick has been put inside my head. And the pain is so bad it produces 
nausea. Each heart-beat pulses pain through my head and I just wish I could get away from the pain. I used to endure 
them for days on end. These days I take 400 mg Ibuprofen, which I sort of discovered. Amanada, my fiancé at 
University, was using it for muscle cramps. I figured neck muscles and stomach muscles? So I was probably one of 
the first to use Ibuprofen for head-aches, especially migraine. Years before doctors began recommending it, and years 
before it was sold as the replacement for Aspirin. 

The phone rings again. An unidentified number. It would be nice if people listened to me and took me 
seriously. If I say please only SMS, then don't just stubbornly call. Try to comprehend I might have reasons, even if 
you are too dull witted or inexperienced to imagine any. Just respect my wishes. Is that too hard? Anyway, it could 
be some alias of Alexei. It was pretty aggressive of him to call me on a Sunday, and to NOT SMS me as I asked. So I 
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am a bit worried. At any time someone could just walk through the door, literally, as it is so weak, you can actually 
see through the cracks in it. 

This is the third different number that has called. None of them in my phone book. Who else would call at 
9.06 p.m on a Sunday? 

I look out across to the new high rise block across the way. At night each window has a different color, from 
interior lighting and blinds, curtains, and drapes. At the top of the tower at the penthouse level there are bass reliefs 
of figures from ancient Greek mythology. 

Again the phone rings. It is 9.36 p.m on a Sunday night. Probably Alexei. I will wait until later to send an 
SMS telling him I still can't talk, and am resting my throat. That should keep him off my back until I have time for a 
getaway as planned. I send the SMS saying I am still suffering from laryngitis at 11.15 p.m. I am very nervous. I wait 
till I get the confirmation that the SMS was sent before turning off my phone again. I try to sleep. My back hurts. I 
have a strange scratch on my chest I cannot account for. I am a bit wary of a scar on my right hand that has not 
healed for years. That is supposed to be a sign of skin cancer. 

I want to choose my own time of death. For a few minutes there I didn't want to die. That is the 
psychological reflex we all experience when faced with death. Even if we are suicidal it kicks in. So for a few minutes I 
don't want to die any more. But it only lasts for as long as the shock does. ...... reflex! When death looks far off I 
yearn for it. But even I don't like to be told when to die. I want to be in control. To choose. When the choice is taken 
away even I sort of panic. But it is more about control than life or death. I really don't have any reason to live. My 
instincts as a child were to kill myself. I really would have been better off if I had followed them. 

If no-one ever benefits from all my work, all my writing and thinking, then it really will have been 
completely pointless, all my suffering and endurance. Unless it somehow helps me after I leave this life behind. Sort 
of like Buddha. Or maybe exactly like Buddha!!! 

I hope I get to redraft my philosophy writing, record my music, and maybe even write that EP based novel, 
before I die. (I have at the time of writing this...but still no-one has read anything I have written, so once more it was 
pointless!!! And I keep finding more false hopes...now I hope to write up the pre-se-quel to that novel, and add this, 
after editing and correcting, to my book on my ESL adventures...always some false hope or pointless ambition to 
stop me killing myself...when the best thing for me, would be that I should finally follow my instincts to Thanatos. 
How many people have had a real change in fortunes? How many unwanted, unloved, rejected, abandoned, 
miserable people end up finding love, acceptance, approval, comfort, and joy? Percentage-wise even? 

I have also saved a message in my phone that says ‘Help! Please call police now & ask them to come to my flat 
A.S.A.P!' I have my address saved as another SMS, to send next. Just in case. That is how jumpy I am after Korea. 

If I leave Russia, I could use the excuse that I had passport or visa problems, and cannot return to Russia. 

I will play it by ear. The plan is nothing, the planning is everything. Apparently that quote comes from 
Marshall, responsible for the Marshall plan for the rebuilding of Germany and Japan after WWII. Well at least a 
small part of Germany. Few people consider that Germany lost a massive part of its former territory to Poland and 
Russia after the end of WWII. Of course Russia took a big chunk of Poland! It was tens of thousands of refugees 
from the Eastern part of Germany that the allies deliberately fire-bombed in Dresden, and thousands of which the 
Russians deliberately torpedoed as they tried to leave by ship. Anyway, we tend to forget all the horrors we inflict on 
others, let alone the cruelty animals suffer at our hands daily. 

Just to remind you that Hitler stopped his army from destroying the British Expeditionary forces at 
Dunkerque. He allowed over 350,000 British and French to escape. He then offered Britain a peace treaty. He had 
never wanted war with the British. The British and French had declared war on Germany. And then after 
Dunkerque Hitler offered Churchill a peace treaty. Without conditions. Only that Britain not attack Germany 
again. And then Churchill responded by bombing civilian targets. Especially historic ones like Lubeck. In all the 
Germans killed a few thousand British people by bombing British cities, using the V2 rockets. The British fire- 
bombed 40,000 German civilians to death in one bombing raid alone. Not to mention Dresden. 
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Why on earth do I ever expect any good from people is the question, not why am I preparing for the worst!! 

I have paranoid fantasies of being hunted down by Alexei's 'goons'. I prefer not to leave enemies behind me. I 
mean ones that I have actually wronged in any way. So far I have wronged mo-one. But Alexei might think that me 
getting my severance pay just in case he renegs on our contract completely, something which merely represents a 
little bit of justice after a lot of injustice, to be hard to take. Remember he considers himself lord and master, from 
the impression I get. I doubt he imagines anyone getting the better of him in strategy! 

Experience shows me I am a victim of my own good nature. I always assume people will do the right thing, 
and take my criticism as positively and constructively, as productively and good-willed as it is intended. Instead they 
just kill the messenger. Me. But I can't help myself. I try to treat people how I would want them to treat me. And I 
want to know about my shortcomings and potential improvements, so I can be the best me possible. 

The month in advance is really just me minimising my losses. Alexei broke all our agreements. I did all I 
could to salvage the situation. But I need to protect myself. In Korea at least I had my onward flight pre-paid by my 
ex-boss. He stole a lot of my stuff, but at least I managed some things well. Some things you just cannot predict and 
plan for. Who would have guessed any of the things that happened to me in advance? 

If Alexei can lose his memory about all the things he agreed to, then I can lose my voice! 

All this drama. A critic might just say why bother. But you see how you feel after being screwed over and 
over. A sort of serial rape of sorts. 

One minute I am furious with him and want to have it out. The next I consider how this has always ended in 
the past, with me at a disadvantage. So I control myself and keep to my plan/s. 

I think of writing 'I work for you Monday to Thursday, 10 — 6/7. During these times you have a right to 
know where I am and what I am doing. My obligations to you end at 7p.m, Thursday, and begin Monday at 10a.m. 
These are the original times we agreed to.' I consider how generous I have been. He has just taken advantage of me, 
and has not valued my flexibility and conscientiousness at all. 

I agonise over being fair and reasonable, and other people just do whatever suits them, whatever they can get 
away with. I live in a totally different world from the one other's here inhabit. They suit themselves. I am a loner in 
my world of principles and integrity! It is lonely here. And it sucks. Why didn't anyone teach me the facts when I 
was growing up? Of course my parents told me nothing at all. Nothing except that I was not wanted, had never 
been, and that I was never good enough to deserve to be loved. Not really the finest of educations!! 

I often couldn't sleep at nights, wondering if Alexei was going to pay me or not. A never tells me /is plans, 
where he is, what he is doing. So why does he deserve that courtesy from me? Especially on my days off? My free 
time? Sunday of all days!! 

I talk to Anton about my situation. He is not much help. He seems to want me to be stupid so he can take 
advantage of me maybe? He says I should just leave Alexei and hope that another flat and job just materialises !!! 

I have 4 times the same SMS on my phone, in Russian. 

I compose another potential SMS to send to Alexei. 'I am too unwell to teach or talk to you now. I am taking 
sick-leave until Feb. 13. Please call me then after deciding if our originally agreed terms still suit you & what terms 
would’. Then I turned my phone back off. 

If A wants a Russian boss-employee relationship, then he can hire a Russian English teacher! 

My phone announces it has received an SMS. I am so nervous I jump at the sound. It is another of those 
Russian SMS's. I forward it to Anton to translate. He says the message says that someone tried to call me while my 
phone was off. A-ha. 

One minute I am worried, the next I am angry. The next I warn myself not to be rash. This is an easy job, 
with good money, I tell myself, and I have no other alternatives. But I hate the thought of further ‘car’ lessons, and 
dread my first new meeting with Alexei after his last messages. There is no way to avoid confronting him about his 
latest breach of our agreements, especially after his tone. I am so jumpy. I want to keep the money I have, and have 
earned, but not continue as before. I need something ke our original agreement. And then I just want to leave it all 
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and go. Ideally I would work until spring. Winter is bleak wherever you are in Europe. So I would prefer to be 
‘working’ than languishing with nothing to occupy my mind. 

I recall telling Alexei I had to leave by 1p.m on a Saturday. He answered "That's O.K, we are going to the 
park anyway’, as if he was letting me have the afternoon off. As if I was asking for his permission. This was my day off. 
We never talked about me working Saturdays. I am here out of goodwill and a desire that he get value for his money. 
And now he acts like he is doing me a favour? I have even taught him several times for 5 hours a time on Sundays!! 

I worry that Alexei may demand this month’s pay back, or just take it! 

Ikeep see-sawing from anxiety to anger. I get a pain in my chest. 

I SMS Sunny ‘Your lovely voice always reminds me of your wonderful smile’. When she called she ended 
with 'I hope to see you again too’. 

Misha had implied that Anton had another big school somewhere else. That the weekend school was just a 
weekend thing he did as well. Anton just called saying an executive student wants one on one tutorials, but is not 
prepared to drive to my place. Anton implies he might be able to offer me lots of work. The students at the weekend 
course, many his friends, all give me glowing praise in their feedback. So I wonder what is going on? Is he hoping I 
will leave Alexei, be homeless, and thus vulnerable to exploitation? So that then be would able to take advantage of 
the situation by offering me a crappy job?? 

Anton tells me he will call at 9p.m, so I make a big effort to be up and ready for his call. But two hours later, 
at 11 p.m, he has not called. He doesn't call for 2 days. 

Anton has screwed me around to. He leaves me waiting for calls he promises to make, but never does. He 
kept changing his job offer. He only calls at the last minute if he decides he has something better to do than to teach 
the weekend classes himself. Only then does he call me. He just keeps me waiting in case he needs me. 

I speak to Ekaterina, who says that Alexei is honest, and I should just calm down and put everything on its 
proper shelf! She then went on and on with her own complaints about lack of sleep for the last 2 years, and how 
every time she arranges a holiday Alexei says something urgent has come up and she has to cancel. A-ha. She has put 
up with it so she wants everyone else to as well. This would normalise the situation and make her not feel bad about 
how Alexei has treated er! And she doesn't want anyone else to have the nerve she has not had, in challenging 
Alexei. 

Across the way that female has hung her jack across the window, sort of covering it, but letting me see her 
rubbing lotion all over her naked body!!! A tease? Is the jacket hung so that only I can see? Or perhaps I am not the 
intended beneficiary. Perhaps her desired observer is in one of the other flats in my building? 

And once again Anton does not call back! 

I write, save, and accidentally/deliberately delete SMS's formulated to express myself carefully, to do justice 
to myself while avoiding unnecessary provocation and potentially negative reactions. 

Alexei has been so lucky with me. He got me free, no visa costs, no travel costs, no invitation letter costs, no 
recruiter costs. I can't imagine anyone else would have put up with his treatment and at the same time been so 
flexible and conscientious. But now my visa is my problem? When J only need it to teach him? So if it is my 
problem, I can do without it, and zor teach him. Simple!! That would solve my visa problem. 

Ekaterina tells me she put literary citations / references in her financial reports. She is very well educated and 
trained as an accountant after studying literature. She says her boss does not appreciate her, pays her too little, and 
she is thinking of leaving. She says she does all the work. But when it comes down to it, she takes all Alexei’s crap for 
fear of losing not only her job, but her husband's too. 

And I think it is more about /im losing his job in the end. It would be easy for her to get a new job. Maybe 
they are just like me. Maybe their jobs are not so hard, but they hate how Alexei treats them. So I want to be sure not 
to end up like them, just enduring Alexei for the sake of the job, which they don't really like, but which is better than 
no job.!! 
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I don't want to provoke anything. But I hate the idea of getting in his car with this all unresolved. I would be 
at his mercy. 

I write 3 new draft SMS's. 'If our original agreement does not suit you I will do what I can to help you find a 
new teacher’. 'Pls recall our agreed hours are Monday to Thursday, 10 to 6 or 7. Any other times are at my discretion 
& a question of my goodwill’. "The tone and content of your last call are the last of many disappointments for me. 'I 
came to Moscow under particular conditions and only stayed as you found them reasonable and agreed to match 
them (or am I mistaken?). We need to clarify our agreement in writing as you originally suggested’. I didn't send any 
of them. I didn't send any of the others. I just have them ready. Expressing something is good for you! Sending can 
often be fatal!!! 

If you learn anything from reading my books, then learn that. Write. But don’t send. I guess anyone who had 
parents who took any interest in them would have taught them that lesson when they were still young! I was raised 
by wolves! I didn’t realise until I was over 40 just what I had missed out on. Just simple basic stuff about dealing with 
the other wolves. Socialisation. Masks. Personas. Self-interest. Cynicism. 

Anton says I should just tell Alexei to ‘fuck off and ‘hope a flat materialises'. Anton says he has 4 students, 
but had to turn them away as he couldn't find teachers. So why doesn't he just give me their contact number and let 
me deal with them? Does he earn a commission? That could easily mean 30%! If he is really my ‘friend’, then why 
not just give them my number? I get no reply from him. I thanked him and asked him to give them my phone 
number. He had nothing to lose by helping me. It is what I would have done. A win win to build a future working 
relationship. No cost to him. A benefit to me and the student’s he cannot service. But it seems I am alone in the 
world in that way of thinking. 

The air has become ‘softer’ lately. Moister. The temperatures are above zero! 

I go through my routine before checking my phone. I excercise. Shave. Practice guitar. I am not going to let 
whatever messages I have ruin my mood, or take away my productive energy. So I will do all the things I planned to 
do first. Not let others get in the way of my plans. Not let others stop me being productive and positive! 

I consider how nothing is enduring or meaningful. All we have is experiences of a pleasurable, not- 
pleasurable, and painful nature. All that really exists is pleasure and pain. Moments. All our experiences form no 
coherent continuity. They have no meaning other than as pleasant or unpleasant experiences. We solve one 
problem, only to find another replaces it. We satisfy one desire, only to find new ones, and further dissatisfaction. 
We imagine we can achieve /asting happiness, ease, love, solace, peace of mind and so on, and even lasting /ife! Thus 
we have all these myths about after-lives, karma (the myth of justice)...we live in denial....denial is an adaptation to 
this life we find ourselves in. Denial defeats the natural, logical Thanatos, the drive to self-destruction. The drive to 
be free of these lives that bring us nothing. Who do they bring anything? 

Animals use tools...otters use stones to break open shells, birds drop stones on things, and drop things, to kill 
them, ant-eaters use sticks to collect ants from their holes. We are not unique. 

I turn on my phone, and feel something like fear as SMS's keep coming in, 1, 2, 3, 4,5. At least 3 are from 
Alexei! 

Only later did I realise those ‘Russian’ junk mail SMS's were messages saying that Alexei had tried to call 
while my phone was off. How dare he keep calling when I asked him not to! He has no right to call. And to do so 
repeatedly is rude and arrogant. He did not send a single SMS as I asked. He has no respect at all. He is pushing too 
hard. 

Alcoholics’ anonymous and similar self-help and recovery groups demand people believe in god, or some 
higher power. That is a real kick in the guts for those of us with brains. We have no hope for recovery? Thanks 
mate! Not that I drink. I cannot see the point of temporary escapes. Or pretending to be celebrating and being 
happy. You pay for it after. So it makes no sense. I’'d rather pay up-front. Hemingway had kidded himself that he was 
paying up front. He hadn’t ever considered his drinking “escape-ades’ were ‘credit’, until the bill collector came, and 
he had to face his alcoholism. He ended his days as a ‘cat lady’, living with several dozen cats which he truly loved. 
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I am a bit curious to see how things would go if I confronted Alexei. But that is the same curiosity I had in 
Korea, and we all know how that turned out. So I would only risk it if I could control the risks to some degree. If I 
had a friend close by with a car, for example. But Misha is not here. 

Anna tried to call around 10p.m. Then around 11p.m the home phone rings. Sometimes it works and other 
times it doesn't?? Until Misha gets back I am more or less alone and vulnerable to the whims of Alexei and his 
friends. I'd have to back down and be submissive in any confrontation. So it would be unproductive, even counter- 
productive. It would only encourage Alexei to be more of a jerk. I cannot bear the idea of getting into his car again 
and acting friendly. I hate the idea of being duplicitous, wearing masks, faking and so on. I had never been socialised 
into that sort of thing. I had grown up ‘wild’. 

To me masks and faking it is lying. It is deception. I had never been taught as a child that deception was a 
coping strategy when living in society. Society only works for you if you are willing to deceive everyone, including 
yourself. 

I want to live as authentically as I can. Maybe I will go to Sunny's office and leave the flat key with her? I can 
then give her the tea I bought especially for her. 

I draft a new SMS. 'I can not talk. I will let you know when we can begin again’. 

I now aim to stay here 2 more nights, until Misha gets back from Goa. 

A man knocks on my door, in a t-shirt. He then runs back downstairs. I turn the television down slowly, 
then quietly turn it off, and close all the windows. Did he notice? He is now next door. I look through the key-hole 
and see that the man has borrowed the neighbours landline to call me? He is pointing at my door to the woman next 
door. I am watching through the peep-hole. Is he calling me or Alexei? He is now making another call. 

I am barefooted. My feet stick to the floor. My feet make loud noises as I walk across the vinyl. I have to turn 
off the stove. Why is it so damned quiet here? You can hear my every move as if through a loudspeaker. Why is the 
door so cheap and flimsy? All these things seem to be conspiring against me! I feel like a fugitive! How dare the guy 
outside just wait. Clearly I am not interested in opening the door. So how dare he insist! I have no idea who he is. He 
does not say anything. He does not leave any message on the door. So what a nerve! How arrogant! 

Is he from Alexei? Is it the owner? Is it about the fridge? He's on the phone again. Walking down the stairs. 
He showed no interest in the fridge. But he is not going. He is just smoking out the landing window. My neighbour 
comes out again and exchanges a few words with him. Her phone? Why is he waiting? Did he hear my television? 
Isn't it my choice to talk to him or not? Why so arrogant/ insistent? 

I need to go to the toilet. I sort of roll my feet so they do not make those loud sticking and unsticking noises 
on the vinyl. I open the bathroom door and put the seat down quietly while he is still down on the landing. He is a 
big strong guy in a sort of army camouflage shirt. He has come back up the stairs. He exchanges a few words again 
with my neighbour. The same neighbour who complained when I left one small bag of rubbish on my door handle, 
so I would not forget it when I left to go. He is downstairs again, talking on the phone. His mobile? He seems to 
have 2 phones. There are no messages on my mobile. If he was from Alexei or had my number he could easily have 
SMS'd me to tell me why he is here. He could even talk through the flimsy door. 

I repack a bit. I am ready to ‘run’. But maybe this guy’s appearing is just a harmless coincidence? Typical. Just 
as I regain some confidence, it is immediately dashed by events. I wait 15 minutes before turning on the lights and 
television again. Russian a is an o, and the Russian o is an a? So why not just change them around? 

It sounds like someone is on the roof. Yesterday someone was working on the electricity box. 

Mmm...the air feels cold. And no messages from Alexei on my phone. Maybe I will get to stay another night 
rent-free. I am calculating things at this level now, trying to be positive, to make the most of whatever I have. One 
more night here is one night do not have to pay to stay in a crowded hostel room. 

The home phone in the flat in Moscow where he had put me only works sometimes. It is unpredictable. 
Alexei told me that he is aware of this, but shows no intention of getting it fixed. So now that might work in my 
favor. He can’t know if the phone is working or not. 
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Misha gave his cousin in Saint Petersburg my number. He said he will contact schools there for me, to see if 
he can find me work there! 

I am so tired. I cannot think properly. I can't formulate sentences even in my head. I am only vaguely aware. I 
cannot make sense of stimuli. I actually left the door to Alexei's other flat open. Luckily I had to return for some 
clothing that was drying, or I might not have noticed. I discover that Alexei has not paid the electricity bill for that 
flat for over 2 years, which is why they had turned the electricity off on me before. 

Misha did not sound happy when I called him last time. He actually sounded irritated. Today I feel a bit 
better. Yesterday I felt drunk the whole day. As I said, I had actually left the door to Alexei's other flat open the 
whole day. I was sooo exhausted. 

I tell stressful thoughts to ‘fuck off. I cannot handle the constant pain they bring. Any stressful thoughts 
produce all manner of unbearable agonies in my head, sinuses, eyes, neck... 

Most of the old Soviet brick buildings are a color you would never chose...sort of grey, but dirty grey, a sort of 
drab grey that makes Gray per se seem a bright and lively 'color'! Like Gray’s ugly cousin! 

I was hoping to see the girl across the way again. She ‘crept’ a few times across the window from one room to 
the kitchen, completely naked! She had no curtains, and the lights were on! Now she has drawn a sort of gauzy 
curtain across the window, but you can see her rubbing lotion all over her naked body through it. Again. My nightly 
performance. Thank ye gods of Eros for shining this slight ray of sunshine down in my direction! 

The television show was about Josephus the Jewish Historian. Apparently Josephus had been a Jewish High 
Priest and military leader, before switching sides and becoming a Roman, after the Jews were defeated. At the battle 
of Masada, over 790 Jews suicided, killing each other with swords. Only 200 of them were actual fighters. His 
‘historical’ writings on the history of the Jews are used by some as the only ‘evidence’ that Jesus actually existed. Of 
course most historians today reject the comments relating to a Jesus as having been added long after Josephus’s death 
by Christian writers. 

The television is now off again. Now it is on again. If they look in the mail box then it is probably the 
landlord. Now the television is back on again. I wonder if this is legal. Did Alexei not pay some bills? Are they just 
trying to get me to open the door? But my telephone is dead. Dog next door banging on door? Or are there workers 
somewhere in the building doing some sort of maintenance or repairs? Or renovations? But the building is set for 
demolition in a few months?? When the coast is clear I check to see if they left a message on my door or in my 
letterbox. But no messages. Maybe all these things were coincidental and unrelated? 

It is funny how I keep switching channels, but somehow find myself at the exact same spot in a movie at 
which I had stopped watching it the other night! 

On television the dog-catchers are using blow-darts to catch stray dogs in Moscow. I wrote about these dogs 
in one of my novels. Have I written about it here in my notes? 

My Korean experience has made me jumpy. The door on this flat is a joke. And in Korea they spent half an 
hour, with the police ignoring my calls, laughing at me from their car below, taking my massive metal door off its 
hinges. That story precedes this story in this book. 

Even if my exit from here is smooth, I doubt Alexei will respond positively or reasonably to my complaints. I 
am really nervous about getting away from here. After what I experienced in Korea I imagine that anything could 
happen. 

It would be good if Alexei apologised and we came to a new agreement, which he then honored. Then I 
would just have had a few days break from Moscow and come back with a fresh start. But I doubt that. It has never 
ever worked out that way with me before. No-one has ever admitted that they were wrong, apologised, and did the 
right thing. Never. Never ever. 

I consider, as I always do, a possible formulation to express the situation. To be as non-assertive as possible, 
while asserting my rights. To leave a way open for Alexei to respond positively, without feeling I am criticising him. 
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He is wrong and I am right, but that never has anything to do with human interactions. Nothing of importance 
anyway. It is just a peripheral fact. And facts play little part in human interactions. 

In human affairs, it is all about the opportunistic satisfaction of impulses and emotions. I am usually the only 
one in any interaction interested in the facts, and interested in being fair and just. When the weaker in a negotiation 
asserts themselves, the stronger defines it as ‘aggression’. They have the power to define everything, and use it to their 
own advantage. The slave has no right to assert themselves. When they do, it is called ‘rebellion’, an unnatural, 
immoral attack against the ‘natural’ order of things. 

I consider writing 'I am very stressed, angry, depressed, and so on, due to the many deviations from our 
agreement. I have done more than I agreed to out of goodwill. Iam too sick to discuss anything today. Please call on 
Monday after deciding whether our agreed terms still suit you, and what terms would’. I draft and re-draft these sort 
of potential messages as an SMS. I save it as a draft. I can then send it if it becomes necessary to communicate with 
Alexei. If it becomes unavoidable. 

I draft another SMS stating what we had agreed to. Basically he agreed to the same terms another school had 
offered me. I had shown him the contract they had sent me. He had considered it. He had at first tried to negotiate 
worse terms, but when I had made it clear that I was only going to stay in Moscow on such terms, he agreed, and 
without any apparent resentment. He was happy. It was just as if he had felt obliged to try to negotiate better terms 
for himself, but had been prepared all along to accept my terms. It appears that so much business is done in cash, that 
there is lots of money floating around that businessmen have to spend somehow. As he was apparently religious and 
married, that may have put women out of the question. He didn't appear to drink or gamble either. So paying for a 
private teacher was a good way for him to make use of tax-free, ‘black’ economy money. 

Over the months I was in Alexei’s car I saw how business was done in Moscow. Calls were made. People 
pulled over to the side of the road, and got into one another's cars. They did their 'dills'. They either had their 
‘people’ come along with bags full of 100 U.S dollar bills, or went to ‘Business centers’ to perform transfers and 
finalise contracts. 

Misha told me how anyone in management got over 60% of their income as cash, tax-free. Only the poor 
people paid tax. Even Alexei paid part of his secretary's pay in cash. This of course saved him in payroll taxes as well! 

If Alexei had employed me as we had agreed, it would have been a huge bargain for him. It would have cost 
him much more to pay someone from a school by the hour, and he never would have found anyone as competent as 
myself. Facts. I had even offered to teach his son, his wife, and any of his employees, as he saw fit, during the hours we 
had agreed upon, if he found himself too busy for lessons. 

I feel maladapted. I keep getting migraines. I am too conscientious. The average big business director 
anticipates and plans less than I do. They have fewer factors to consider than I do. Just trying to negotiate a way with 
the average person is so demanding. And trying to avoid getting screwed is so challenging. 

It would be easier to be a normal person, concerned only about themselves, and their families, no matter 
what other responsibilities I might have had, whether as the President of a nation or the Chairman of a company, 
than it is to be me. 

Holistic ethics is so demanding. Being at the bottom of the pecking order makes managing so hard. People 
just never take me seriously for what I have to offer, and never respect me. They don't want to and they don't have 
to. So they don't. 

Settle down? Settle for what? How far down? How far less would I have to settle for? It would be easy if I 
did not have the potential I do have. If I was not capable of what I am capable of. If I was more average. Then I could 
accept being some minion, taking orders from some idiot. It would be easy, as I would have found my niche. 

But being able to see clearly what others fail to see, being able to find solutions where others do not even see 
any problem...that makes it impossible to work under fools, knowing they are getting all the power, respect, and 
money, but are definitely less capable than I am. And worse than that, they expect me to lie and pretend that they 
are competent, and that I am in my rightful position, below them. They insist I pretend they are superior, and that I 
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have nothing to offer. That is what is impossible to fake. I can put up with all the rest, but I cannot sell my soul in 
that way. I cannot pretend things are fine and optimal. I cannot play along. I am no 'mitlaufer'. The emperor is 
naked. The emperor's music sucks. !!! 
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Leaving Moscow 

At one of the international stations where I am waiting to get a train out of Russia to get my visa, I realise 
that the entire station is open to the elements, and a cold wind has started to chill me. 

I put on my headband and second pullover. Carrying my bag on my shoulders, a man with an empty trolley 
indicates his willingness to take my luggage for a little money. I hate poverty. I go upstairs to the ticketing office, and 
find a place where the sun shines down through the glass. And so once again I am warm. I came much earlier than I 
needed to just to be sure I got away. A beautiful grey and white cat is sauntering around the hall. That reminds me of 
other Russian cats. About a decade earlier my Aeroflot flight to Germany via Moscow stopped at the regional Soviet 
airport before flying to Moscow. That was before the iron curtain had come down. And I had been impressed by the 
cats there! Not so impressed by the facilities, but happy about the cats, and the ginger beer they gave us! 

I think I saw a small dog wandering around earlier. My neck hurts from having carried my heavy bag all the 
way from my flat to the metro station. A migraine seems to be building up. I don't want to take any strong pain 
killers, as it would be the third time this month. But I don't want to risk the migraine growing to its full strength. 
That would be diabolical considering I have to spend over a day on a train. I decide better not to risk the migraine, so 
I go to look for a shop to buy a bottle of cola to wash down the codeine and paracetamol. 

I consider how I have taught Alexei for 8 or 9 hours straight with no offer of a toilet break, a lunch break, no 
offer of food or drink. I have taught him when I was sick and completely exhausted. So conscientious am I. But does 
he appreciate this? Of course not. Slavers just take it for granted that their rented slaves will do all this without 
complaint. And as the slaves are dependent on time-slavery for their existence, they are in effect full-time slaves. So 
basically just slaves. Whether you own or rent your slave, doesn't change the fact that they are a slave! 

It is 6 degrees Celsius outside. I think about what to do if Alexei calls. I could pre-empt him with a harmless 
SMS telling him I am resting my voice so that it is O.K by the time he gets back. It was a little coup to leave a key for 
Misha, so he could collect my things and keep them for me. I had also got Alexei to pay me for that month in 
advance. He had lead me to believe he would be sending for me to come to teach him in Switzerland. He had insisted 
I buy something warm to wear. So I ended up wasting 40 U.S on a jacket I will never use, believing him. But the 
months’ pay will be like my severance, if Alexei does not agree to start honoring the contract we had agreed on 
months earlier, or on a new one, with whatever reasonable conditions, even verging on unreasonable, just as long as 
he will commit to honoring it. 

Alexei says he is sick in bed. He just leaves me waiting, with no idea what I will be doing. If he were at all 
considerate he would have given me the time off, telling me when he would be needing me again, so I could go on a 
real holiday while getting my visa. We had agreed he would pay for a trip to somewhere outside Russia so I could get 
my visa validated. He offered to get me a new visa but never did. He said his lawyer was looking into it. I had to leave 
Russia under my visa conditions at least once before the end of the month. So I had decided to just go, taking the 
most important things I definitely wanted to keep, and leaving the rest. If I never saw it again I could accept the loss. 
That is a fact of life for me. Over and over I have had to give up most of my possessions, and just leave with a heavy 
bag. 

As it turns out Misha picked the stuff up, and a long time later someone I had met at a hostel in Tallinn who 
happened to be going to Moscow picked the stuff up and took it back with him to St. Petersburg, which I had 
intended visiting, but still haven't. 

He then, about a year later, actually brought the stuff to me where I was then living. And so I actually got 
most of it back after all. Including my favorite Yamaha nylon string guitar. I had thought it unwise to bring it with 
me. It had not been expensive. I never expected to get it back. But it really is much nicer to play than the others I had 
in between, and the strings on it seem to last forever, compared to the constant string breakages I have had on other 
guitars. 

I buy some Russian gingerbread for the trip, and the nice lady wants me to buy another, so I do. Why not. I 
need something to eat and it makes her happy too! I get a big bottle of cola to wash it down, and get on the train. 
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Sunny, who had bought the ticket for me, had been told that the train was 100% booked. But it is like so 
many international flights I have been on, where agents had told me the flights were booked out, and I find lots of 
empty seats. Enough to lay out on. That is a trick I learned. Leave your bag on your seat, and go to a row where no- 
one is sitting. If someone comes and sits there, then go find another row. Keep moving like this and if you are lucky 
you will get a row of 3 or more seats to yourself so you can actually lay down and sleep for most of the flight. In this 
instance I had a sleeper, and there was only one other gentleman, so we had lots of room. The next morning he 
actually ordered a tea for me, and paid for it. Very nice. Once again, total strangers are so nice to me. : ) I remember 
that on my Aeroflot flight over a decade before, that the only thing, apart from the cats and ginger beer at the soviet 
regional airport, was the really nice tea they had served. They had also served some sort of food which the philosophy 
lecturer from Moscow University sitting next to me made a big show of enjoying, but I could barely swallow it. It 
was horrible. The only edible things were “German Surplus' butter and bread. I mean “German Surplus’ was actually 
printed on the butter packet! On an international Aeroflot flight! 

We pass through the border control at 4 a.m. They stapled something to my passport, which I didn't like, 
then stamped it. They asked me to stand up, but only to check the luggage bins under our beds. I had not realised 
there were any such luggage compartments. Thanks to the codeine I am O.K. I slept quite well with the sheets, 
doona, and pillow available. I got too hot 3 times. I stripped down to cool down. Was my fellow traveler farting? I 
held my breath and made a few short ‘test’ breaths. This happened about 10 times. I wondered if it was coming 
through the air vents. The windows were sealed shut, and couldn't be opened, but a good steady stream of air came 
through the air vents. I took my socks off. I should have done last night. I gesture to my traveling companion 
whether he could smell anything bad. He didn't appear to notice anything. Only later did he seem to comprehend 
what I had meant, at least that is what the look on his face indicated, and he smiled and said 'Normalnye’, which 
means ‘O.K, and not ‘normal’ , as the lonely planet guide would have you believe. 

Before crossing the border I had planned to send an SMS, but I considered that as Alexei had not called, 
there was no reason to risk raising his suspicions. It would give Misha more time to get to my flat to get my stuff. I 
had left a key for him, and asked him to put it back in the same place in case I did not come back, so that Alexei 
could get in with it. 

Misha seemed genuine when he said that he hoped I would come back to Moscow. I remember him being 
jealous when his daughter became so fond of me. We had talked about Freud's comments on how children didn't 
really miss their parents when they went on holidays and so on, as long as someone was caring for them. Misha told 
me of how he had called his daughter who was staying at his mother's place near the river Don (she was a real 
Cossack!), and she had not seemed to miss him at all. And he had wanted her to miss him! So many ways to have 
your heart broken in this world! 

I am not keen on returning to Moscow, but I will if Alexei agrees that he has not been keeping up his end of 
our agreement, and agrees to do so, or at least something similar to what we agreed. I am willing to be flexible, but 
not to be treated how he has been treating me. Not as a dog. Not as a Russian Serf. Not like his driver. Not like his 
cleaning woman. Maybe if he managed to treat me like a human, he might also manage to treat those other people 
like humans too! 

As I crossed the border I was asked in very good English whether I had health insurance. I said I had 
international health insurance, but that I had no proof on me. I showed them my German I.D. The border guard 
said he wanted to see proof of medical insurance! I told him that I was told that as an Australian I did not have to 
carry any such proof, as we had reciprocal health care relationships with Germany and his country. I said I was only 
spending one or two days in his country before continuing onto Germany, after he asked to see my return ticket, 
proof that I was in fact leaving his country. He asked me how much money I had on me. I said about 3000 U.S. 

I think my traveling companion bought me a cup of tea. Once I realised his generosity I thanked him. He 
also offered me some of his food, which I declined. I only drank the tea as it was such a nice gesture, and couldn't 
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hurt! I wonder at the number of notes he is paying the attendant. Did he have to pay for the sheets and pillow too? I 
hope they don't think I used all that stuff. I only used the pillow. I slept in my clothing. 

I only then realise that the internal pocket I was carrying about 2700 U.S in had in fact been un-zipped the 
whole time I had been on the train! I had never bothered to check it. Each time I had considered doing so I checked 
myself thinking ‘why on earth would I wot have zipped it, given that I had 2700 U.S in it?’ And so the great Zen 
philosopher makes an assumption against all his principles of action, and the universe reminds him of his arrogance! 

Alexei just called. I don't answer. He makes me nervous. It seems my Russian Sim card has automatically 
gone onto ‘international roaming’. 

If I do stop working for Alexei, I will be doing him a favor, and saving him loads of money. He is paying me, 
and paying for a flat, but almost never using my services. So I will just be making the decision easier for him by not 
returning. But I will give him the chance. I would like to keep my job, as I have no alternatives, but I have to insist on 
a minimum of respect and so on. It is not right to treat people how Alexei does. And lucky I do not need a job. 

In some ways my relationship to money is purely neurotic, punishing myself (see my writing on Freud), but 
in other ways it is rational. It is the only reason I have managed to survive so many malicious acts of victimisation of 
past employers. 

Otherwise now I would be a casual security guard, at best, or a government ‘work for the dole’ slave. Or I 
would have had to adopt a persona and mask like every other zombie and ‘sell my soul just to avoid the dole’. 

But to be honest, his last call really was the last straw, emotionally. The one where he referred to getting the 
visa as ‘my’ problem, and totally ignored the fact that we had certain agreements that he knew very well. It was his 
business to make ‘dills’. 

I will do my best to reconcile everyone, but if it was just an open decision left up to me with no ‘ethical’ 
dimensions, I would just have told him to go fuck himself and left. Someone has to stand up to him. He seems to 
treat people like slaves. And it is worse because, from what I understand, he came from humble circumstances 
himself, and as such I would have expected he would be more empathetic to the less fortunate. 

Alexei has never studied any of the notes I make for him. I go over everything we talked about in the car. I 
take notes in the car and add to them at home. I really try my best to teach him despite his lack of availability. He has 
kept the horridly incompetent notes of Svetlana, who had taught him before me, having been sent to Alexei by, of all 
people, Sunny. But my notes he doesn't seem to respect at all. 

One night he offered me a ‘compliment’. He said that his colleagues had commented to him that his English 
had really improved recently, and Alexei had said that that must be a compliment on my teaching. But I find it hard 
to believe that I could have had much of an impact in the few hours he had given me even some of his attention. 
Unless he really has been studying my notes? 

Alexei seems to want to inconvenience me. That appears to be his definition of me having worked, and him 
having gained something from his employment of me. It is pretty nasty when you think about it. But I guess that is 
human nature for you! 

So far I have not missed one day. I have made myself available every day I should have been, even though I 
was sick, and I have worked many days when I was supposed to be free, according to our agreement. 

I have begun work at 6 a.m and gotten home after 10p.m. None of that was part of our agreement. And so 
why do I now feel like a fugitive, desperate to avoid a confrontation with Alexei? 

Well the truth is no confrontation would be positive at this time, based on his last call. So I am doing the 
most positive thing I could do in the situation. Avoiding confrontations. I feel like a criminal whose only crime is to 
stand up for his dignity, values, and rights. I feel really stupid. I SMS Anton for Anna's mobile number, so I can SMS 
her to see if she can keep my stuff for me. I have travelled with Anna to and from the weekend lessons as she lives 
near me. She is leaving for Cyprus to marry a man she does not really care for, but who has offered to marry her, have 
kids, and so on. She keeps telling everyone about his various successful businesses. But not once has she said anything 
about Love. The woman who complains that Russian men won’t expose their emotions, won’t be emotionally 
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vulnerable, unless they first get drunk! She told me that kids are the most important thing to her, not love or sex or 
anything else. This man is established and successful, a good ‘father’ (provider of sperm, money, and a home) for her 
future kids. That is what counts!! 

I turn my phone off so no-one can call, then turn it back on at intervals to check for SMS's. 10 minutes ago 
Alexei had called again. I do not want to ‘cut him off as then he would know I had. I let it ring out. I have told him I 
have laryngitis and cannot speak, but that I should be O.K by the time he returns. That is my ‘cover’. That is how I 
am trying to buy time, to ensure I do not come out of this worse off than necessary, and to give him time to change 
his mind and appreciate me a bit more. I don't expect an apology, just for him to respect our agreement. 

In any case, today is Sunday, and Alexei has no right to harass me on my days off. Especially of all days 
Sunday, the ‘day of rest’. And doing so is definitely aggressive. 

I repack my stuff again, making sure my documents and money are together in one place. I put them in my 
blue backpack. I suddenly feel a surge of relief, as if I have actually made my decision to leave. It is a relief. To finally 
be rid of all this stress and depressing situation. Of course history has shown I usually end up in an equally bad 
situation, but hope springs eternal. 

I feel this is the last time I will put myself in such a position. I think I have finally accepted that there is 
nothing in the world for me. I do not belong in it. 

I feel the urge to ‘run’. My nerves are shot. I consider how Alexei, big boss director, cannot bring himself to 
send an SMS. 

I get some messages in Russian, but assume they are junk mail, so I never scroll down them to see who sent 
them. 
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A sinister conclusion 

After I left Russia my geocities webpage with this story on it was deleted by Yahoo without any warning. 

For some reason Yahoo never cared to explain, they deleted my entire yahoo accounts, including my email 
and geocities webpages. So I lost all the emails Gerhann and the others had sent me, some very abusive and 
threatening. I emailed Gerhann recently and you can read his response below. Probably there is a way to retrieve the 
emails, if anyone doubts me. I have no reason to misrepresent anyone or anything. Here is an email I later sent to 
Gerhann, and his reply. As you can see, it is quite nasty and chilling! One reason I published this story online is to try 
to warn others about this man, and the English teaching business in general. 

From: Markus Rehbach 

To: gerhannswart@yahoo.com 

Sent: Tuesday, May 5, 2009 12:54:23 AM 

Subject: just out of curiosity...was it you who got my webpages etc. deleted from yahoo? 

Yes it was me you asshole. Hope your life still sucks, you stupid prick. Fuck you and the bitch that gave birth 
to you. Just know I keep looking out for you and will screw you every chance I get 

End of email 
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A possible opportunity for you 


If you know of any publisher interested in publishing my books, please contact me. If I make any money as a 
result of your help, I will be sure to reward you financially in reciprocation. If you are writing a university essay, 
please reference my works. Anything you can do to draw attention to my works will be greatly appreciated. 


367 


TROONATNOOR Fiction (Novels) 


P.R.O.P.H.E.T: Ghost in the machine 
A science fiction novel that will put Harry Potter in the shade 
Markus Rehbach 
Veil of ignorance 
A plan to bring about a New World Order that even the Zionist Banksters are clueless about? 
Are you part of the conspiracy? 
Markus Rehbach 
And as of 2014, TROONATNOOR publishing has the pleasure to introduce our new author, Clarissa 
Sophia Von Der Golz 
Xob S’ardonap and The City of The Sun 
An adventure mystery spanning the ages, and the globe 
A novel to rival Dan Brown’s best plots 
Clarissa Sophia Von Der Golz 
Sex I life 
A teenage girl’s insights into sex and life 
Clarissa Sophia Von Der Golz 
User guide: experience engine type human 
Life should have come with a manual, don’t you think? 
Clarissa Sophia Von Der Golz 


368 


TROONATNOOR Non-fiction 


The Reality Of Our Natures And The Nature Of Our Realities 
Volumes one and two of TROONATNOOR 
Everything you expect from philosophy and more. Answers all your questions, and many you’ve never 
even thought of asking. Yes it is about the meaning of life, the universe, and everything. 
Markus Rehbach 
Convergences: Things you will want to know 
Volume three of TROONATNOOR 
Don’t be fooled again. Realise your full potential. 
Markus Rehbach 
Religion 
A holistic overview and insights into the world religions 
Volume four of TROONATNOOR 
There is much more, and much less to it than you probably imagined 
Markus Rehbach 
The mystery of the dreamer and the dream 
At the edge of TROONATNOOR: 
Zen, lucid dreaming, Carlos Castaneda and the meaning of life 
Markus Rehbach 
9.11 ( Five minutes to midnight?) 
The Central Banksters, Zionism, 911, WWIII, and The New World Order 
Markus Rehbach 
Sung Seng Nim: A tale of two faces 
My experiences living and teaching in South Korea 
Markus Rehbach 
From Moscow with Loathe 
My experiences living and teaching in Moscow 
Markus Rehbach 
Marx Herbach and the swan 
My experiences living and working in Poland 
Markus Rehbach 
The phrasal syntax method 
An understanding of the history of the evolution of the English language informs the optimal 
approach to teaching and learning English 
Markus Rehbach 
The ultimate recording and mixing guide 
Get the most professional results possible on any budget 
Markus Rehbach 
Your vocal training guide 
Improve your singing and your posture, while treating T.M.J, and reducing the frequency and severity 
of migraines 
Markus Rehbach 
A taste of TROONATNOOR 
A selection of my blog posts 
Markus Rehbach 


369 


Autobiographical TROONATNOOR 
The life and mind of the philosopher prophet of the Eden protocols 
Markus Rehbach 
An education in victimisation 
My personal experiences of victimisation in the N.S.W department of education, in the context of 
international research into the phenomenon of workplace mobbing. 
Markus Rehbach 


370 


THIS WAS 


A TROONATNOOR BOOK 
AN EDEN PROTOCOLS PUBLICATION 
A HAPPY NEXT LIVES PRESENTATION 


Connect with the author on Facebook and discover details of other 


TROONATNOOR titles, and special promotional offers 
Happy Next Lives 


371 
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